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DAVID GARRICK, Efg;

SRR

PERMIT me to claim your patronage
L . for the works of Georce Lirro, an
author 'whofe dramatic fcenes are rich in
plain fenfe and ftrong paffion, in truth of
character and found moral.

The world is indebted to this writer for
the invention of a new fpecies of drama-
tic poetry, which may properly be termed
the inferior or leffer tragedy.

Otway, Southern and Rowe had indeed
taught the Tragic Mufe a fofter tone,
and had lowered the bufkin, to adapt it to
charaéters beneath the rank of Kings, and
Demigods 3 but ftill the perfons of their

A 2 ** Dramas,
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Dramas, though lefs illuftrious, were of
the noble and elevated order: . Litro
formed his plots from private hiftories,
and his characters feldom rofe higher than
the middle clafs of life.

In juftification of his attempt to make
Tragedy of more general ufe, Lirro * has
obferved, ¢ that this {pecies of Dramatic
« Poetty is fo far from lofing its dignity
< by being accommodated to the circum-
«¢ ftances of the generality of mankind,
« that it is more truly auguft in propor-
<« tjon to the extent of its influence, and
¢ the number that is properly affected by
« jt, as it is more truly great to be the
< inftrument of good to many who ftand
< in need of our affiftance, than toa very
¢ {mall part of that number.”

I have no doubt of your being con-
vinced of the utility of this lower kind
of Tragedy, as you have eftablithed the
ftrength of LiLLo’s argument by your own

practice,
# Dedication to BARNWELL,
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practice.  The €ncouragement you gaye
to More’s tragedy of the Gamefter will
be an acknowledged proof of what I af-
fert, and I have reafon to believe that
{fome fuccefsful fcenes in that pathetic play
were indebted to you for more than their
reprefentation,

It was the misfortune of Lirro to com-
poile many of his plays during a period
when the ftage was governed by two ma-
nagers of very oppofite tafte, but equally
inconfiftent in their condud with the inter-
eft of authors and attors, and the rea-
{onable entertainment of the public.

‘The one, it is faid, had early imbibed 2
{trange diflike to plays and players; either
from fome particular prejudices which
cannot now be eafily afcertained,  or,
which is more probable, from an uncom-
mon fondnefs for an exotic ipecies of
Theatrical entertainment, called Panto-
mime. It is confeffed that he carried this
excre{cence of the ftage to its urmoft per-

A3 fection,
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feCtion, and was univerfally efteemed 2
moft excellent performer in the mumme-
ties of his own contriving.

~ Befides, it cannot be denied that the
fame man was a happy {fuperintender of
all pomps and ceremonies ; he excelled
in planning magnificent {hews, fuch as
coronations and triumphal entries, chrif-
tenings, marriages and funerals, and all
kind of proceffions, and fpared no coft to
decorate them.

His rival manager of the other theatre
was {o far from having the leaft relifh for
dramatic poetry, that although he was a
gentleman of birth and fortune, one eafy
in his behaviour and polite in his addrefs,
his greateft pleafure confifted in the encou-
ragement of low athletics and mean buf-
foons, of wreftlers and boxers, of dancers
and tumblers, by whofe affiftance and ad-
vice he brought all Sadlers Wells upen
the ftage, and: gave various exhibitions of
' tall
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tall ‘monfters and ridiculous mounte-
banks *.

With fuch managers Li.Lo’s plain fenfe
and unaffected manners could hope for
little encouragement.

Had he lived to fee the happy revolution
in the government of the Theatre introdu-
ced by you, he would have rejoiced to behold
the greateft genius and moft indefatigable
induftry conftantly employed to render the
ftage refpectable as well as flourifhing, and
the moft confummate actor and judicious
manager not only the avowed patron’ as
well as kind inftru&or of ators, but the
friend and fellow labourer of authors.

Linro’s modefty would have profited by
the advice your perfect knowledge of the
Drama would have fuggefted to him, and

Ay his

* It muft be granted that during the period Tam
{peaking of, that is, from 1734 to 1739, this ma-
nager was prévailed upon to a& Lirso’s CHRIS-
T1a~ Hero, and that he revived {everal of
Shakefpeare’s Plays ; particularly, As You Like It,
and the Merchant of Venice;  in which Quin,
Macklin, Chapman, Mrs. Pritchard and Mrs,
Clive appearcd to great advantage.
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his ‘gratitude and ‘integrity would have
done juftice to your candor and fagacitys;
for he would not only have taken a liberal
advantage of your criticifms, but would
have freely owned the force and value of
them.

That you may long continue to live
beloved and refpected by all ranks of peo-
ple, and happy in the confcioufnefs of ex-

erting your abilities for publick and pri-
vate crood is the fincere and hearty wifh

of,

SIR,

Your moft obedient

Humble fervant,

THE EDITOR.
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OF THE LIFE OF

Mr. GEORGE LILLO.

HERE is no: paffion more incident to

our nature than the defire to know the
actions of men, whofe genius have raifed our
admiration, and whofe labours have given us
inftruétion or entertainment. But however
willing we may be to indulge fo agreeablea cu-
riofity, there are few authors, the hiftory of
whofe lives can afford fufficient materials to fill
a reafonable volume.

Such writers indeed as have been diftinguifhed
by offices in the government of a kingdom, or
fuch ashave embraced particular party princi-
ples, or have fided with fations in the {tate,
will always create materials for the biographer,
and amufement for the reader.

Selden and Grotius, two eminent writets of
the laft century,. werg as much diftinguifhed by

their
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their misfortunes and their ftrugeles with power;
4s for their genius and learnir

Waller was a fenator and a {tatefman, as well
as a polite fcholarand a great poet. Swift, the
friend and coadjutor” of Harley and L;olmrr-
bro 1((‘, took on himfelf the proteétion of a l-.m(r-
dom in oppofition to a great minifter,.—We pe-
rufe with pleafure tm, lives of writers Whofe
tranfactions are varied and multifarious, who
ftep .,\.71 their {tudies into the great theatre of
the world, and who join the love of bufinefs to
the cultivation of polite literature. But fuch
examples are rare,

Addifon and Pope were certainly great au-
thors, but who can read with pleafure the cold
yet c‘n"rcé‘u narrative of Addi fon’s life by
‘Tickel } and when we have reduced the bulky
hiftoy of Pope, compiled by Ruffhead, to its
genuine fize, how little will remain that belong‘;

mpmh to the fubject? The: remarks on
{opc writings ‘compofed by a very learned
man, and which were purpofely given to in-
rich this motley ma 1ufa &.1::, do but more evi-
dently C\]“OfL the inf ipidity of the reft of the
work, as the blaze of a torch ferves to difcover
the deformities of a dungeon.

A great genius has in feed ftruck out a new
path to fame in this beaten road of literature;
Biography. ‘The uncommon misfortunes, tur-
bulent pafiions, inregular condut and unhappy
fate of Richard Savage, fon of Earl Rivers;
gave birth to one of the fineft compofitions in

own or any other language. I

Qu
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Ttis generally faid that Lirro lived in obfcu-
fity and died in diftrefs ; variety of anecdote and
choice of amufement cannot be expected from
{o unpromifing a fubject. ;

The fhort account of Lirro’slife in Cibber’s
Hiftory of the Poets, ‘is the only record hither-
to publithed which contains any thing certain
or probable relating to him, but that is very de-
fective and affords little information.

The author of the Com n to the Play-
houfe contents himfelf with eating what
Cibber had related ; he ftates no new fadls re-
{pe&ing the writer or his wo I'he com=
pilerof a Lift of Dramatic Au
with Whincop’s tragedy of Scander betrays
a want of candor, and is equally deftitute of
truth and accuracy.

Perhaps in « reviewir
Plays we may ftrike out
gence, which may ord
Iuftrate our author’s character.

I think it is agreed on ail hands, that Lirro
was born on the 4th of February 1693, fome-
where near Moorgate—That: he learned “and
praifed the bufinefs of a jeweller.

It is very fingular that no pdetical
fhould appear in print, atleaft und
till the year 1730, when he prodt
Opera, called B1rvia or the CounTRrY Bu-
RTAL, which was acted at the Theatre Royal; in
Lincoln’s-Inn-Fields.—T'his is one of the beft
dramatic pieces which had then appeas writ-
ten in imitation of the celebrated Bepg

the fate of LiLro’s

Q

intelli-
nment and  il-

e

for
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for S1Lvia has invention in its fable, fimplicity
in its manners, gaiety in its incidents, and va-
riety as well as truth of charafer; but what
will ftill more recommend it to the judicious,
this Paftoral Burlefque Serio-Comic Opera was
written with a view to inculcate the love of truth
and virtue, and a hatred of vice and falfhood. —
Notwithftanding * the apparent merit of the
CounTrRY BURIAL it met with little fuccefs.

Abouta year after L1rrooffered his GEorGE
BarnwsLL to Mr. Theophilus Cibber, mana-
ger of a company of comedians then acting
at the Theatre of Drury Lane, during the
fummer feafon,

The author’s friends, though they were well
acquainted with the merit of BARNWELL,
could not be without their fears for the fuccefs
of a play, which was formed on a new plan—A
hiftory of manners deduced from an old ballad 3
and, which the witlings of the time called a
Newgate Tragedy.

It is true fome of our beft dramatic poets, in
their moft affecting pieces, had lowered the buf-
kin, and fitted it to charaers in life inferior teo
Kings and Heroes ; yet no writer had ventured
to defcend fo low as to intreduce the charaer
of a merchant, or his apprentice, into a tra-
gedy.—However the author’s attempt was fully
juftified by his fuccefs ; plain fterling fenfe,
joined to many happy ftrokes of nature and
paflion, fupplied the imagined deficiencies of
art, and more tears were fhed at the reprefen-
tation of this home-fpun drama, than at all

2 : “the



Mr,. GEORGE LILLO. xiii

the elaborate imitations of ancient fables and an-
cient manners by the learned moderns.

Mr. Pope, who was prefent at the firft a&ting
of BarnweLL, very candidly obferved that

Lo had never deviated from propriety, except
in a few paflages in which he aimed at a greater
elevation of language than'was confiftent with
chara&ter and fituation *.

BarNWELL was aéted about twenty nights in
the hotteft partof the year to crouded houfes.

The great fuccefs of this play excited the at-
tention of Queen Caroline, who defired to fee
it in MSS +. A meflage was difpatched to
Drury Lane Theatre, and Mr. Wilks waited
upon her Mazjefty with the play. But 1 have
not been able to learn whether the author gained
any emolument from the Queen’s curiofity.
One circumftance which happened the firfk
night that BARNWELL was aéted is fo fingular
that it ought not to be forgotten.

Certain witty and facetious perfons, who call
themfelves the town, bought up large quanti-
ties of the ballad of GeorcE BARNWELL,
with an intent to make a ludicrous comparifon
between the old fong, and the new tragedy ;
but fo forcible and fo pathetic were the {cenes
of the Lonpon MERCHANT, that thefe merry
gentlemen were quite difappointed and afhamed;
they were obliged to throw away their ballads
and take out their handkerchiefs .

. Encou-

® Lirro’s life by Cibber, Vol. I+ Gentleman's Ma-
gazing, July 1731, 1 Cibber’s life of Lirvo,
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1couraged by the fuccefs of this pl ay, LirLa
ventured upon ' a fubject more arduous and
{ublime.—-—About three or fuur yearsafter, he
wrote the C!IL\IV?'I an HEro, which was acted
at Drury Lane Theatre with tolerable fu 1ccels.
The- plot of the tr is to be.found . in
the hiftory of the The charaéter of
Scander ‘)w th the play, refembles
is- well contrafted
ith= Sultans s he,

P

that of 'l ar
with Amu
chara&ersin this tra rare in '-(_In.lcll firongly
marxed ; fome pathetic »f the CHRIS-
TiAN Hrero uld not ce the works of
our ‘moit eft

1 dramatic writers, . I'he.man-
rks and Chriftians are well dif-

iy

]h’ mt:.l'u"'* in LhL fe \()lld act

um"m,h.d et
fimilar p...ILy Lutwecn (,..1 d and Eumenes in
the Siege of Damafcus. Bur the Scene in the
Crrisvian Hero is greatly-heightened by the
diftrefls of Scanderbeg, whc i'-mﬁl\ﬁa, Althea,
had fallen by the Lh.hl"‘ of war into the-hands
of his enemies
Upon the w ‘.uly it muft be granted that the
mufe of Lirro was more adapted to'an humble
than a lofty theme, to plots notfo intricate,
nor fo overcharged with epifode, to charac-
ters lefs elevated, and fituations more familiar.
lh\_ editor of a. Tragedy of Scanderbeg,
written by one Mr. Whincop, has ventured to
charge the author of the CarisTIAN HERO
with

h ¢




Mr. GEORGE LILLO. Xv
twith ftealing the hint of his play, from his
having feen bcnuluour in MSS.

It is to be obferved that this accufation wa
brought againft LiLro eight yearsafter his de am,
and near thirteen fince hia )1‘1} was-frlt alted.
‘The chargerefts folely on the credit of a name-
lefs editor; and I think we may {‘.111)1 reject
it as an invidious attack upon the character
of. a man whofe moral conduét h 15 m.\'“r been
impeached, and who was great
]\la modcity and integrity. bunum, this tragedy

Scanderbeg ([o much cried up by the editor
J.nJ his fucm) is a defpicable pcuu.m‘mg_, full
of rantand bombaft.

Towards the end of the 2&ing fc:’-ﬁm in 1736 ;
o= 2

the Fatar CuriosiTy, oneof Mr. LILLJ s
moft affedting tragedies, was adted at the Little
Theatre in the Haymarket at the time when
Fielding, our Englifh Cervantes, was manager
of that playhoufe.

It is not eafy to guels why this excellent piece
was not lcprcﬁ,ntcd at one of tIlL '"‘1L;1trL5
Royal ; as our author’s characler as a writer was
by this time well eftablifhed. Jt cannot be
doubted that LirLro applied to the managers of
the more regular theatres, and had been rejecied,
{o that he was reduced to the neceflity of having
his play alled at an.inferior Play-houfe, and by
perfons not fo well fkilled in their profeflion
as the players of the eftablifhed Theatres.

However, Mr. F iclding,  who had a juft

fenfe of our author’s merit, and who had often
n

i‘
1
§ |
}
|
J
[
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in his humorous pieces * laughed at thofe ridi-
culous and abfurd criticks who could not pofli-
bly underftand the merit of BAr nwELL becaufe
the fubjec¢t was low, treated L1Lro with great
politenefs and friendfhip. He took upon him-
felf the management of the play, and the in-
ftrucion of the a&ors.

It was during the rehearfal of the FaTar
Currosity that 1 had an opportunity to fee and
to converfe with Mr. Lir1o.---Plain and fim-
ple as he was in his addrefs, his manner of con-
verfing was modeft, affable and engaging.
When invited to give his opinion how 2 parti-
cular fentiment thould be uttered by the adtor,
he expreft himfelf in the gentleft and moft
obliging terms, and conveyed inftru@ion and
conviction with good nature and good man-
ners.

The plot of the FaTar Curiosity, like
that of BARNWELL, was taken from privatelife.

An unhappy old man and his wife who lived
at Penryn in Cornwall, impatient under their
misfortunes and rendered defperate by extreme
poverty, murdered their guelt, a failor juft re-
turned from the Indies, for the fake of his
wealth : to agpravate the atrocioufnefs of the
crime, upen examination, the murdered perfon
proved to be their own {on,

Lirro has happily varied fome of the cir-
cumftances of this difmal ftory, and has added
others to render it more dramatic,

The

® Particularly in Jofeph Andrews,
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The language of this playis more elevated
than that of any of our author’s works ; in fome
few paflages it muft be owned that it is too rich
and flowery, and partakes rather of the defcrip-
tive than the familiar flile fuited to the fubject
and charaéters. However the author has {eldom
indulged himfelf in this luxuriancy of fancy ;
for in general his ftyle is plain and eafy, though
vigorous and energetic ; and he is remarkablein
this tragedy and in his- ELmME RIcK for a mag-
nificent fimplicity of ftyle, {o juftly commended
by Mr. Colman in Maflenger and the reft of our
old dramatic writers. :

Fielding was not merely content to revife the
FaTar Curlosity, and toinftruct the a&ors
how to do juftice to their parts. He warmly
recommended the play to his friends, and to
the public, Befides all this he prefented the
author witha well written prologue ; which, as
it contains a juft criticifm on modern tragedies,
the reader will not be difpleafed to find hete.

ProroGcue To THE Fatar CuriosiTy.

¢ THE Tragic Mufe has ong forgot to pleafe
With Shakefpeare’s nature, or with Fletcher’s eafes
No paflion mov’d, thro® five long aés you fit,
Charm’d with the poet’s Ianguage, orhis wit,
Fine things are {aid, no matter whence they fall ;
Each fingle charatter might fpeak them all,

But from this modern fafhionable way,
To-night, our anthor begs your leave to ftray.

NoloT; 2 No
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No fuftian hero rages here to-night 3

Mo armies fall, to fix a tyrant’s right:

From lower life we draw our fcene’s diftrefs:

—Let not your equals move your pity lefs!

Virtue diftreft in humble ftate fupport;

WNor think fhe never lives without the court.
The’ to our {cenes no royal robes belong,

And tho’ our little ftage as yet be young,

Throw both your {corn and prejudice afide;

Let us with favour not contempt be try’d ;

Thro® the firft afts a kind attention lend,

The growing fcene fhall force you to attend ;

Shall catch the eyes of every tender fair,

And make them charm their lovers with a tear.

The lover too by pity fhall impart

His tender paffion to his fair one’s heart :

The breaft which others anguifh cannot move,

‘Was ne’er the feat of fiiendihip, or of'love.”

1n the condu& of this play L1rro has fhewn
great judgement. The charaBers of Old
Wilmot and his Wife exhibit firong pictures of
pride heightened by poverty, impatience and
defpair. 1 he reader is frequently though gradu-
zlly prepared for the dreadful cataftrophe in the
laft {cene of the play..

This tragedyis | believe little known, and
though I am an enemy to long citations, L
fhall quote fome particular interefting fpeeches
inthe firft and fecond act, and a whole {cene in
the laft, which the reader will efteem a mafter-
piece of writing,. ;

Old Wilmot begins the play with a foliloquy
that firongly marks his character and fituation.

OLD
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OLD WILMOT.
The day is far advanc’d ; the chearful fun
Purfues with vigour his repeated courfe ;
No labout leflening norno time decaying
His ftrength, or{plendor: evérmore the fame,
From age to age his influence fuftains
Dependent worlds, beftows both life and motion
On the dull mafs that forms the dufky orbs,
Chears them with heat, and gilds them with his
brightnefs.
Yet man, of jarring elenients conipos’d,
‘Who poits from change to change, from the firft hour
Of his frail being till his diffolution,
Enjoys the fad prerogative above him,
To think, and to be wretched. —What is Iife,
To him that’s bors to die ! or what that wifdom
Whofe petfection ends in knowing we know no-
thing!
Mere contradition all! A tragic farce,
Tedious tho® fhort," and without art elaborate,
Ridiculouily fad—

In the following fcene the author artfull
contiives to make the unhappy old man di[{
charge the only perfon who could have pre-
vented the murder of his fon, at the fame time
that he ‘introduces the chara@er of the amiable
Charlot, on whofe bounty they had hitherto
{ubfifted, though now they were reduced to the
loweft ebb of poverty. Old Wilmot when he

parts with his faithful fervant, Randal, who is.

wil‘ling. to endure the utmoft diftrefs rather than
quit his fervice, gives him fuch advice for his
future conduct in the world 25 farther difplays

a2z his
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his diftrefsful fituation and the impatience of his
his-mind.
OLD WILMOT.
a— Prithee, Randal,
How. long haft thou been with me
RAND A L.

Fifteen years.
T was a very child when firt you took me
T'o-wait upon your fon, ‘my dear young mafter!
T oft have wifh’d, I’d gone to India with him;
Tho’ you, defponding, give him o’er for loft.
[Orp WiLmoT avipes bis eyes.
1 am to blame—this talk revives your {orrow
For his abfenice.
OLD WILMOT.
How can that be reviv'd,
Which never died 2

RANDAL.
The whole of my intent
Was to confefs your bounty, that fupplied
The lofs of both my parents ; I was long
The objec of your charitable care.

: OED WILMOT.
No more of that ; thow’ft ferv’d me longer fince
Without reward ; fo that account is balanc’d,
Or rather Pm thy debtor—I remember,
When poverty began to thow her face
Within thefe walls, -and allmy other fervants,
Like pamper’d vermin from a falling houfe,
Retreated with the plunder they had gain’d,
‘And left me, too indulgent and remifs
For fuch ungrateful wretches, to'be crufh’d
Beneath
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Beneath the ruin they had help’d to make,
That you, more good than wife, refus’d to leave me.
RANDAL.
Nay, Ibefeech you, firl——
OLD WILMOT.
With my diftrefs,
In perfe&t contradiftion to the world,
Thy love, refpect and diligence increas’d;
Now all the recompence within my power,
Is to difcharge thee, Randal, from my hard,
Unprofitable {ervice.
RANDAL.
Heaven forbid!
Shall I forfake you in your worft neceffity ? —
Believe me, fir, my honeft foul abhors
The barb’rous thought.
OLD WILMOT.
What! canft thou feed on air?
I have not left wherewith to purchafe food
For one meal more.
RANDAL.
Ratherthan leave you thus,
I’ll beg my bread, and live on others bounty
While I ferve you.
OLD WILMOT.
Down, down my {welling heart,
Or burft in filence: ’tis thy cruel fate
Infults thee by his kindnefs—he is innocent
[Of all the pain it gives thee—Go thy ways—
I will no more fupprefs thy youthful hopes
Of rifing in the world.
RANDA L.
. ’T'is true, I'm young,
And never try’d my fortune, or my genius :
a Whick
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Which may perhaps find out fome happy means,

As yet untbought of, to fupply your wants,
OLD WILMOT,.

"Thou tortur’t me—1I hate all obligations

‘Which I can ne’er return— And who art thou,

That I fhou’d ftoop to take ’em from thy hand !

Care for thylelf, buttake no thought for me;

I will not want thee—trouble me no more.

RANDAL,

Be not offended, fir, and I will g0,

Ine’er repin’d atyour commands before s

But heaven’s my witnefs, I obey you now

With ﬁrnng reluctance, and a heavy heart.

Farewell, my worthy mafter ! [Going.
OLD WILMOT,

Farewell - ftay —

As thou artyet a ftranger to the world,

Of which, alas! I've had too much experience,

I thou’d, methinks, before we part, beftow

A little counfel on thee —Dry thy eyes—

If thou weep’ft thus, T fhall proceed no farther.

Doftthou afpire to greatnefs, or to wealth,

Quit books and the unprofitable fearch

Of wifdom there, and ftudy human kind :

No fcience will avail thee without that ;

But that obtain’d, thou need’ft not any other,

This will inftru@ thee to conceal thy views,

And wear the face of probity and henour,

Till thou haft gain’d thy end; - which muft be ever

Thy own advantage, at that man’s expence

Who thall be weal enough to think thee honeft.

RANDAL.
You mock me, fure,

OLD
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oOLD WILMO T.
I pever was more ferious.
RANDAL
Why fhou’d you counfel what you feorn’d to prac-
tife ?

OLD WILMOT.
Becaufe that foolifh fcorn has been my roin.
I’ve been an idiot, but wou’d have thee wifer,
And treat mankind,asthey wou’d treat thee,Randal;
As they deferve, andl’ve been treated by ’em.
Thow’ft feen by me, and thofe who now defpife me,
How men of fortune fall, and beggars rife ;
Shun my example; treafure up my precepts;

The world’s before thee—be a knave and profper.
What art thon dumb? [4fter a long panje.]
RANDAL.

Amazement ties my tongue!
Where are yonr former principles ?
OLD WILMOT.

No matters
Suppofe I have renounc’d ’em: I have paflions,
And love thee ftill ; therefore would have thee think,
The world is all afcene of deep deceit,
And he who deals with mankind on the fquare,
Is his own bubble, z2nd undees himfelf. [Exis.

In the fame aét, Maria the fervant and com-
panion of Charlet, upon the approach of
Agnes, the wife of Old Wilmot, prepares the
reader by a fhort but fine delineation of her

charater.
MARIA,
Her faded drefs, unfafhionably fine,

Asil] conceals her poverty, asthat
a4 Strain’d
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Strain’d complaifance, her haughty fwelling heart:
Tho’ perifhing for'want, fo far from afking
She ne’er receives a favour uncompell’d,
And while fhe rnins {corns to be oblig’d.

3

In the fecond a& Young Wilmot perfuades
Randal to counterfeit a letter from Charlot,
with a view to be introduced as a friend of the
younglady to his diftrefled parents, wesl-a-wew to
have an opportunity to be fully acquainted with
their unhappy fituation, and to relieve them by
making a difcovery of himfelf when he fhould
think it moft proper,

T'his unhappy refinement of curiofity occa-
fions the dreadful cataftrophe which follows in
the laft act.

The interview between Young Wilmot and
his parents occafions a moft pathetic fcene, from
which the reader will not be difpleafed to read
the following extradt,

ACCUESTT

OLD WILMOT.

The lady calls you here her valu’d friend ;
Enough, tho' nothing more fhould be imply’d,
"T'o recommend you to our beit efteem.

A worthlefs acquifition ! — may fhe find
Some means that better may exprefs her kindnefs
But fhe, perhaps, hath purpos’d to inrich

You with herfelf, and end her fruitlefs forrow
For one whom death alone can juftify

For leaving her {olong. If it be fo,

May you repair his lofs, and be to Charlot

A fecond, happier Wilmot, Partial nature,

Whe
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Who only favours youth, as feeble age
Were not her offspring, or below her care, -
Has {eal'd our doom: nofecond hope fhall fpring
From my dead loins, and Agnes’ fteril womb,
To dry our tears, and diflipate defpair.
AGNES.
The laft and moft abandon’d of our kind,
By heaven and earth neglected or defpis’d,
The loathfome grave, that robb’d us of our fon
And all our joysin him, muftbe our refuge.
YOUNG WILMOT.
Let ghofts unpardon’d, or devoted fiends,
Fear without hope, and wail in fuch {ad ftrains;
But grace defend the living.from defpair.
The darkeft hours precede the rifing {un 3
And mercy may appear, when leaft expeéted.
OLD WILMOT.
This I have heard a thonfand times repeated,
And have, believing, been as oft deceiv’d.
YOUNG WILMOT.
Behold in me an inftance of its truth.
At fea twice fhipwreek’d, and as oft the prey
Of lawlefs pirates; by the Arabs thrice
Surpriz’d, and robb’d on fhore: and once reduc’d
To worfe than thefe, the fum of all diftrefs
That the moft wretched feel on this fide hell,
Ev'n flavery'itfelf : yethere I ftand,
Except one trouble that will quickly end,
Thehappieft of mankind.
OLD WILMOT.
: A rare example
Of fortune’s caprice ; apter to {urprize,
Or entertain, than comfort, or inftrutt.
If you wouw’d reafon from events, bejuft,

~ And
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And count, when youefcap’d, how many perifh’d;
And draw your inf’rence thence,
AGNES,
Alas! who knows,
But we were render’d childlefs by fome ftorm,
In which you, tho’ preferv’d, might beara part.
YOUNG WILMOT.
How has my curiofity betray’d me
Intofuperfluous pain! I faint with fondnefs:
And fhall, if Iftay longer, rufh upon ’em,
Proclaim myfelf their fon, kifs and embrace ’em
Till their fouls, tranfported with the excefs
Of pleafureand furprize, quit their frail manfions,
And leave em breathlefs in my longing arms.
By circumftances then and flow degrees,
They muft be let into a happinefs
"T'oo great for them to bear at once, and live :
That Charlot will perform: I need not feign
To afk an hour for reft. [4fide.] Sir, I intreat
The favour to retire where, for a while,
I may repofe myfelf. You will excufe
‘This freedom, and the trouble that I give yon :
*Tis long fince I have flept, and nature.calls.
OLD WILMOT.
I pray no more: believe we're only troubled,
That you thou’d think any excofe were needful,
YOUNG WILMOT,
‘The weight of this is fome incumbrance to me,
[Tates a caftet out of his bofom and gives it 19
his mother. ]
And its contents of value: if you pleafe
To take the charge of ittill I awake,
1 thall not reft the worfe. If T fhow’d fleep
Till Tam afk’d for, as perhaps I may,
d beg that you wou’d wake me.
AGNES
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AGNES.
Doubt it not:
Diftradted as T am with various wocs,
1 fhall remember that. [ Exit.

If Tam not greatly miftaken, in all Dra-
matic Poetry, there are few fcenes where
the paffions are fo highly wrought up, as in the
third A& of the FaTaL CuriosiTy, where 2
man, contrary to the conviction of 'his mind
and amidft all the agonies which reluctant na-
ture feels, is tempted to the commiflion of a
moft defperateand fhocking action. Lirroneced
not be athamed to yield to Shakefpeare, who
is fuperior to all other writers ; but excepting
the celebrated {cenes of murder in Macbeth,
thefe in the FaTarL CuriosiTy, for juft re-
prefentation of anguith, remerle, defpair, and
horror, bear away the palm.

I fhall make no apology for anticipating the
reader’s curiofity by giving this mafter- piece of
fine writing, as his perufing it here may engage
him not only to read the whole play, but in-
duce him to be better acquainted with the
works of aman, who is fo great a painter of the
terrible graces,

FATAL CURIOSITY, ACT IIL
Enter AcnEs alone awith the cafket in ber hand.
WHOQ fhould this ftranger be?—and then this

cafket—
He fays itis of value, andyet trufls it,
As if a trifle, to aftranger’s hand —
His confidence amazes me—Perhaps

It
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Itis not what he fays—I’m flrongly tempted

'To open it, and fee.—~No, let it reft.

Why fhouw’d my curiofity excite me,

To fearchand pry into th’ affairs of others;

‘Who have t'imploy my thoughts fo many cares

And forrows of my own ?—With how much eafe

The {pring gives way !—f{urprizing! moft prodi-
gious!

My eyes are dazzled, and my ravifh’d heart

Leaps atthe glorious fight— How bright’s the luftre,

How immen{e the worth of thefe fairjewels!

Ay, fuch a treafure wou’d expel for ever

Bafe poverty, andall its abjet train ;

The mean devices we’re reduc’d to ufe

To keep out famine, and preferve our lives

From day to day ; the cold negleét of friends;

The galling fcorn, or more provoking pity

Of an infulting world —Pofle(s’d of thefe,

Plenty, content, and power might take their turn,

And lofty pride bare its afpiring head

At our approach, and once more bend before us.

— A pleafing dream | —"T'is paft ; ‘and now I wake

More wretched by the happinefs I've loft.

For {ure it was a happinefs to think,

Tho” but for a moment, fuch a treafure mine.

Nay, it was more than thought—I faw and touch'd

The bright temptation, andI feeit yet

*Tis here-~tis mine. I have it in poffeflion—

—Muft Trefign it ? muft I give it bacl ?

Am I in love with mifery and want f—

Torob myfelf and court fo vaft a lofs ;—

~—Retain it then. But how ?—There is a2 way—

Why finks my heart? why does my blood run cold?

Why am I thyill’d with horror 2—’T'is not choice,

But dire neceflity fuggefts the thought,

Euter
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Enter OLp WiLmor.

The mind contented, with how little pains
The wand’ring {enfes yield to foft repofe,
And die to gain new life ! He’s fall’n afleep
Already—happy man ! —what doft thou think,
My Agnes, of our unexpefted gueft?
He feems to me a youth of great humanity: .
Juft ere he clos’d his eyes, that fwam in tears,
He wrung my hand, and prefs’d it to his lips ;
And with a look; that pierc’d me to the foul,
Begg’d meto comfortthee : and—doft thou hearme?.
What art thou gazing on ?—fie, ’tis not well—
This cafket was deliver’d to you clos’d :
Why have you open’d it? fhou’d this be known,
How mean muft we appear ?
AGNES, '
And who fhall know it
OLD WILMOT.
There is a kind of pride, a decent dignity
Due toourfelves : which, {pite of our misfortunes,
May be maintain’d, and cherifh’d to the laft.
To live without reproach, and withoutleave
To quit the world, fhews fovereign contempt,
And noble fcorn of its relentle(s malice.
AGNES.
Shews fovereign madnefs and a fcorn of fenfe.
Puorfue na farcher this detefted theme:
I will not die, I'will notleave the world
For all that you can urge, until compell’d.
OLD WILMOT.
To chafe a {hadow, when the fetting fun
Is darting his Iaft rays, were juft as wile,
As your anxiety for fleeting life,
Now the laft means for its fupoort are failing*
ok Were
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Were famine notas mortal as the fword, _
This warmth might be excus’d—But take thy choica
—Die how you will, you fhall not die alone,
AGNES,
Nor live, I hope.
OLD WILMOT.
There 1s no fear of that.
AGNES,
Then we'll live beth.
L0 b bl i A 1 G5 B4 0 1
Strange folly! where’s the means?
AGNES,
The means are there; thofe jewels—
OLD” WI1ILMOT,.
Ha!—Take heed:
Perhaps thou doft but try me; yet take heed ——
There’s nonght fo monftrous but the mind of man
In fome conditions may be brought approve ;
Theft, facrilege, treafon, and parricide,
When flatt’ring opportunity intic’d,
And defperation drove, have been committed
By thofe who once wou’d ftarc to hear them nam’d,
AGNES,
And add to thefe detefted fuicide,
Vhich, by acrimemuch lefs, we may aveoid,
OLD WILMOT.
'Th’ inhofpitable murder of our guelt!e—
How cou’dft thou f'qrm a thought fo very tf:mpting,
So advantageous, fo fecure and eafy;
And yet fo cruel, and o full of horror?
AGNES.
*Tislefs impiety, lefs againft nature,
‘Totake another’s life, than end our own.
OLD
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OLD WILMOT.
Tt is no matter, whether this or that
Be, in itfelf, the lefs or greater crime:
Howe’er we may deceive ourfelves or others,
‘We aét from inclination, not by rale,
Ornonecou’d a& amifs—and thatall err,
None but the confcious hypocrite denies.
— 0! what is man, his excellence and ftrength,
When in an hour of trial and defertion,
Reafon, his nobleft power, may be fuborn’d
To plead the caufe of vile affaflination!

AGNES.

You’re too fevere : reafon may juftly plead
For her own prefervation,
OLD WILMOT.
Reft contented:

Whate’er refiftance’I may feem to make,
I am betray’d within: my will’s feduc’d,
And my whole fonlinfefled. The defire
Of life returns, and brings with it a train
Of appetites that rage to be fupply’d.
Whoever ftands to parley with temptation,
Does it to be o’ercome.

AGNE S,

T'hen nought remains,
But the {wift execution of a deed
Thatis not to be thought on, or delay’d.
Wemauft difpatch him fleeping : fhou’d he wake,
"T'were madnefs to attempt it.

OLD WILMOT.
8 3 True, his ftrength
Single is more, muchmore than ours united 3
So may his life, perhaps, as far exceed
Qurs in daration, fhon’d he *feape this fnare.
4 Gen’rous,
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Gen’rous, unhappy man! O! whatcou’d mmethee
To put thy lifeand fortune in the hands
Of wretches. mad with anguifh !
AGNES.
By what means ?
By ftabbing, fuffocation, or by ftrangling,
Shall we effeét his death ?
OLD WILMOT.
Why, what a fiend 1—
How cruel, how remorfelefs and impatient
Have pride, and poverty made thee?
AGNES,
Barbarous man!
Whofe wafteful riots ruin’d our eftate,
And drove our fon, ere the firft down had fpread
His rofy cheeks, {pite of my fad prefages,
Earneft intreaties, agoniesand tears,
To feek his bread *mongft ftrangers, and to perifh
In fome remote, inhofpitableland—
The lovelieft youth, in perfon and in mind,
That ever crown’d a groaning mother’s pain !
Where was thy pity, where thy patience then ?
Thou cruel hufband! thou unnat’ral father!
Thou moft remorfelefs, moft ungrateful man,
T'o waite my fortune, rob me of my fon;
To drive me to defpair, and then reproach me
For being what thou’ft made me.
OLD WILMOT.
Dry thy tears:
T ought not toreproach thee. I confefs
That thou haft fuffer’d much: fo have we both.
But chide no more: I'm wrought vp to thy pur-
pofe.
"The poor, ill-fated, unfufpeding victim,
: Ere
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Ere hie reclin’d him on the fatal couch,

From which he’s ne’er to rife, took off the fafh,
And coftly dagger that thou faw’ft him wear
And thus, unthinking, furnifh’d us with arms
Againit himfelf.  Which fhall T ufe?

AGNES,

: The fafh.
If you make ufe of that I can afift.

OLD WILMOT:
No—tis a dreadful office, and I’ll {pare
Thy trembling hands the guilt—fteal to the door
And bring me word if he be fill afleep.
[Exit AcNES.
Or I’'m deceiv’d, or he pronounc’d himfelf
The happieft of ‘mankind. Deluded wretch !
Thy thoughts are perithing, thy youthful joys,
Touch’d by the icy hand of grifly death,
Are withering in their bloom—But thought extin-
uifh’d,
I—Ie’llgnevr-:r know the lofs, norfeel the bitter
Pangs of difappointment— then T was wron
In counting him a wretch : to die well pleas’d,
Is all the happieft of mankind can hope for.,
To beawretch, isto furvive the lofs
Of every joy, and even hope itfelf,
As I'have done—why do I mourn him then 7
For, by the anguifhof my tortur’d foul,
He’s to be envy’d, if compar’d with me,

Enter AcnEs with Youne WiLmort?s dagger,

AGNES,
The firanger fleeps at prefent; but fo refilefs
His flumbers feem, they can’t continue lon "
Come,come, difpatch ~ HerePve feonr’d his dagger.

VOL. T b OLD
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OLD WILMOT.
O Agnes! Agnes! if there be a hell
*Tis juft we fhou’d expect it.
[Gues totakethe dagger, but lets it fall.
AGNE S,
2 Nay, for fhame,
Shake off this panic, and be more yourfelf.
OLD ‘WILMOT,.
What's to be.done? on what had we determin’d?
- AGNES.
You’re quite difmay’d. I'lf do the deed myfelf.
. [T akes up the daggers
OLD WILMOT.
Give me the fatal fteel
>Tis but 2 fingle murder,
Nezeffity, impatience and delpair,
The three wide mouthsof that true Cerberus,
Grim poverty, demands —They fhall be fropp’d.
. Ambition, perfecution, and revenge
Devour their millions daily : and fhall I—
But follow me, and {eehow little caufe
You had’ to think there was the leaft remains
©Of manhood, pity, mercy, Or remorie
Left in this, favage breaft. [Going the wrong ways
AGNE 3,
Where do.yom go
The fireet 1s that way.
OLD WILMOT.
True !, I had forgot.
AGN.-E S.
Quite, quite confounded.
; OLD WILMOT.
Well, I recover.
] {hall find theway. (Exits
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AGNES.
O foftly! fofily!
The leaft noife undoes us.—Still I fear him :
—No—now he feems determin’d - O! that paufe,
That cowardly paufe !—his fefolution fails—
’Tis wifely done to lift your eyes to heaven ;
When did you pray before? I have no patiences—
How he furveys him | what a look was there |—
How full of anguifh, pity and remorfe! —
He’ll never do it—Strike, or giveit o’er——
—No, herecovers—but that trembling arm
May 'mifs its aim ;. and if he fails, we’re loff
*Tis done—~0O ! no; he lives, he ftrugeles yet.
YOUNG WILMOT.
O'! father! father! {4nanother raom.
A G N ES.

Quick, repeat the blow.
What pow’r thallT invoke to aid thee, Wilmot !
-=-YetHold thy hand--2inconftant,wretched woman!
What doth my heart recoil, and bleed with him
Whofemurder was contriv’d---O Wilmot ! Wilmot ¥

Notwithftanding all the friendly endeavours
of Fielding, this play met with ve{ry little fue=
cefs at its firft reprefentation, and: this was owing
n all probability to its being brougli¢ on' in' the
latter part of the feafon, when the public had
been fatiated with a long run of Pafquin,—But
it is with pleafure I obferve that Fielding gcne-
roufly perfifted to ferve the man whom he had
once efpoufed ; he tacked the FaT AL CuriosiTy
to his Hiftorical Regifter; which: was played
with great ficcefs in the enfuing winter, The

b2 tragedy
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tragedy was alled to more advantage than be-
fore, and was: often repeated, to the emolument
of theauthor, and with the approbation of the
public.

It was the fate of L1z Lo to be reduced to the
neceffity of having his plays reprefented by in-
ferior aftors. In 1738, he gave to the players,
ating during the fummer feafon at Covent-
Garden, his play of Marina, taken trom
an old tragedy attributed to Shakefpeare, call-
ed, Pericles, Prince of Tyre. It is true the
firft editors of this great father of the Englith
ftage rejected Pericles, and feveral other pieces
that had “been printed with his name to them
during his life-time. It is moft likely that
Shakefpeare revifed this old drama, and gave a
few touches of his own inimitable pencil ; that
he added or altered a character or two, and
wrote a {cene here and there; which, like the
luftre of Baffianus’s ring® in the cavern, illumi-
nated the furrounding darknefs.

The preferving from oblivion fcenes which
will give perpetual pleafure in the reading, is
undoubtedly meritorious, and Lirro deferves
as much praife for faving the fketches of a
Shakefpeare, as he who carefully keeps amongft

‘ his

* Marcus. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear

A precious ring, that lightens all the hole,

‘Which like a taper in fome monument

Doth fhine upon'the dead man’s earthy cheeks,

And fhews the ragged entrails of the pit,

Tit. Andron. A& 2. Sc. 7.

This fine paffage has been quoted to proye that Shakefpeare
wrote fome part of this horrid tragedy,
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his rarities, a maimed ftatue of an illuftrious
antifbieies

There is fomething pleafingly wild in the cha-
raéter of Marina, which befpeaks her to be
the offspring of {weet Fancy’s child. At her
firft appearance the makes ufe of fuch happy,
yet uncommon expreffions, as will not permit
us to doubt her origin.

A CoERI § C-ENE T,

MARIN A.
No, I will rob gay T'ellus of her weeds,
To ftrew thy grave with flowers. The yellows, blues,
The purple violets and marygolds
Shall'as a carpet hang upon thy tomb,
While fummer days do lalt. ‘Ah me, poor maid!
Born in a tempeft when my mother dy’d,
And now I moarn a fecond mother’s lofs.
This world to me is like a lafting ftorm,
Thatfwallows,piece by piece,the merchant’s wealth
And in the end him{elf,

In this romantic fable of MArINA, a huf-

band, contrary to all expeftations, recovers his
wife, and a father his daughter.

Pericles, when he views Marina, breaks out
into an exclamation which could belong to none
but eur old inimitable bard. i

PERICLES,
My long pent forrow rages for a vent,
And will o’erflow in tears: fuch was my wife;
And fuch an one my daughter might have been $
.‘\'.’Iy queen‘:s {quare brows, her ftature to an inch,
As wand-like ftraight, Es filver voiced, her eyes

3 As

3
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Asjewels like, in pace another Junos :
And then like her fhe ftarves the ears fhe feeds,

And makes them crave the more, the more fthe
{peaks.”

A love of truth, innocence, and virtue, a
firm refignation to-the will of Providence, and
a deteftation of vice and falfehood, are con-
ftantly infifted upon, and ftrongly inculcated
in all the compofitions of honeft Lir1o.

I fhall only give another quotation from this
play, which confifts of four very happy lines of
Lirro grafted upon the old flock :

¢¢ Ye fons and daughters of adverfity,

Preferve you innocence, and eachlightgrief

So bounteous are the Gods to thofe who ferve them)
Shall be reyarded with ten thoufand joys”

Indiferiminate praife is as fufpicious as undif-
t'nguithing cenfure. Both proceed from one
common parent, ignorance: though the lat-
ter is foftered by brutal malevolence, and the
former cherifhed by indifcreet friendthip.

In this play of Marina, I think Lirio
has preferved fome charafters, and retained
fome expreflions of the old drama,which hisjudg-
ment fhould have rejeéted. He didnot refle
that rude modes of fpeech, when manners are
uncultivated, are tolerated by cuftom ; and words
which might have been {poken without cen-
fure inthe drawing room of Elizabeth, a {wear-
ing and mafculine queen, and even in the pre-

A ience
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fence of % James, a prince who loved and propa-

oated an obfcene jeft, would fcarce be permit-

+»d now in fome houfes devoted to pleafure.

A modern audience rejects withdifguft the com-
anions and language of a brothel.

Though lefs virtuous than our anceftors, we
are more refined and polite in our public enter-
tainments.

Livro died the 2d of September, 1739.

He juft lived to finith his tragedy of ELmEe-
r1CK, which he left to the care of his friend
Mr. John Gray, a hookfeller, who was firlt a
diflenting miniiter, and afterwards, upon his
complying with the terms of admiflion into the
church of England, reétor of a living at Rip-
pon in Yorkfhire. The author made it his
dying requeft, to his friend Gray, that he would
dedicate his ELMERIcK to Frederick, Prince of
Woales.—Marcellus and Germanicus were not
more beloved by the Romans, than Frederick
was by the people of England. His eafinefs of
accefs, his readinefs to fuccour the diftrefled,
his encouragement of arts and {ciences, and
many other public and private virtues endeared
him to perfons of all ranks,—LirLo had a great
veneration for the prince, and had, ina mafque
called BRirAnNIA and BaTAVIA, exerted his

b 4 poctical

* This religious king, who wrote commentaries on fome
parts of Scripture, diverted himfelf with the baudy jokes of
a lm_n?p (I ih_in!: it was Neal of Rochefter) duringthe time
of divine fervice at the chapel royal,

Wilfon's lifc of James,
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poetical {kill on the marriage of his Royal
Highnefs to the Princefs of Saxe-Gotha,

We learn from Mr. Gray’s dedication of Ex-
MERICK, that the Prince of Wales interefted
himfelf in the fuccefs of this tragedy by honour-
ing it with his prefence, and it is but reafonable
to believe that the play was afted at Drury-Lane
Theatre through the influence of the fame royal
patron.

The fuccefs was much greater than was ex-
pected from a tragedy written on fo fimple a
plan, and with fo antiquated, though fo ex-
cellent a moral, as the neceflity of univerfal
and impartial juftice.—It had novelty at leaft
to recommend it: it was bold as well as
hazardous in the poer, to introduce. a {cene
where the man intrufted by his prince with
the government of a kingdom, makes ufe of
his delegated power againft the confort of his
royal mafter, and puts her to death for an ine
jury committed againft his own wife,

‘TChere could not have been a more proper
actor chofen for the part of Elmerick than
Quin : unacquainted as he was with paflion,
and incapable to exprefs it, he always gave
weight and dignity to fentiment, by his look,
voice, and a&ion,

When Elmerick, in the following invoca-
tion to Heaven, offers up the queen to juftice,
the audience felt with awe the force of Quin’s
elocution,

5 ¢ Thou
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¢« Thou awful power, whofe bright tremendous
fword

Rules heaven and earth while hell refifts in vain;

Inexorably firm eternal juftice!

Fearlefs I offer up this great delinquent,

To you and to [fmena : deign t’accept

No common facrifice, and may it prove

A folemn leflon and a dreadful warning,

T’inftruét and to alarm a guilty world.”

It is not gcncmily tnown that Mr. Ham-
mond interefted himfelf in the fuccefs of ELmz-
RICK 5 but [ have authority from a gentleman,
who ftands foremoft in the firft clafs of living au-
Lhors, to affirm that Mr, Hammond wrote the
prologue and epilogue to that tragedy, and- it
pl‘unly appears from them, that rhe {uccefs of
the play was not a matter of
him; and it may farther LL reafon
fed tn at his intereft with the Pri
was employed to the advant f

I am perfuaded that I {hall give pjcam to
theuad:.r, by inferting here thefe | genuine pro-
du&ions of fo eicmnta writer as Mr. Ham-
mond, who did not long furvive the generous
rcrn.ld vhich he paid to the remains of Lirro.

The j judgment paft on the works of our au-
thor, by a man whofe ¢ good tafle in literature
has alway been unuueﬁu_mcaI will be 2 power-
ful fandion of his wcrtl ind more than coun-
tcl?-balante the abfurd cltt‘.ck:, of 1lliberal c1m-
Cliim,

PRO-

|
|
|
i
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PROLOGUE 7o ELMERICE,
By Mr. HaMmmonnb.

¢¢ NO laboured {cenes to-night adorn our ftage,
Lin10o’s plain fenfe woun’d here the heart engage,
He knew no art, norule; but warmly thought
From paffions force, and as he felthe wrote.
His BarNwWELL once no criticks teft could bear,
Yet from each eye ftill draws the natural tear.
With generous candour hear his lateft ftrains,
And let kind pity fhelter his remains.
Depreft by want, afflited by difeafe,
Dying he wrote, and dying wifh'd to pleafe.
Oh may that wifh be now humanely paid,
And no harfh eritic vex his gentle fhade.
’Tis yours his unfupported fame to fave,
And bid one laurel gracc his humble grave.”

§ R e B O G0 D U
By the SaMe,

¢ YOU, who fupreme o’er ev’ry work of wit

In judgement here unaw’d, unbiafs’d fit,

"The palatines and guardians of the pit;

If to your minds this merely-modern play,

No ufeful fenfe, no gen’rous warmth convey;

If fuftian here, thro’ each unnat’ral {cene,

In ftrain’d conceits found high, and nothing meay

If lofty dulnefs for your vengeance call ;

Like Elmerick judge, and let the guilty fall.

Bat if fimplicity, with force and fire,

Unlabour’d thoughts and artlefs words infpire i.I'
I
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If, like the attion which thefe {cenes relate,
The whole appear irregularly great;
If mafter {irokes the nobler paffions move,
Then, like the king, acquit us, and approve.”

I have heard from Roberts, an old come-
dian, who was well acquainted with Mr.
Lirro, that his tragedy of ARDEN 0F FEVER-
sHAM was written before the year 1736. How
it came to lic dormant till 1762, when it was
firft acted jn the fummer feafon, I have nogc
been able to ‘learn. I have already obfer-
ved, that it was the fate of this writer to have
feveral of his plays acted to dil';ldvantugc.
ARDEN is a ftiong inflance of it; for ex-
cepting the principal charaler of the play,
which was acted with grear judgment by
my friend Mr. Havard, we cannot fay that
much juftice was done to this pathetic tragcdy
by the attors.

T'he part of Alicia was given to a raw young
altrefs, unacquainted with the ftage, and ut-
terly incapable of comprehending, much lefs of
reprefenting a character which required the
ftrongeft expreffion of violent and conﬁié}ing
paflions,

The writer of The Companion to the The.
atre, in the life of Lirro, does juftice to Ar-
DEN, and fpeaks with rapture of the effe@s
produced by the reprefentation of it, but at the
fame time he has abfolutely omitted (]

1is tragedy
in his Dxcuonnry or Lift of Plays

. However ir is
certain
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certain that ARDEN, though much applauded,
was acted but one night.

The ftory of Arden’s murder is not an
improper fubjeét for the ftage, and man
fcenes of this play are happily written, in which
the paffions of love and jealoufy, revenge and
Iuft, of rage and remorfe, are fully and faith.
fully delineated.

But, perhaps, in adhering too ftrictly to our
old chronicles, the writer has deprived himfelf,
of advantages which he might have obtained by
a {light deviation from them.—The poet fays,

Ficta, voluptatis caufa, [unt proxima verss.

I think we may go yet farther, and venture ty
affirm, that a probable ftory, well contiived,
and artfully conduéted, will give more plea
fure in dramatic poetry, than a too clofe re-
prefentation of real faét,

Such adtions as will not bear to be {een,
may yet be. related to advantage. Detefted
charatiers, the perpetrators of low villaing,
murderers and affaffins, fhould be {paringly in-
troduced upon the ftage; The diabolical mi-
nifters of vengeance fhould be juft {een and
difmifled ; though they may be fpoken of with
propriety.  An audience will not long endure
their company.

It is greatly to be lamented that fome friend
of the author had not applied to Mr. Garrick

)
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to revife, correct, and amend this play ; a few
alterations hy a gcnticn'x;zn who is fo great a
judge of Dramatic :"ocE:‘_\', and v.'h_n hus‘; often
fhewn his fkill in reviving plays with fuccefs,
would have rendered it a lafting entertainment
to the public.

I have now finithed my curfory review of
Lirro’s plays, and have little elfe to add.

Mr. Hammond more than infinuated in his
prologue to ELMERICK, that Lirro died op-
prefled with want. The ftory of his poverty
has been propagated upon this refpectable au-
thority.

But {urely itwas not very credible,that a man
who was in the practice of a reputable and gene-
rally profitable bufinefs, fuch as the art of jewel -
ling ; and who befides,in the {pace of feven years,
had accumulated by his plays a fum not much
lefs than 8ool. could poflibly die furrounded
with diftrefs ; efpecially if we take into this ac-
count, what was certainly true, that the man
was very temperate, and addited to no one
vice or extravagance |

By great good fortune I was dire@ed to a
perfon who has juftified my doubts upon
this matter, and has, very politely, furnithed

me: with- fome materials” which farther illu-

ftrate our author’s charader,

“This gentleman was fcr:nerly partner in the
fame bufinefs with Mr. Lirro; he now lives
at Chelfea, and in an advanced age has retires
from the fatigues of bufinefs,

From
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From him I learn, that GEorcE Lirgg
was the fon of a Dutch jeweller, who marrief
an Englith woman ; that he was born” fome.
where near Moorfields, and brought up to hi
father’s bufinefs ; that be himfelf was his: part.
ner in the fame trade feveral years ;. that Lizig
was a moft valuable and amiable man; thatin
his moral conduét, and. in the candaur, gene
rofity, and opennels of his temper, he refem.
bled the charadter of Thorowgood in his own
Barwwerr ; that, fo far from being poor,
he died in very eafy circumiftances, and rather
in afuence than want ; that he bequeathed
feveral legacies, and left the: bulk of his for
tune to- Mr. John Underwood his nephew, in
which was includéd an eftate of -6ol. per an
aum *.

This flory of Linro’s diftrefled fortune,
which Mr. Hammond inadvertently gave rifeto,
and which has’ been believed: and repeated by
others,, may perhaps owe its rife to a particula:
rity in our author’s conduct, which: this gentles
man, his partner, communicated to me.

Towards: the: latter part of his life, Mo
Lirnro, whether from judgment or humour

* Mr.. Underwood, a' jeweller in the city, fon of Mn
John Unéderwood, favoured me with'a fight of Mr, Liruo$
will; by which it appears that befides the:eftate of 6N
per um bequeathed to Underwood the father, fubjet to
certain pavments to different perfons, he died pofiviied of feves
ral effects by Do means-inconfiderable:

deter-



Mr. GEORGE LILLO. xlvit

detarmined to put the fincerity of his friends,
who profefled a very high regard for him, to a
trial.

In order to carry on this defign, he put in
pra&ife an odd kind of fratagem; he afked one
of his intimate acquaintance to lend him a
confiderable fum of money, and for this he de-
clared that he would give no bond, nor any
other fecurity, except a note of his hand ; the
perfon to whom he applied, not liking the
terms, civilly refufed him.

Soon after, LizLo met his nephew, Mr.
Underwood, with whom he had been at vari-
ance for fome time; he put the fame queftion
to him, defiring him to lend him money upon
the {ame terms. < His nephew, either from 2
fagacious apprehenfion of his uncle’s real inten-
tion, orfrom generofity of fpirit, immediately
offered to comply with his requeft. Lirro
was fo well pleafed with this ready compliance
of Mr. Underwood, that he immediately de-
clared that he was fully fatisfied with the love
and regard that his nephew bore him; he was
convinced that his friendfhip was entirely dif-
interefted, and affured him that he fhould reap
the benefit fuch: generous behaviour deferved.
1{: confequence of this promife, he bequeathed
him the bulk of his fortune.

I fhould have obferved that Liiro was a
Diffenter, but not of that four caft which diftin-
guifhes fome of our fe&aries,

In
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In his perfon he was lufty, but nottall, of;
pleafing afpeét, though unhappily deprived ¢f
the fight of one eye.

I bhave no. authority for putting the Life of
ScANDERBEG among the works of Lirio—
It has been ufually bound up with his plays,
and advertifed with the CErR1sTIAN HiRO,
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Mrs. HARRIOT JANSSEN.

MADAM

O be well defcended, happy in your

fortune, nobly allied, to be agree-
able in your perfon, to have ah un-
derftanding folid and extenfive, and a
wit-at once the moft poignant, and yet
the moft innoffenfive and agreeable, may
juttly raife admiration and efteem in others,
as they diftinguifh you in fo eminent. a
manner, and conftitute your perfonal

happinefs.

But as itis that eafy, graceful manner in
which you enjoy them, that freedom from
vanity, affeftation or pride, which form

5 your
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your real charaéter ; fo the ufe you make
of your fortune, intereft, and good fenfe,
renders them a general blefling to all who
have the hdppihiels of being within thé
reach of their influence.

MADAM,

Your generofity and condefcenfion in
permitting this addrefs, is an inftarce of
both, fo much to my advantage, that I
find it impoflible to fupprefs either my
ptide, or gratitude, on this occafion;
efpecially when I confider that it is an
honour, that many before have folicited
in vain, :

That the converfation and friendfhip
of a lady of your accomplifhments,
fhould be highly efteemed by perfons of
the firft rank both for dignity and virtue
(not to mention the Noble l.ord to whom
you are {o Rhappily allied) is no more a
wonder, than that there fhould be among
the nobility, thofe who are as eminent for

2 their
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their good fenfe and fine tafte, as their
high ftations.

That you may {till continue the orna-
ment of your own f{ex and the admira-
of ours, muft be the fincere wifth of all
who are any ways acquainted with your
merit, but of none more than of,

MADAM,

Your grateful and obliged

Humble fervant,

GEORGE LILLO,
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A CT LS CH-NET
A Roomr in WELFORDS Houfe.

WELFORD,
N OW, now’s the very crifis of our fate —

On this important hour depends the hap-

pinefs; or rain, of my dear and only child,
-and all my future peace.—Why am I thus alarm’d !
Theevent muft fure be happy ! Thave long, with
pleafiire, “beheld their mutual love. —'T'he end of
all my hopes and fears is near—This happy may-
riage will reftore my long-loft peaceof mind = Afrer
mnrriﬂgc, thou’d he prove falfe, or unkind —syhat
means. are left—what power on earth can do her
juttice then |—Now my pains réturn | thus joy and
anguifh alternately poflefs my breaft, a5 hope or
fear prevails,

R AIR
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A TR 1. (Sinceall the World’s in Strife.)

The man, by foes furrounded,
Whilft avith himfelf at peace,

Dauntlefs, andunconfounded,
Beholds their rage increafe.

But oh ! thetorturing pain,

That racks bis beart and brain,

Who, hourly aith bimfelf at war,

The foe does in bis bofom bear !

Shall this tempeft in my breaft

Eer ceafes and I havereft ?

Eer ceafe, andl havereff 2

S CENE-IL
WELFORD axp JONATHAN.

W.ELFOR D.

Jonathan, Sir John tarries long.

JONATHAN.

That is not to be wonder’d at, when he is in {uch
good company. I kmow my mafter never thinks
himfelf fo happy as when he is with your far
danghter.

WELFORD.

Jonathan, Ihave obferv’d, of all Sir John’s fer-
vants, thatyou, who, indeed, feem beft to deferve
it, have the greateft fhare in his confidence andf;z-
vour : now you are not ignorant of my friendfhip
for your mafter, nor of his pretenfions of love t0
my Silvia ; -both which muft intereft me nearly n
every thing that relates tohim. I have lately heard

fomec refleétions on his condué, that much alami
me.
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me. You, if you will, can fatisfy my doubts,
without prejudice to your own fidelity, or your
mafter’s honour.

JONATHAN.
Ay, dear Sir, I know thatany difcoveries which
I might make to you, wou’d be as fafe as in my
own bofom, and all the ufe you wou’d make of
’em, wou’d be to imprm’c ‘em, if poflible, to my
malfter’s advantage, and not at all to my preju-
dice. what a wicked cenforious world do we live
in | My mafter is certainly themott virtuous, fober;
modeflt gentleman in the country ; and, to fay
truth, we are a mighty regular family. For my
part, Lam daily edify’d by his good example.
WEE TR O RESD
'This fellow mocks me. [4fde] The bufinefs
of my farm, and the care of my flocks call me
hence. TFarewel, My beft refpeéts and fervice to
Sir John.
S CE'NE'“TII,

] ONATHAN.

Ha, ha, ha! apretty jeft truly ! difcover my
maiter’s fecrets fornothing ! —when I’'m fo well paid
for keeping ‘em,

AT R-T, (Gami’orum.)
The ferwant that betrays his truf?,
Wha's imploy’d in fearch of beauty,
To bis mafler and bimfelf unjuft,
Has neither fonfe nor duty.
Priefls and lawyers, by the throng,
Are avellpaid for their pratling ;
Whar fool then awon’d ufe his tongue,
Who lofes by bis i‘.{;fif:?t‘g‘.-—-
Gami—orum, &c. [Exit finging.
B 2 SCENE




SILVIA; OR,
SICHE: NiBE+ FV
Another Room in WeLForD’s Houfe.

SIR JOHN FREEMAN a~xp SILVIA,

SILVIA.
Urge me no further—I have faid too much. How
: { have you drawn from me the fond confeffion ?
R SIR JOHN.

Merely to fay you wou’d obey your father! is
that too much to pay whole years {pent in adora-
tion of your charms!

SILVIA.
What can you afl, or what cand fay more?
SIR JOHN.

Can ardent love be fatisfied with duty? You
might have faid as much to any other man, who
fhon’d have gain’d your father’s approbation. You

! have not yet, my charming fair, confefs’d you love,
' SILVIA,

Why will you prefs me to pafs the bounds of
modefty and prudence? you know my father does
not force my will.

SIR JOHN.
~ Why then this needlefs caution and referve?
your cruel coldnefs chills ‘me to. the heart. You
never felt love’s animating fire ; fame other mo-
tive, in which Jove has no part, muft influence
you to admit of my addreffes.
SILLVIA,

Your fufpicions are as groundlefs as unkind.

‘There may be men falfe, defigning, cruel and v n}:
4 juft
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juft, who court and flatter only to deceive : wou’d
it be therefore juft to charge the crimes of fome on
all ? ‘and, for your conftant love, truth and fince-
rity, return you- doubts, fufpicions and unjuft re-
proaches ¢ There may be women too, who, for
wealth or power, won’d give their hands where
they refufe their hearts. 1fyouthink me fuch a one,
for my fake, and your own, defift at once: forlove,.
thatis notfounded on efteem, can never yield true
fatisfaction, or continue long.
SIR JOHN.

Pardon,. my deareft Silvia, a fault, caus’d only
by excefs of love—Thou art fo great a blefling,
’twere prefumption to be too fecure. Long we fuf-
peét, and hardly are convinc’d that the treafure,.
omwhith our happinefs depends,. fhall ever be at.
tain’d. But now my fears are hutht, and all my
doubts are fled. :

A LR L (Blithe Jockey young and gay.)

‘ j'.:a_v_r r_'f' /9—1‘&’.
s and fears are pajt:

Sil. Firtve doeslove improwe 5
- Truth makes it ever Jaft,
Sir John. A wirtues in thee fhine.
Sil, Whate'er I am is thine.

Both. Hearts, thus uns.

edy prove

Earth bas o Joplike love.

SIR JOHN.

When love’s fincere and conftant, how does it
blefs and how improve mankind ? yet, ambitions
ftatefmen,*and foolifh meddling p iefts, wou’d bind
m- fetters the noble: free-born pafiion. Vain at-

3 tempt !
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tempt ! —Marriage ne’er yet kindled a mutual
flame, where it was not, but often has extinguill’d
it where it was; love is itfelfits own fecurity, and
needsno other bonds.

SILV1A.

This idle talk, this common-place raillery on
marriage, I think, atany time isbeft omitted ; but
fare, Sir John, ’tis moft improper now. You can’t
exped that a maid, who is not weary of her con-
dition, will take upon her the defence of a caufe
in which fhe isnot concern’d: yet, to pleafure you,
who, I prefume, delight to hear me talk, tho’ [
thereby difcover my own fimplicity, this I will
fay, the world owes its order, kingdoms their
peaceful regular fucceffion, and private families
their domeftick happinefs to marriage.

SIR JOHN.

The prejudice of education only makes you rea-

fon thus. I muftinfiruét you better.
(i CA LR 15

Sir John, I underftand you not————
§ iy SIR JOHN.

You fhall join with me, by our example to con-
vince the world, that love can fubfift without the
marriage tye.

SILVIA.

Sir John Freeman, T have known you long, bred
up under one roof from infancy together. I don't
remember when I knew you not. The innecent
friendfhip, contrafted in our childhood, 1in you
improv’d to love, or you have been a thoufand
times forfworn. If I have been deceiv’d, when
may
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may avirgin fafely believe a man ? I wou’d not
wrong your honour by unjuft fufpicions but if
you have abus’d me —
SIR JOHN,
If Ilove thee not, orif Iever ceafeto love thee;
may I become the moft wretched and moft accurft of
men—may [ ——

S EEVALIA,

Imprecate no more, wave this difcourfe, and I
am fatisfy’d.

SR JOHN.

'Tis time, ‘my Silvia, ;to compleat our JOY5.
[Takes ber by the hand.] You muft now quit your
father’s humble roof, and fhine with me, My
wealth, great as it is, fhall be exhaufted to {up-
port thy pleafures. Love, only Love, fhall be the
prieft to join us. Enjoyment fh4ll be our marriage :
[%be fruggles.] Bach day I thall a happy bride-
groom be, and you a bride. Mahomet’s Paradife
fhall be verify’d in us; and all our long lives fhall
be but one continned tran{port.

SILVIA.

Letgo my hand.

SIR JOHN,

And left you fthou’d think I mean to deceive and
to forfake you, no proud heirefs, that brings a pro-
vince for her portion, fhall be jointur’d as you fhall
be, Half my eftate thall be fettled on thee,

SERL Vg

With brutal force to compel me to hear thy hated
propofals, is fuch im'olencc.ﬁ-Thy breath is blaft-
g, and thy touch infe@ious. Oh that my ftrength

B4 was
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was equal to my indignation! I'd give my hand a :
ranfom for my body. - [ Breaks from bim.
SIR JOHN.
Stay, my charming angry fair, and hear me
Tpeik. i
SILVTIaA,
Wouw’d 1 had never heard you. Oh that *twere
4 pofiible to fly where I might never hearthe voice of
nankind more — What, fet a price on my immor-
tal foul and fpotlefs fame ? Know, thon unge
rousman, I ne’er was influenced by thy wealth to
hearken to thy-vows ; for notwith ftanding my hum-

ble birth, and fortune, Ieverfcorn’d riches, when
compar’d to love, asnowI do love and thee, com-
var'd to virtue.  She, who capitulates on te
like thefe, confefles an equivalent may be had for
innocence and fame, and thereby forfeits both,

| : ATIR IV. (Tweed Side.) I

| By our weeaknefs ave belp the decest, i

If cur wirtne ave balance «with 26ld

When difbonouri propos’d, i /
Were to ruinand in y

The bind, that bebolds th

1

et prefumptuonfly plays with 1]
its rafbre/s and folly betray’d,
Repents, and groavs avifer too late.
[ O E N B
SIR JOHN FREE MAN,
Jonathan,

SCENE
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5.CE N E:VI.
SIR JOHN FREEMAN axb JONATHAN.
JON ATH AN.
Sir. :
SIR JOHN,
Order the groom to bring the horfesto the gate.
S CE.N.E. VII.
SIR JOHN FREEMAN.

Thave made a bold, but unfuccefsful attempt,
and by it, perhaps, have loft her for.ever—perhaps
not.—I wou’d fain {ee her once more, methinks.—
And yet there is butlittle likelihood of our coming:-
to an agreement. I am refolv’d neverto marry 3.
and fhe feems as much refolv’d never to comply
without it. Whatever.is the meaning of it, I find
myfelf more atham’d than angry at the difappoint-
ment; tho’ ’tis certain that I never did, nor ever
can; love any other woman half fo well. I feel a
firange palpitation. here [Sighing.] I am not fure
that I don’t lile her the better for refafing me—F.
am fure of nothing—but that I won’t marry —I'muft.
¢'en have recourfe to-the general remedy in thefe
cafes, a lefs ferupulous female. Foi-tho” that won’t
remove the caufe, yet it 1s an admirable opiate,.
and relieves the fymptoms to a miracle.

A IR V. (Charming is your Face.)

Founded by the ﬁm‘;yﬁzltﬂz:';',

Since fhe dooms me to defpair,

Let me fly 1o feek for-reft
On_fome fofter gentler breaft,

Whafe free foul no forms enflave,

But kindly heals the awounds fbe gave.

SCENE
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SCENE VIII.

A Country Village.

uneral attended by Timoruy STiTcu as
chief I 27, LETTICE, PLouGHSsHARE, GAr-
FER GanBLE, Goopy Busy, Goony Gannpt
Goopy CosTivE, 2. croffes the Stage: The
Sexton remains,

SLEX T O-N.

A very pretty fancy this of being buried in her
cloaths. If it were once a fafhion, a fexton might
get as much as an overfeer of the poor. Every man
is for making the moft of his place. But then there
1s no comparifon between ftarving the living and
robbing the dead, for what fhoud d follks do
with cloaths ? But the truth of it in thefe
healthy countries the poor live fo fhamefully long
that parifh officers get little now, befides good eat-
ing and drinking. — But I have heard that formerly
fuch as were pait their labour ufed to be provided
for at the expence of the theriffi— For then, if
perfons were likely to become char 1

| le to the
parifh, the whole neighbourhood wou'd fivear that
they were witches or wizards ; and fo they were
decently hang'd up to fave charges. Buc in Lon-
don, and other your great towns, an induilrious
man of my bufinefs may make a good penny of it
fHll—far there they fteal bodies and all, but here
we’re forc’d to let them rot in their graves, becaufe
we can’t tell what elfe to do with them.
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A IR VI. (Therewas ajovial Beggar-man.)
Strange tales fome lying travellers zell,
Howw men on men bhave fed ;
Of pz!fr[;'r Jfhambles, avbere they fell
Fa)‘foa:r’.f;fw'i'frz'f.w/: avhen dead.
The moral of the fable thus
Men, thar are wife, unfold ;
No matter fo }mu_jf[[_}"m!r purfe,
Tho’ living and dead be Jold.

SCENE IX

A Church-Yard.

Dorotuy Stitou in the Grave; TiMOTHY
StiTcH, ProucHSHARE, GaFFER GABBLE,
Lerrice, Goopy Busy, Goopy (GADBLE,
Goopy CosTive, SEXTON, &c.

A TR VII (Bell chimes)
Tim. Neighbours all, behold with forroav,
1¥ hereunto we all muft come ;
As [be to-day, fo we to-niorrow
May arrive at our long haome.

G. BUSY.

Ab, poor Dorothy Stitch! Reft her foul! She
was the handfomeft woman in all our parith. But
beauty is but fkin deep, asthe faying’is; and you
fee, neighbours, what we muft all come to.

TIMOTHY.
Oh, my dear wife! my dear wife !
L ETTICE:
Oh, my dear mother! my dear mother !
PLOUGH=
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PLOUGHSHARE.
Don’t cry fo, Lettice; you’ll {poil your pretty
face.
ELENT TV CEL
‘What’s that to you ?
PLOUGHSHARE.,
*Tis very well, Mrs. Lettice Stitch!
PR T CE:

So itis, Mr. Ned Ploughthare. Iben’t afraid of
your telling my mether now. [ Goes from: hine.
G: BUS Y

Good Timothy Stitch, don’t take on fo. We
did not all come together, nor muift we all go toge-
ther; and our lofs is her gain, as we all know,
neighbours.

OMN.E S.
Ay, ay, to be fure.
GLa B S5V

Since we muft live by the living, and not by the-

dead, you ought to thank heaven, and be contented.

AIR VII. (Oh, ho, Ivelof my love.)

Tim. Whom crucl death does fover, Hum, hum.
Dreadfulthought! rlv.z:v;am"!jbrf-vgr. Hum,hum,

G. Bufy. 2ot herein f2ill fortune bind is, Fara-1all.
When one’s gone, more left behind ic, Tara-1all,

A poor woman, who has loft one hufband, and
1s unprovided of another, has, indeed, canfe enough
of grief. For tho’ fhe be ever fo much afraid to
Lic alone, fhe can’t, for very thame, afk a man to
be her bed-fellow. e
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G G A BrBIEIES

Ay, ay, ’tisvery true, Goody Bufy ;  tho’ *tis,
-indeed, a very hard cafe.  But neig shbour Stitch,
here, need butafk and have,

GBS s

Sheisin the right of it. Timothy Stitch, wedll
know wl‘ 1t a good hufband you was to your laft
wife.  Tlere’s Ln.nd‘ Coftive herfelf 15 a widow.
But I fay no more; fpare to {peak, and {pare to

{peed, 211 the world over.

AIR IX. (John of 'Eow.)

I 'ou_ghﬂmrc. Vhile you neglec? the Eving,
For the dead this oTie
Your foxrows are encreas’ds
Foy to flight for anguifh,
Foudly thusto languijt,
i:J‘(z/f ng-atafeaf.
Yon avell deferve
To pine and [tarve,
JFho eat not awben you may:
Each woman right,
Or dull, or 5.“5g!’)?,
Can give delight 3
For, ‘in the night,
Sure ew'ry cat s greys

o
ir’_} 3

TIMOTHY.

‘How cou’d }ou name another wife to me ? where
ihall I find another like my firft? Twenty winters
did we live in love together, and never quarrell’d
-once in all our lives,

G, BU-
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Con BT SoN
/hat he fays is very true, neighbours; but he
may thank himfelf for that. For let her fay or do
whatever fhe wou’d, he wou’d never quarrel with
her. Not but that the woman was a very good
woman in the main.

OMNES.
Yes, yes; a very good woman in the main.
G. GABBLE.

Tho’ T can’t but fay fhe had an ugly way with
her, of abufing every body.

Gt CIOSATNIVAE,

Ay, ay; we all know that the was the greateft
fcold in the parifh. :

GG A B-B'L E,
And that fhe {wore likea trooper.
G COSTIVE.

And then fhe wou’d run in every body’s debt,
and pay nobody, by her good-will; —asif fhe had
been a gentlewoman.

G. BUSY.,
. Yet, forall that, thewoman was a good woman:
in the main.
OMNES.
Oyes! avery good woman in the main.
G. BUSY.
Tho' fhe was proud.
G GUAE BT R
And lazy.
G. COSTIVE,
And thievifh.

FIRST
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FIRST WOMAN:

And impudent.

SECOND WOMAN.

And whorifh.

THIRD WOMAN.

But, above all, a {ad drunkard.

G, CABBLE.

Ah, poor creature! that was her death, for we
all knew fhe died in her drink.

G =GOS Y-,

Ah, poor foul! we all lov'd her, to be fure ; and
woun’d not {fpeak any harm of her for the world.

Y G TR U5 Y.

Oh, no! to be fure; for it wou’d be a wicked
thing of us to {fpeak ill of the dead, that cannot
anfwer for themf{elves.

GAFFER GABBLE,

O yes; a very wicked thing, to be fure. Tho’
they do fay it is all the fathion in London; the
more thame for ’em, I think.

A TR X. (Huntthe Squirrel.)

G. Bufy. The gentlefolks of London,
' f?g‘“am‘yﬁtzfim'ivg,

Neighbours befpattering,
Care not avho are undane,

But ZJ[aﬁ both living and dead.
Gaff. Gab. Oxn high and low
They feandal throw : :
Wou'd

5




SILLEVI

3

Wodyou the v m/fﬂf)
s, canfe t )f]_/ua
gum.jjff"m fappear

The avorft of human kind.

The moon isrifing, ’tis timeto be going home.
Let the Sexton fill up thegrave.
TA MO THY.
E ! Let the grave remain uncover’d ; I’ll take care
of that: for here I mean to tarry 7411 the morning.
Neighbours, I thank yop all: Adien.—I wifh yon
well to your feveral homes.—Good night.
GAFFER (_;\BBLE.
Stay here in the cold church-yard all night, with
thy dead wife!|—Why, you aré L‘.il‘ir.mux, furely.
G, GABBLE.,
If he ben’t, that were enough to make him fo.
T LM-OTHY.
Nay, never goabout: to perfuade me, for here I
willftay, come life, comedeacth. Therefore, neigh-
bours, all go home andlcaveme to myfelf.

A IR XL ‘(Heyhe! who'sabove.)

Gaff. Gab. . Heybo!l theman ismad!

G. Bufy. Troth, if heisnot, he's as bad.
Gaff. Gab. Thow'lt die, eremorning, tool fear.
G. Bufy. Leawve off f/;foo/ iug, and don’ rj aybere
Tim. Ao, 0.

Gaff. Gab. .

G. Bufy. Wby, ‘awhy?

Tim. iE) drather flay berewwitbmy Dolly,and die.

G, BUSY.
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G. BUSY.

This is the ftrangeft vagary, to pretend to flay
here with his wife, when fhe’s dead ; when there
are fo few meén who care for their wives company,
while they arealive !

TIMOTHY.

My refolution may feem ftranger than it is; 1
‘will therefore tell you the reafon of it. Some time
ago, my wife wasvery fick (thatcurfed geneva often
made her {o) then I fell fick with grief, but the
foon recovering, I recover’d too. On this occafion,
the told me, if I dy’d firlt, that fhe fhould break
her heart. Yet, fheis dead, and I, hard hearted
and ungrateful wretch, am here alive to fpeakit.

G. BUSY.

Poor heart! he weeps like any rainy day. Bat,

good Timothy, go on with your tale.
TIMOTHY.

Let me but.dry my eyes, and then I will. She
faid that fhe had heard of people that had been bu-
ried alive, and being troubled with fits, thought,
perhaps, that might be her cafe.

G. COSTIVE.

Ay, ay; weall know what fort of fits fhe was
troubled withal—But, mum for that. [Afide.
TIMOTHY.

And defir’d me, if Iout-liv’d her, to let her be
buried in her beft cloaths, and to, watch the grave
thefirft nightall alone, norto let the body be cover’d
till the morning. I promis’d to grant her requett,
and now will keep my word. Nay, tho’ the

ghofts of all thofe whofe bodies have been buried
Vot. Lk C here
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here, fhould rife to drive me hence, I won’d not
leave the place till morning.

(e s B DI

O terrible! T fhake like an old barn in & windy
day, to hear him talk of it. .

A IR XII (OhthatIwas, and I wifh that Iere.)
Tim. Darknefs and death no fear alarms,
In them awho light and life defpife.
Will life veftore ber to my arms,
Or light reweal her to my eyes?
Then, Ob that I avere, and I wifb that Iweré
I the cold grave avhere my true love liese

G. GABBLE.

This is downright madnefs.

\ GAFFER GABELE.

And we fhall be as mad as he, to let him have
his will. ‘Therefore, fince perfuafion won’t do,
force muft.

OMNES.
Ay, ay; let us carry him home by force.
GAFFER GABBLE.

Here, fome of youhelp toholdhim, while others
fill up the grave.

TIMOTHY.

Hold, hold, neighbours, and hearme fpeak; if
you fill up the grave, and force me hence before 1
have perform’d my promife, I will never eat, drink,
or {leep more.

L:E-T T-I.CiEs . .

Oh dear! why that will be the death of him.

G, COS=
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: G, COST EVE,S

To be fure.

GAFFER GABBLE.

Nay, then I’ll have no hand it.

G. GABBLE.

NorI.

G. COSTIV E,
Nor I,
G. BUSY.

Perhaps we may bring ourfelves into trouble
about it,

G. GABBLE,

I think we arein a worfe quandary now than we
were before.,

G. COS.TIVE:
‘What muft we do in this cafe?
G.s. BUSY.
Pray you now hear me fpeak.
OMN ES.
Ay, ay, letus hear Goody Bufy fpeak,
G- C0 8TV R,

Ay, ay, fhe’s anotable woman, and a midwife,
and knows what’s fit, as well as any woman in the
parifh.

G. BUSY. :

I fay it is dangerous playing with edg’d tools—
and we ought to do as we wonld be done by—and
itisill meddling between a man and his wife—and

cvery honeft man is as good as his WOrd =——and
Cz2 : the
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the will of the dead ought to be perform’d.—There-
fore let us leave him to keep his promifeto hiswife.
- +G..GOSTLVE:
Ah, dear heart! there are not many like him,
More is the pity. :
; OMNES.
Good night, Timothy. Heaven prefeive “you!
good night. 2 : ‘
LETTICE. -
O my dear father! my dear father! let me ftay
with you.
TIMOTHY.
~ No body fhall ftay with me, Lettice, be a good
girl, and go home. [Kiffes ber-
PLOUGHSHARE,
Come, you will let me lead you home, fure,
i o 1 8 4 ol Y
No fure, but I won’t. D1l have nothing to fay
to you, nor fhall you have any thing to do with
me. My father won’t makeme marry you, for he
always ug’d to fay that it was pity a good-natur’d
girl fhould be forc’d.

A TR XII (The Bells fhall ring.)

Gaff. Gab. The fair and young awho figh alone,
Yet are fiill denying,
Were bufbands all fo'conflant grown,
W' d be niore complying.
G. Bufy, Prifs, Cis, Sue, Marg'ry and Nans
I the morning earlys
With us fball cometa chéar theman,
Who lov'd bis wife fincerely.
Chorus.
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Chorus, The bells muff ring,
And the clerk mufl fing,
And the good old-awives maﬁ awind s
You and I,
And all muft die,
And leave this aorld bebind us.

SCENE X,

TIMOTHY,

Now from the fields the labourers homeward
go; each one to kifs his wife, with {fweet content.
A good warm fupper, and a loving {poufe, make
~ his houfe bleft as mine, while Dolly liv’d. My
houfe is now like the forfaken barn, where the blind
howlet perches all the day.—The open air, cold
ground, on which I fit, with none to talk to but the
{peechlefs dead, is all my comfortnow. Ihatemy
own warm thatch, flock-bed and neighbour’s chat,
fince Dolly, the flower of all my joys, is gone.—
Oh, how wretched is the ftate of man!

A I R XIV. *(The State of Man.)
A feeble life avith pain began,

Expos’d to great and numerous awoes =
Such is the infant fiate of man,

And avith bis firength bis forrow growus.
Tillbis fbort yet tedious. glafs be run;
Then be ends avith griefs who with pain begun

DOROTHY.

Oh! [Groans in the graves
TIMOTHY.

Mercy on me!—what noife was that? —Sure I

heard fomething. — I thié.l; I did—perhaps I may

3 hear
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hear it again—No, no—nothing at all.—All is fll
—It was only my fancy. - Tll return to my poft.
-—-[Daf{y upright in the grawe] O dear, O dear!
whit can be the meaning of this! why do you
frighten a body fo ?—Was I not a good hufband to
youwhile living, and am I not performing my pro-
mife to you now you are dead > Why don’t you
lie ftill in your grave—What is’tyou’d have?
DOROTH Y.
Hickup—Not adrop more if you love me,
TIMOTHY.
It moves—and talks—What will become of me ?
DOROTHY.
I’m very cold.—Where am I?—Sure this is a
church-yard.—This is a grave too.. How came I
here ?

TIMOTHY.
O dear, O dear!
. DOROTHY.
Who's that!—Timothy !—Come, help me out.
TIMOTHY.
No, I thank you, you are dead, and a grave is
the fitteft place for you.
DOROTHY.
I don’t believe that.—How came I dead !
TIMOTHY.
Why you dy’d with drinking, and was buried
to-night.
DOROTHY.
I don’t know any-thing of the matter ; but, if
Iwasdead, I am alive again.,

TIMOTHY,
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TIMOTHY,.

I wifh you were.

DOROTHY.

I tell youI am. Come hitherand feel me. If
you wow’d but feel me once, you wou’d be fa-
tisfy’d.

TIMOTHY.

She was always given to lying—I darenot truft
her.—VYet if fhe fhou’d be alive again-—I have a
good mind to venture. [Afide, going towwards the
grave;]—Oh, fhe has me, fhe has me !

DOROTHY.

The devil have you for a cowardly, cabbaging
zogue as you are.—What, are you afraid of your
own wife, firrah ?

TIMOTHY.

Nay, now I am fure ’tis my Dolly herfelf, and
alive. My dear, dear jewel, don’t beangry. It
was only my fear.

DOROTHY.

Yes, yes, you wou’d have had me dead. You

were only afraidI fhou’d be alive again.

ATR XV. (The 23d of April.)

So ugkind, and fo unwilling to receive me again.
Tim.To my heart the blood sthrilling, to hear thee com-

plain.
Dol. Will you lowe me ?
Tim. For ever,
Can you doubt me 2
Dol. No newver.
Amb, 04 the pleafire and pain !

C 4 DOROA
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DOROTHY.

T've had a ftrange efcape! If you hadn’t ftay’ d
here, where fhou’d Thave been by this time!I can’t
tell indeed ; but I believe ’tis better as it is.

T IMOQT HY.

O my dear, how can yon fufpe my love? T had
rather have thee again than be lord of the manor.
DOROTHY.

I wou'd not forfake my Timothy, tobe made'a
lady.

TITIMOTHY.
Will you go home with me, and love, and live
-in pLau., and drink no more drams, to fright
me {o?
DOROTHY

Are you as glad as you feem to be? are you

willing to take me again?

A I'R XVI. (Iliveinthe Town of Lynn.)
‘Tim. The bark in tempefts toff,
Fill the defpairing creaw
Land on_fome unexpeited coaft 2
Dol, Ay marry, andthank you too.
The maid who dreamt ('3_}) night
SK had left ber lowe fo true,
Will be azvake to him and light 2

Tim, Ay marry, andthank you foo.
O thou art my bappy coaft ;

Dol. And thou art my leve fo true !

Tim. Returnmy joy s

Dol. Take melate loft

Amb, Ay marry, and thank you too.

S CENE



THE COUNTRY BURIAL. 'zg
SCENE XE

LETTICE.

Mercy on me! I'm frighten’d out of my wits !
1 dropt the company going home, and came back
again to fee how my father did, and, as fure as
any thing, I faw my mother’s gholt goover the
ftyle ; and but that I know that my father’s alive
and here, I cou’d have f{worn that I had feen his
to0.— What fhall I do ? My father will be very an-
gry if he thou’d know that I am here; and yetl
mauit {fpeak to him. father; father ! —Blefs me, he
is not here.. I’m frighten’d worfe now than Iwas
before, Sure he is not fallen into my mother’s
grave. The moon fhines fo diretly into it, that -
I can fec him if he be [looksinto the grave, and
Jbrieks.] Dear, dear! there’s neither father nor
mother !—Butlet me think alittle.—If my mother
fhou’d bealive, after all.— Ay marry, that wou’d
fright me worfe than fecing twenty ghofts, for fhe’ll
force me to marry Ned Ploughtfhare. 1 hate work,
poverty and confinement ; and if I marry him, I
fhall have all three,

AIR XVI. (AsI {atatmy {pinning Wheel.)

How bappy is that wwoman’s life, .

Whe, fair and free, has wealth in flove !
But ab, how avretched is the awife,

That’s doom’d 1o wark, aud fFll be poor :
To wafb, tobrew, ta card orreel,

Or 21l to turn the [pinning wheel 2

SCENE
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SCENE XII
SIR JOHN, JONATHAN, axb LETTICE,

JONATHAN.

Sir, you may be as merry as you pleafe with my
cowardice, but I think ftill we had better have
kept on our horfes backs, and have ventur'd our
necks thro? the floughs, than to have come thro’
this plaguy church-yard at this time o’th’ night,

SIR JOHN.
Ha, ha, ha!—What, you’re afraid of the dead ?
' JONATHAN.
I don’t like their company.—Ah, laud, a ghoft,
aghoft!
SIR JOHN,
Getup, you cowardly rafcal, or—
JONATHAN.,
O dear Sir,I can’t,I can’t, 'm frighten’d to death.
SIR JOHN.

Nay, if that be the cafe—you, and the ghoft, if
there be one, may be better acquainted prefently.
Pllnot {poil good company. - Farewel,

JONATHAN.

O lud, that’s'worfe than t’other. Pray don’t

leave me, and I will getup.
SIR JOHN.

Sure this fellow’s folly has infefted me too; for :
I think I fee fome body yonder in white. —Take
your hands from before your eyes, yon dog, or It
cut ’em off,

JON A-
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JONATHAN.
I will, I will.—O dear, dear fir, there ’tis again.
SIR JOHN.

Ceafe your impertinence, you puppy, and let us
obferve it. It feems to me to be a woman; if {o,
fhe muft bein diftrefs. T’ll go and fpeak to her.

: JONATHAN,
. O dear fir, don’t offer it. *Tis certainly the
devil, who knowing your conflitution, has turn’d
himfelf into this fhape, on purpofe to draw you
into his clutches.
SIR' JOHN.
Away, fool. [Goes to ber.
JONATHAN.,

Poor Sir John !—Poor Jonathan! When the de-
vil has run away with the whore-mafter, whatwill
become of the pimp! Thave follow’d this mafter
of mine to the devil, and there will leave him té
go the reft of his journey with his new acquaint-
ance, and try to repent and fave one.

A IR XVIIL. (The Oxfordfhire Tragedy.)

My mafler’s pimp and favourite too,
Inliv’ry drf/i of warious bue,
In wwanton pride my days Pwe fpent,
But now, alas! I muft repent.

Methinks T do it very feurvily. If T was fure I
was out of the devil’s reach now, I am afraid the
remembrance of my paft fins wou’d give me more
pleafure than pain. And now I look again, it
does not appear {o frightful as it did. They are
very clofe. — My mafter has it by the hand. If it

fhou’d
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fhon’d be a woman after all—as it certainly 1s—I
have made a’ fine piece of work on’t truly. Now
will they flrike up a bargain without me, and I
fhall lofe my fee for extraordinary fervices,” my
place as pimp in ordinary, and my reputation for
ever. Ay, ay, ’tis fo—thus it goes.

A IR XIX. (Youloveand I love.)

Inaman’s voice. Chaiming lovely woman, Taminlove
avith thee s

Ina woman’s.  Nayfir, pifbfir, fefir, fure that ne’er
can e,

In a man’s. ?‘a.z’;.vfafaz': and charming,

Inawoeman’s. You're fo kind and free,

Alternatively.  You love, and I love, and you o Ve,

And I am in love with thee.

They are at it ftill. He palms her, fhe fuffers
it; he fivears, fhe lies; he ftorms, fhe yields;
Vittoria, Viétoria, huzza! ;

SIR JOHN.

I fee and pity your diftrefs; but, unlefs you
canfent to go along with me, how can I relieve
you?

LE.ETTYCES

O dear fir, you are the kindeft gentleman, I {hall

never have it in my power to make you amends.
SIR JOHN.

To ferve any perfon in diftrefs, much morea
woman, rewards itfelf. And if you are but 'half
{o kind as you are fair, you’ll always have it in
your power to lay me under the greateft obligations
in the world,

LET=
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LETTFERCE,

T don’t know what you mean by that, but I fhall
be very willing to be inftruéed, for I hate ingrati=
tude.

SIR JOHN,

I hope you are fingle, for itis a principle with
me, never to afk any favour of a married woman.
For he who pays his liberty for a woman, deferves
to have her to himfelf.

EE TTILCE.

Nay, for that matter, I think the fools that are
married are fit for nobody but one another. For
my part; I do, andalways did, hate the thoughts
of a hufband.

SIR JOHN.

The moft beautiful woman, with the beft natur’d
principles, that everlmet within the whole courfe
of my life.

LETTICE.

How he fqueezes my hand! I underftand him.
— He is a fine gentleman.—But I muft not {eem too
forward neither. [ Afide.

AIR XX. (Younglam, and yet unikill’d.)

Young I am, and fore afraid:

Will you burt a barmlefs maid?

In this place I fear to fiay,

Fear awith you to go away.

Tell me; kindfirs tell me true,

What you will, and Imuft do:

Hoav [ball I fay, Yes or no?

Can I flay, can Lfiay; or dare I go?
AIR
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AIR XXI (Flocksare {porting.)

Sir John. Fainr denying

2p balf complying ;

Whilf the rife *twixt love and [Bame
Fans z'f'.'lejfrﬂ
OF defire,
Fans the fire
Cf (!L:,'f"?‘;’,

*Till it crowwns the Jover’s Hame,

*Lill it crowns the lover’s flame.

© JONATHAN.

What fhon’d you be afraid' of, madam? If you
and my mafter thou'd break a commandment toge-
ther, there’s no mannerofharm done; for Sir John
has a rizght to fin fcot free himfelf, and make his
neighbours pay forit, as he’s ajuftice of peace.

JET T I C Bl

A juftice 0’ peace! O dear, I’'m fo afraid now

that my father fhould come and {poil my fortune.
[ Afide
JONATHAN.

Bear up, fir, and I warrant we carry her off be-
twixt us.

SIR JOHN.

But what fhall we do with her? let us get off as
aft as we can, for it is certainly the devil, who,
knowing my conftitution, affumes this thape; ag
the moft likely way to draw me into his clutches.

JONATHAN.
Pox on his memory, [Afides

SIR
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SIR JOHN.

Give me leave to lead you to the ftyle at the end

of the church-yard, where my horfes wait, and
then—

wy
-

JONATHAN.,
Mount, whip, {pur and away. Ha, fir!
LyEST T 1-CHe
O dear fir! =What am I doing? whither am I
going ? well, well, carry me where you will, and
do with me what you pleafe, for fure youarea civil
gentleman.

ATIR XXII. (Once Ilov’d acharming Creature.)

O fbow’ d avanton fancies move you,
Should you prove a naughty man,
I fball think you never low’d me;
I fhall bate you if Ican.
But for my down, dewn, derry dowva,
But for my down, down, derry daava.

8ir John. Show’dyour charming beauty move me,
*Tavow’d but prove that P'm a man.
You fhow’d beliewe I better lov’d you :
D1y, then bate me if you can.
Jon. Then for ber down, down, derry doavn,
Hey for ber down, down, derry dowwa.

ACT
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o ] @ R ) feds IS O N O

A Growe.
SLLVIA.

A I R XXII. (Othecharming Month of May.)
LLENT night yields no repofe,

Stlent night my anguifl knows :
And the gay morning,
Noavreturning,
Ouly lights me to neww awoes.
Fim. within. Only lights me to new awoes.
Sil. Silent night yields no vepofes
‘Tim. within. Sileut night yields no vepofe.

STLVIA:

Sure echo’s grown eénamour’d with my forrows,
that thus fhe dwells upon the plaintive found.
Tim. within. Silent night yields norepofe.

SILVIA,

Ha, this is fomething more! perhaps foma
wretched maid, like me by love undone, has chofe
yon gloomy thicket to. complain in; and kindly
joins her fympathizing notes with mine. IlLtry
again,
: Long muft I this toriure bear,
Long muft I love and defpair 3
What life denies us.

Death fupplies us ;

Eriendly death, comeend my care.
Tim. within. Friendly death, come end my care.
Sil, Long muft I this torture bear.

Tim. Loug muft I, &c.
2 It

- m——
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It feems indeed the voice of one complaining ;
but one of that falfe, deceitful fex, which only
feems unhappy, when itwoun’d make ours{o indeed.
Perhaps fome bufy prying wretch has ftole, un-
heeded, on my forrows, and with fcornful repeti-
tions moeks my real woes..

SECEE NWELSTH
TIMOTHY anp SILVIA,
TIMOT HY.

Forgive, fair maid, an unhappy man, who has
wandered all the long night, not knowing where
he went, nor where to go. Tird with my mi-
fery and fruitlefs labour, unable to go farther, I
laid me down in yonderthicket to complain. Bat,
hearing your voice, I have with much difficulty
crept hither to enquire of you after my loft daugh-
ter 5 as I muft of all I meet, *till I have found
her.

S LV AL
Is it a child you have loft ?
TIMOTHY,
A dearly beloved and a loving child.
SILVIA.
That s a lofs indeed.
TIMOTHY.

My wife was buried laft night, and came to Iife
again, and while T went home with her, my daugh-
ter was carried away.

SeE V. 1 Az

Your flory’s very frange.

Vor. I, D TiMor uy.
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TIMOTHY.

But very true.

SILVIA.

I only faid that it was ftrange, not that it was
not true. I have heard of people, who, {eeming
to be dead, have yet reviv’d. Thatmay have been
her cafe.

TIMOTHY.

I cant’t tell—It may be fo—My daughter is
about your age, but not fo tall— have you heard
of any fuch perfon ?

SILVIA.

No, indeed.

TIMOTHY.

She’s loft for ever, and I am the moft miferable
fman in the world.

A I R XXIV. (Parfon upon Dorothy.)

To love my awife, to lofe my awife,
?bﬁnd my awife again,
Was peace and firife,
Was death and fff’,
Was pleafure and avas pain.
In hopes, and fears,
In fmiles, and tears,
Our daysinconflant flow ;
But no end I fee
Of my mifery,
Si;zr.e_for:mze proves my foe-
STV AL AT
You apprehend your mifery much greater than it
is; for, if fhe be virtuous and prudent, fhe will
find the means to return.
z TiMOTHY.

e
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TIMOTH Y.

She may be keptby force. She’s very handfome —
What may fhe not beforc’d to ?

SELVITA.

Fear it not. Innocence is the care of heaven.
Virtue will give her refolution to refift temptation,
and ftrength to oppofe violence fhould it be of-
fer'd :- duty will teach her fuch artifices as will be
{ufficient to break thro’ all difficulties and dangers,
that fraud or force can raife to obftruét her in her
return. How fare you, friend? Your colour
changes, and you look not well.

TIMOTHY.

Indeed I’'m very fick and faint.

SILVIA.

Alas, poor man! lend me your arm, and let
me lead you to yonder bank; there you may re-
pofe yourfelf a while : my father, who lives at a
farm hard by, will foon be here, who will, I’m
fure, affift you with any thing that his poor houfe
affords, or power commands.

TIMOTHY.

This kindnefs to a ftranger, heaven will re-
ward.

SILVTA,
Adls of humanity reward themf{elves.
TIMOTHY.

I give you too much trouble,

SILV.TA.
They thew themfelves unworthy of their kind,
who, fecing their fellow-creatures in diftrefs, take
19 .+ mot
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not a pleafure in relieving them. Are not all ex-
pos’d to time and- chance ¥ there’s oft not the di-
ftance of an hour betwixt the height of happinefs
and depth of mifery.

A IR XXV. (Polwarton the Green.)
Sil. The fweet and blufbing rofe

Soon wwithers and decays.
Tim. Short are the joys life knows,
And feaw our happy days.
Sil. g?)e‘faireﬂ day muft fet in night 3
Tim. Summer in winter ends ;
Ambo, So anguift fill fucceeds delight,
And grief on joy attends.

§ CENE IH.

To themy, WELFORD and Servant.

SILVIA,
Here is my father. A good morning to you,
Sir.— Your blefling.
WELFORD.
Heaven blefs my child.
SILVTIA.

Sir, here is an objet that claims your pity and
afliftance. An honeft man diftreft ; {fo fick and
weak he is, that it would be too much trouble to
him now to repeat the tale of his misfortunes.

WELTFOR D.

>Tis enongh that you, my Silvia, think he needs
my pity, to command all that’s in my power.
Come, friend, accept of this lad to guide and affift

you
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you—Ill follow prefently —you fhall find a hearty
welcome, and all the affiffance I, or my fumily can
lend you.

TIMOTHY.
With many thanks I accept your kindnefs,

SCENTE IV.
WELFORD. axp SILVIA,

WELFORD,

Silvia, your lover tarried late laft night—1I have
not feen you fince till now. Nay, never blufh,
and turn away - he propofed marriage, didhe not ?

S LV I 4,

O father, why did you ever fuffer him to talk of

love, or me to hear him ?
WELFOR D,

"There is no fhame in virtuous love, The moft
modeft virgin may hear, and may return it too,
without a blafh.

SILVIA,

Oh'!

WELFOR D.

Why weeps my child? What mean thefe fighs,
and all thefe agonies of grief, as if thy heart would
burit ?

SILVIA,

O, Thave caufe to weep, defpair, and die; forl
Nhave heard from the man, who fwore a thoufand
times he lov’d me, the man I lov’d, the man you
bid me love, fuchvile propofals, —

D3 WeLrorp,
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WELFORD.
O! I am all on fire—fay, Silvia, what did he
propofe ¢ s
ST LVaIAL
Whatis not fit for you to hear, nor me to {peak.,
WELFORD.

Then the villain has dared to attempt thy inno-
cenceand virtue ?

ATR XXVI. (Now, now comes on the glorious Year.)
When tempting beanty is the prize,
I)I/C.’PIP[?‘[HC_}'Di‘lff’,", rafb and unawife,

Laws human and divine defpife,
Not thinking awhat they're doing 5

But did they make the cafe their own,

A child, or fifier thus undone,

With borror flruck, -they [fure awould fHun,
Nor tempt fuch dreadful ruiz.

STLVIA,

Vain of his wealth, and his fuperior birth, with
bold, licentious freedom he ra1l’d on marriage ;
then talk’d to me of love, enjoyment, and eter-
nal trath ; endeavouring, by impofing on my
fimplicity, to render me vile as his own ends.
More he talk’d of eftates and fettlements, and L
know not what ; and more he would have talk’d ;
but I, with juft indignation fired, flew from his
hated prefence.

A TR XXVIL (OneEveningasTlay.)
Abme ! unhappy maid,
Howw avretched is my fate!
Deceiv'd thus, and betray’d,
9o fowe where I fhould hate.

When
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When hope has flea our breaft,
Why fhould defire vemain 2
T o rob us of our reft,
And giveincelfant pain.

WELFORD. :

Twillrevenge thee, thou excellent maid ; I will
revenge theg on him, myfelf, and all that ever
wrong’d thee,

SILVIA.

Alas! Sir, I wantno revenge; or if I did, what
could you do againft a man fo powerful ? — the at-
tempt would prove your ruin.—Let me not fee him
—let him not infult me with his prefence—by that
means to be fecur’d from new injuries, is all the
vengange I defire.

WELFORD. .

He never fhall, unlefs he comes with deep re-
morfe and humble penitence to afk your parden,

- and make you reparation.

SILVIA. _

Let him not come at all. The man, who takes
advantage from a maid’s mean condition to attempt
her virtue, can never make her reparation,

WELFORD,

I fear you hate him then.

ST lsET A

Why fhould you fear it? You methinks fhould
wifh it rather. "I'was long before my heart was
taught to love him, and by the pain his cruelty
gives me I fear ’twill he much longer ere it will
learn to hate him.

D4 WELFORD.
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W.E.LFORD,

P’ll go and give orders that care be taken of the
ftra nﬂm, and then I’ll fee this mighty man, who,
by a vile abufe of his power, s dared to wrong
me thus. Thow’ft reafon indeed for thy anger ;
b}:lt grieve not, my Silvia. I can and will defend
thee.

ATR XXVIIL. (At Rome thereis a terrible Rout.)

F{J" _[pw/fn' and flocks au k
To defend rr_w;.!_/“f‘.ﬂ fs xes m-::’ kites - knos .wrﬁ,‘ £
We our childven muft guard fromworfe wernin {/uw
f/.’l-’jj:,,

s0dy can deny, &c.

SrCoE-NEE SV
SITLVIA.,

My father bid me not tn grieve —~ happy for me
could I in that obey him. In Lall the ‘“mhr of his
patlion he never commanded me to hate the injuri-
ous author tf my woes. Indulgent p..unt' He
knows that ’tis not in my power, and wou’dn’t im-
pofe on me a tafk n..uumt lev © Anfwer his kind-
nefs then with (q‘.!:l I fortitade, and bear, without
reproach, thofe ills thou canft not cure. 1o aflert
the dignity of injur’d virtue, tho’ in an humble
ftate, lu. then my care, and leave the reft to heaven,

Ad R XXIX., (FondEcho.)
7 m

H’JL‘:‘]

¢

Comty
e defpife

1,1
ealth,

virtue, may rife,
‘tue alone makes us great.
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cky the’ gaudy and gay,
N S e e Ly ,
: the earthavith bis train, tho fo bright ;
While the lart, in bis bumble array,
Soars awarbling to regions of light
o3 5 S Of. 182k

S B -N2E VL
A Room in Sir. Joun’s Houfe.
Enter BETTY.

297 AT RAA Do s
Sir John lies beyond his ufual hour —he likes his
new bed-fellow. O the impudence of fome people !
Here, in his own houfe—under my nofe, as ’twere,
to bring his trollops. Nay, to oblige me to wait
upon her too — warm the bed for’em! — What,
make a bawd of mei—O, 1 could fire the houfe,
to be made a bawd of at thefe years. The impu-
dent creature too— to lie witha man the firlt time
he afk’d her.—I wonder Sir John isn’t atham’d
of himfelf l—to take up with {uch a forward drab
——At firft, Pmfure he did notfind mefo eafy.——
Well, I’ve been a fool ;—but if it was to do
again-

AIR XXX, (YoungPhilander woo’dme long )
Harmlefs maids, of men beavare,

When they’re tempting you toevil
Tho’ their flatt’ries charm the ear,
To be forfaken is the devil. .
; o4 2 :
Un-aved, néer confent todo it
,.TF."ﬁ o falfe defigning fellow :
irgins pluckt, like other fruit,
Lofe their relifh, and grow mellsw.
SCENE
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SCENE VIL

To her, JonATHAN.
BYESEYE Y

Q Jonathan ! Sir fohn is a barbarous man tome;
but you remember, I hope, before you know what
paifed, you bid'me fear nothing, for you were rea-
dy to marry me atany time.

_]'O N ATHAN.

Ay, ay, very likely, child, but did Sir John
promile nothing before you know what pafs’d, but
what he has {ince perform’d ?

3o Lot e 1t

Yes, he did, to be fure.—He promis’d to love
me always. But, what o’that? if he be a gen-
tleman, and a‘[_)ove keeping his word, I hope that
it is no fhame for poor people to be honeft ?

jON A THAN.

"The greateft in the world, child. Why, it would
be downright impudence in us to pretend to be wi-
fer than our betters. Befides you are mine o’courfe,
and mufk not pretend to talk of terms now.—I
have an equal right to my mafter’s caft cloaths and
miftrefles.—You are part of my perquifites.

AIR XXXI. (Great Lord Frog, and Lady Moufe.)
At table thus my mafler feeds;
*T:l be bas done, I book oo ;
When the fecond courfe fucceeds,
The firft is left, likeyou,
As Iin love my mafter ferwve,
Sure, I don’t foill deferve,
Tho' enough remains, to flarve 2
I feizeyou as my.due.

BETTY,
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BETTY.

O Jonathan, fure you won’t ufe me as my mafter
has done !

JONATHAN.

I can’t tell; T’ll ufe you as well as I can; per-
haps you may have no reafon torepent of the ex-
change.

BETTY.
Becaufe I’ve been my mafter’s fool, do you think
I’ll be your’s ¢
JONATHAN,
Yes.
BETTY.
You’re impudent, and ——
JONATHAN.
You like me the better for’t.
BrESR LY
Now I’m down-right angry with you.

A IR XXXII. (DearPickaninny.)
Betty. Be gone, Sir, and fly me.

Jon. How can you denyme

Be kind, and once try me.
Betty. Ne'er talk of it more.
Jon. Come, grant ny defire.
Betty. Tyou + rudenefs admire.
Jon. To your chamber retire.
Betty. Sir, there is the door.

[They fing the following ftanza together.]

Jon. Come, grant my defire.
Betty, D} aot grant your defire.
Jon.




A SILVIA; OR,

Jon. Tyour !rmm admire.
Bctt)’. .l.{ lG;{J ri
Jon. Toyour cl
Betty. By your fe

s pray, retire.

Jon. re is the door.
Bl‘tt}'. S;, there is the door.

[Exit BerTy, on one fide, thutting the door upon

JowaTuax who goes off ontheother. ]
SCENE VI

L BB v S Ea

I. (Mrs. Le Gard’s Dance 1n Per{eus
and Andromeda.)

Let. Whenyouth

‘FP"rr‘(:r/f: :

And the lo

T he grou

fc arce yieldio ,“qm :

b wernal mufick ring,
Beneath our feet fweet odours [prin

Al nature rewvels in delight :

In life yﬁnf!ﬂ is the bloom of May ;

We lax que

2 ;u 7y r‘l'(J!Jr.«‘f

And

R4

all the wai

How fine Tam! all over lace, and hol
and filk and filver ! - How pretty I look, te
Nay, I always thought myfelf too good for a tay-
lor’s daughter.  And fince I find what my favours
are worth, I’Il be conning, and get as much for
’em as I can, thatI may never work, nor be poor
again.,
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SCENE IX.
To kery, Sir Jouw,

SIR JOHN.

Don’t you wonder at your own beauty ? drefs’d,
or undrefs’d, night, or day, you’realwayscharm-
ing.

L E. R TCE,

Let me alone: Why do you ftare upon a body

fo ? I can’t bear to fee you, I am{oafham’d.
SIR JOHN.

Kind innocent, yet charming creature, that has
the art to pleafe beyond all her fex, that I ever
knew, yet feems to know nothing of it. . Laft
night—ye wanton rogue —

L ETTI]ICE.

Oh! you’rea fad man.

‘ATR XXXIV. (Alas! what mean I, foolith Maid. }

O fye ! hoaw conld you ferve me fo 2
You naughty man, pray, let me go,
That SfFom you I may ran ;
But fhould I go, I fear ’twere wain,
For foon I fbould return again,
Lo be by you undone.

SIR JOHN.

Never were tempers better fuited. Thisgirlisas
much a libertine 1n the affairs of love, as myfelf;
only the don’t feem fo well acquainted with her
own conflitution, -as to be able to give any account
of the matter.—It’s pure nature in her ; like fome

lucky
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lucky quacks, who, tho’ they know nothing of the
theory, yetpractice with furprizing fuccefs.

AIR XXXV. (Mufing, I late on Windfor Ter-

race fat)
The lovely, blooming creature,
Ch!r;ﬂiﬂg' in fq,":;rﬁ'mm‘c =
Loving, moving,
Foysimproving,
When fbe yields to nature @
But Q! the pleafing finart,
That thrills thrve’ ev’ry parts
When poffefling,
Kiffing, prefing,

Paffion’s improv’d by art,
SCENE X.

To them, JONATHAN.
JONATHAN.

Sir, your honour’s tenant, farmer Welford, is
come to wait upon you.

SIR JOHN.

Ha! I might well expe@® him, indeed - T am
ftrangely fhock’d — Yet I muft {fee him.— Tell him,
I am coming down.

SHEEHE NGRS
SIR JOHN anxp LETTICE.
SIR JOHN.

My dear, my affairs force. me to leave you for
the prefent ; in the mean time my fervants fhall
attend you—Your fervants they are now, and as
fuch command them,

LETTICE.
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L. ET T It E,
But, will they obey me 2
SIR J OH N.
Ay, or you fhall change them for fuch as wiil.
3 bl il 05 ) b 65 U
Then I fhall be a miftrefs indeed.
SIR JOHN,
Thou art the miftrefs of my life and fortone s
for 2 moment, dear creature, farewel,
L E T ACEY
Dear Sir, good by t’ye.

SCENE XIL

e 5 s L) ] 0] 10
I’m now a lady indeed. A fine houfe, fine
cloaths, and fervants to command. And this Sir
John is the fineft, handfomeft gentleman.—Not
that I care for him, any more than I fhould for
any body elfe, thatwould but make a gentlewo-
man of me. ButI muft take care neverto let him
know that, for it is for my intereft that he thonld
love me. Befides, now I am a gentlewoman, I
find, .[ﬂmuh“iktmightil}f to be admir’d byevery
body, and care for nobody.
ATR XXXVI. (When Cloe we ply.)
We avomen appear
Noaw kind, now fevere,
As intereft for either doth call 3
If wwe flay, and comply,
If awefly, and deny,
diis all artifice, all; ’tis arpifice, artifice afl.

SCENE
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S CENE XIII.
LETTICE anp BETTY.
S
Madam, breakfaft is ready for you.
ARSI T e CuE,

Is it fo, Mrs. Minks? but how do you know

whether I am ready for that ?
BE TTY.

I fuppofe Sir John knows, Madam. He order’d

me to get it ready as foon as I could.
L E TR GRES

Where is it ? How did you know but that I

would have had it here in my own chamber ?
B ETTY.

Nay, if that be all, Madam, I can foon fetch it,
for that matter,

LETTICE,

Comeback; whereis the wench going ? You’re
mighty ready to obey without orders, and to run
without being fent.

SCENE XIV.
PSR

My chamber !—and Minks !—How the ankward
trapes takes upon her already! Sir John aéts like
a gentleman, truly.— To fuffer me to be huffd,
and abus’d by this—I don’t know what to call her
bad enough. T’ll not bear it, that’s poz. I have
let farmer Welford know what a life my malfter
leads.—That’ll make pure mifchief; for he loves
the daughter fo well, that he dares not dif'oblilgc
5 the
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the father. Ay, there’s a girl, who, tho’ but the
aughter of a poor i’;u':‘.wr, by her prudence in
keeping the fellows ata d { 5 a5 many ?_.d~
mirers as there are gentlemen in the county. ‘L‘p-
on that fingle point turns the happinefs or mifery
of a woman’s life. But how few of us have the
wit to find this out till it is too lage !

tance, ha

A TR XXXVIL (Room,room fora Rover.)
Frail’s the bl fs of awoman,
F/v(rr.‘z}.’g as a fhade;
While awe ity no man,
Goddefles wve’re made:
.ﬁ' our favours wanting,
To their wants we're Find;
Ruin'd by our graniing,
We 0 favour find.
Birds, Jor '_éz';'zd cuf)ﬁ/yi;:g,
Love their females
Wéve o d for deryin,
Seorn’d 7

4

Py iy
V> fing the finall birds;

‘) 7 7 .
Terry, terry, Sfing the black-birds ;
Happier far thay ave,

SCENE XV.
SIR JOHN awxp WELFORD,

WELFORD,
SirJohn, tho from your late behaviour I’m con.
ymc’d that you look upon meas a wrerch, whom,
n the wantonnefs of your wealth and power, youn
may injure withont danger, yet, I muft tel] you,
Br L E “that
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hat ’tis bafe to wrong a poor man, merely becaufe
d ; (o f

t
heisfo; and not always fola

fe as you may imaging.

you; whatever
faults 1 elty; I thank
av’n, are rs to my nature. 1f you are
uneafy that your leafe is unrenew’d, the faultis in
yourfelf ; you might have had it done at any time,
upon your :tppl;.'ing to me.

WELFORD.

It is not that whichI complain of ; tho’ your re-
fufing it be the ruining me and my whole family,
yet,  as itis a matter of courtefy, not right, you
are at your liberty,—But that is not what I now
come to {peak of.

SIR JOHN.

My love of pleafure has not fo far wafted my
eftate, or debauched my principles, asto tempt me
to wrong any man, much lefs the poor. ‘The lefs
they have a right to, the greater neceflity there 1s
of preferving them in the quiet poffefiion of that
right.

WELFORD.

Are not our children the beft and deareft part of
our properties ! Is therea monarch in the univerfe
that does not efteem an” heir to his crown deare
than the crown he wears? Nature is alike in all.
The meanelt wretch, who daily labours for the
bread with which he feeds his poor oftspring, loves
them as much as the greatelt king can his.

AIR
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AIR XXXVII (On yonder high Mountain.)

Sir John, I have a.d aughter.,
SIR JOHN.

You have, a fair one.
WELFORD.
T'rue, fhe is fair, but her bc‘uty 1s her leaft per-~
fettion.

JO H N.
the n wifdom, pru-
1 I have obferv’d

And to crown all, an
heras much above temy
Or power, as they

e virtue, that fets
m Hattery
1eath her true value. .

] OH N,
hicenix of her fex,
WELFORD.
’Tis no boa ﬂmn, butmc‘ahll truthin a father to
fay the is. - Then where 1- your judgment, or gra-
titude ? have Inot preferr’d you to many gentlemen

E 2 of

She is, indeed,
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g2

of fuperior merit and fortune, in your addrefles to
my Silvia?
STR JOHN.

I own the obligation, and, but that I am re-

folv’d never to marry-—
WELFORD.

Not marry, fir! why ’tis a debt due to your an-
ceftors —you are the medium ’twixt them and pof-
terity, whichin you maft fail unlefs prevented by a

rudent and timely choice; and an ample eftate,
obtain’d by their induftry, be poflefs’d by ftrangers
to their blood.
SIR JOHN.

As to my anceftors, they have had their time,
as I now have mine; they liv’d to pleafe them-
felves, and fo will I. As to pofterity, T fhall not
trouble mylelf about what I know nothing of, and
which may, or may not be, notwithftanding all the
carewe can take about it.

WELFORD.

Since I find, what I hop’d had been only the
warmth of youth, to be principles with you, you
are juftly accountable for their confequences.

SIR JOHN.

Notwithftanding your prefent circumitances, I
look upon you as a gentleman. In your youth, as
a {oldier of fortune, you had opportunities of
knowing the world beyond moft men ; which join’d
to your good fenfe and jult obfervation, qualifies
you to give advice the beft of any manl know.
And I appeal to your own experience, whether
marriage be not a ftate of life, attended with innu-
merable cares, difappointments, and inquictudes?

WELFORD,
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WELFOR D,

’Tis true I have found it fo: and you, by your
diving fo many years in my houfe in your youth,
was frequently an eye-witnefs of this fad truth:
And I further confefs that my fecret troubles (which
were the greater for being {o) far exceeded all thag
ever were vifible ; but thofe are not effential to a
married ftate, but might havebeen prevented by a
more prudent choice.  But as it was, one darling
child not only made them eafy, but far o’erpaid
them all. . {Tho’ heaven knows that child is now
my areateft trouble. ] [Afide.

SIR JOHN.

Tt is not the lot of every man to be father to a
Silvia. The ill conveniences of marriage are cer-
tain, the advantages precarious, thereforeI deter-
ming to per{evere in my freedom.,

ATR ZXXIX. (A Country Life is {weet.)

Freefrom confinement and frife,

L1l ploaw thro’ the ocean of I;
Y a feck new delights,
Where beauty invites,

But né’er be confin’d to a wife,
Theman that is_free,

Like a weflel at fea,

Afier conqueft and plunder may roam ;
But awben either’s Lonfin’d,

By avife, or by wind,
Tho’ for glory defign’d,
No advantage they find,
Bt rot in the barbour at home.

) WeLrornp,
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WELFORD.

How fallly do you reafon? lewdnefs 1s a gulf
which fwallows np the lives and mmm- s of allwho
venture intoit. And fach will if you
purfue the courfe youare now eng

SIR JOHN.

I fhall ran the hazard, fpite of your wifle admo-

nitions.

LFO
At your own | i: then.
my juft refentment thus long, to
14
i

{upprefs’d

ftulate '.l.-i'.‘l

thee for this? vou would

I.aé.ﬂ‘[‘

be thought a man of hu
not your late \]H‘.!';!I('\l‘i

a notorious

and hon

i
{tart,

and what you are, fup-
:'nnid have become

'u,s l A1~

xf.l‘iu \.t.\,n ac-

c 1 r, o | '
nfound thy  pr tongue for fuch a fup-
n,

S IR
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SEICR: J O HN.

Your infolence and ontrage would tire the pati-
ence of an angel. Is not your daughter virtuous
and chafteas ever?

WELFORD,

The excellency of her virtue, whom you would

have ruin’d, but aggravates thy gl:i'lr.
SRy JOHN.

The mighty ruin you talk of was butto have de-
voted my life and fortune to her pleafure, which
fure was fuflicient to have kept her from contempt,
and herbeauty would ftill have been as much ad-
mir’d as ever.

WELFORD.

After the lofs of’virtue, beauty and fortune,
like a fair and fumptuous monument ereéted upon
a bad man’s grave, ferve only to perpetnate infam;
and make it more extenfive,

SIR JOHN.
Whatis it that you’d wifh your daughter?
WELFORD.

I wifh her innocence, peace, fortune, with fame
on earth, and everlafling happinefs hereafter; but
you'd make them all impoffible to her.

SIR JOHN,

She may ftill be happy.

WAEL FO-R>D.

And fhall, in fpite of thee, Fond fool that I
was ! I thought to have made you the happy in-
firument to have advanced her to that luftre and
rank in life her mcrit_‘rlaims; but you have ren-

E 4 der’d
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der’d yourfelf unworthy of that happinels and ho-
nour; and notwithftanding all my dotage on thee,
you now force me to curfe the parent that bzgot
thee, the womb that bore thee, and the hour that
gave thee to the light ; for thou haft added to the
wrongs of Silvia, haft pierc’d her heart with new
unthought of forrows - I have feen her flowing
tears, heard her fad fighs and fofc complaints for
thy ingratitude, unworthy as thou art.

SIR JOHN.

O Welford! father! did fhe weep and figh for
me? Olet me fly to throw me at her feet! T cannot
bear to hear her forrows told. But oh! to {fee her
—{urely I thall die with tendernefs before her! ]
could not have thought I had been fo happy, or {o
wretched.

A IR XL. (Draw, Cupid, draw.)
Reign, Silvia, reign.
The rebel

Your pov
And I

aii,

nt hearts unite,
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But O, I fear,

T oo fierce to bear
The :}:?g:f}f p 7oy wwill be,
A?i:([hfc-?:'."’.f keen dart,
Fixt in my beart,
Prowe that of death tome.

W-ELF OR D,

Whither would you go?

SIR JOHN.

Whither but to Silvia? to Silvia much wrong’d,
but more belov’d ; to the loving, mourning Silvia.
WELFORD.

To what end?

SIR JOHN.

To implore her pardon, to expel her griefs, to

vow eternal love, eternal truth.
WELFORD. J

And if fhe confents to ratify thofe vows by mar-
rying—Ha! hefiarts ; a crimfon bluth o’erfpreads
his guilty face. Wouldft thou again zbufe my fond
credulity? Ihere renounce all friendihip with thee,
and forbid all future converfe with my Silvia. If
by my confent you ever fee her face again, may
heaven renounce me; if to revenge her wrongs and
punith you, I {pare myfelf, may—

SIR JOHN.

O flop thy imprecations, thourafh old man; for
know, I cannot, will not live without my Silvia’s
fight. Unfay what thou haft fiworn — I never will
again abufe my truft —never again will Irepeat my
offence,

WEL-
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WELFORD.
With me you’ve paft all forgivenefs.

] 1
¥

I ever lov’d thy charming daughter, yet
till this hour I never knew how much. Make
lefperate, for if youn do, by all the ‘pain
feel, there’s no revenge fo cqul, but I’ll puriue,
tc make thy mifery, if poflible, to equal mine;
€ject thee from thy farm ; expofe thee to want, and
vretchednefs, and —

W ELFOR D,

Ha, ha, ha!
2 2

=

SIR _ro:n

Fury and madnefs ! my {fubmi 3
pains infulted! and my juft refentment laugh'd at!

A IR XLI. (Gillian of Croydon.)

]
' 1" curfe the fatal bour,
urg’d my rage.

tend,

i
/1 rong con.

17 2 :
ad be plucks the ruin;
enge purjuing,

re I end.

a J‘fn rr"tur bigh

When aveyour Lun".-:'. power



RY BUPTXL 59

Ly )
betray’d,

» ArOTIE
’-.‘.,iJ..r. 5

There's 1o defen
Like innocence,
! ey .

Nor curfe like lawlefs love.

S-CF-NoE Xz
SILVIA-axp BETTY,
BEES T A
Nay, for that matter, I've told your father al-
ready, and he feem’d fo little concern’d at it, that
it put me out of all patience. So thoughtI, per-
haps hewon’t tell Mys. Silvia, and, |u|r as Lt} ught,

{o it happen’d ; fo thought I, I’ll e’en go and tell
Mrs. Silvia myfelf.

S LaVe1 AL

Oh! [ dfide.
BEESD-TY: Y5

Madam.
SITEVIA.

Alas!

BeEADu PN,
What did you fay ?
Sl VT
Did I fay any-thing?
BETTY.
I thonght you did.
oS G A T
Not that I knowof. Oh, how fhall I conceal my
tortures from this bufy, prying creature ! [ fede.
BEE ki Y
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B E T
But Mrs. Silvia, don t you think this Sir John a
horrible fort of man ?
STILVIA,
All appear fuch to me, who fall from virtue.
B B PATEY: .
Virtue! why he minds me no more than we do
an old fweetheart, when we have ZOt a new one,
o L4 g T UV
The tirefome impertinent! when fhall I have
freedom to complain?
BETTY.
And then he’s fo fond of her—Madam muft
have this, and madam muft have that, and madam
muft have t’other ; (mr.'llhiaian’wo')dcnnufh, and
that isn’t fine enough, and t’otherisn’trich anwh
for her. O it would make one diftrated to fee it!
the impudent ftrumpet —I could tear her eyes out.

[4fide.

A TR XLII (Young Corydon and Phillis.)

My rage is paff conceiving;
J_/:cuil an Lz’..f?/a my fe i,

To think 7 T
Such avealth mm’]':f. afures greaf,

J‘fﬂﬁ"ﬁv;ﬁ),.zr..-wg elfe, but what 1 dare not,
What I dare not, awhat Idare not name.

But our Jonathan, by the way, is as bad as his
mafier ;- O there’s a precious coup,e of ’em!—
but as I was faying, our ]ona[hm, whois Sir John’s

cabinet-counfellor, fays my mafter loves no body

from
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from his heart but you; and therefore the beft of
it is, her reign is like to be bat {hort.
SALLV LA

When women do thofe things, for which upon
refletion they ought to hate themfeives, they can’t
expett that men will Tove them long.

BETTY.

Why as you fay, Mrs. Silvia, thatwoman that
a, a—(I don’t very well underftand her tho’, but
I fuppofe that means that Sir John fhould love no
body but herfelf) [ Afide.]—But whatwere youfay-
ing, Mus. Silvia?

SILVIA.

That fhe who parts with ler virtue, parts with
the only charm that makes a woman truly lovely 5
and fhe may well expe&, for fhe deferves, to be
defpis’d.

RETTY.

She fpeaks plain enough now truly. [Afide]—
Yes, asyou fay, onecan’t hate that impudent crea-
ture too much.

SILVIA.

If the be fuch, as you have deferib’d her, flieis
miferable, and, whatever fhe may deferve, ds fuch
1 fincerely pity her.

AIR XLIV. (Strephon, when you feeme fly.)
Where can gentle pity meet
So fir ﬂ_/:u‘!)jt,’ﬂﬁl‘ her grief?
Sure that mifery’s compleat,
When time and death yields no relief.
Death from leffer-ills may fave ;
Shame extends beyond the grawe.
BE T-
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BB Ty

Well, I'll ftay no longer; fhe’s enough to put
one out of conceit with ones felf, 4, Mrs.
Silvia, Thope you believe that what I have told you
is nothing'but the truth,

SILVIA.

Wou’dI cou’d not. [ Afide.
BET T Y,

But I beg you to take no mannerof notice.
Sid e V[ A,

You may be affured I neverwill. May itever re-
main unknown; if they are guilty, they may yet
repent ; which if they do, heaven innocent and
gracious will forgive; the equally guilty world
neverwill; if they are innocent, what mjury (hall
I do, whatguilt contra&, by propagating falthood ?

BIBLTE T

Yes, yes, asyou fay befides I fhould be turn’d
out of doors; and you know *twoun’d vex a body to
lofe one’s place forfuch a, a, am—=butI’ve told you
what fhe is, and fo Mrs. Silvi your {ervant.——
Whata way the has of talkir g? fhe gives one fuch
rubs, and yet does not feem to know it neither. ]
don’t like her; butif fhe does but hold her tongue
I'm fafe enough. I’ve made a pure deal of mif.
chief, I don’t doubt, for ’m fure fhe’s nettled, for
all her gravity.

AIR XLV. (A wealthy Merchant's Son.)
J 1)

Ske avho, q:‘.{wz'/,@d’cf;;/.::y‘[‘,

Finds fhe’s m

Others pain giv
4

Tk o’ fhe’s forfaken.

Since
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Since be

difda:

eauties cour

Ihr J'wu"rw r {r/nzm I 1‘[1 rovs,
]1/./1‘:&13 bis [porting.

§=C E-N<E X VAL
SILVIA

She’s gone, the huf) impertinent is gone, w hofe
painful pn_ionc\. check’d my humn.mrrr riefs; and
now my fwoln heart, and ready eyes, may bulﬁ
with ﬁghi;‘,g, and’ oerflow with tears! O Free-
man, Freeman! I thought fhy former bafenefs,
1"‘, \11\_ ..tiempt upon my injur’d honour, had
giv’n me all-the pains you could infli&, or lendure;
I but jealoufy, Iintbmnmn cauftic toa mind wound-
ed by love and injuries ndou, to torture adding
torture, pain to pain, gives agonies never to be
conceiv’d till they arefelt.

AIR XLVI. (Whillk I gazeon Chloe.)

Still o figh, to pine, and languifh,
Still to aveep and wifh in vain,
Still to bear increafing anguifb,
Ever bopelefs to complain !
Thus to forrow newer ceafing,
1 a hopelefs widlim prove;
Ewver full, (.’;'I.{’{j?!fl .:'zzfi‘:'rg’.:.-.’g,
Are the pains of jealous love.

ACCEL:

TES s e

et et




SELV T Ass ONR,
A CET IR Ss ES TR Nl T
A Growe.

SILVIA axp WELFORD.
ATIR XLVIO (Midfummer Wifh.)
Sil. ;”fz EN flatt’ring lowe, and flern defpair,

At ance inwade 1he ul"| 1’s ﬁunfz,
Trfc neet 1::7 tides mr;jn ie? ""' IJ’ there 75
T he rm‘[wrrﬂa,m mjd r1u her reff,
B muiumm./.a, unel ,u.‘gg uide,
Lead me avher
If gloowty death her 1
L1 feek

nely reigns 3
1fions /’azm,
ber M*"n, to lofe my pains,

VELFOR D,

Still fighing ! —Still in tears I-~=In foft and gen-
tle murmurs il complaining ! yet fhe, innocent
even in thought of any guilt, that might deferve’a
punifhment {o fevere, accufes not the heavers, nor
me, nor him, the cruel author of Her woes. No
ftorm of rage rufiies her lovely fage; no thought of
vengeance {wells her beating breaft ; virtue, love,
and grief, fo amply fill her mind, theré is no room
for any ruder gueft: Never did paflion in a female
breaft run with fo deep, {fo flrong, fo {mooth a
ftream.

SILVIA
My father here !
WELFORD.
Weeping, my Silvia! counld’ft thou think how
deep thy forrows wound me, I know thou would’f
endeavour to {ubdue them.

SILVIA.
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SILVIA,

1did not know you was fo nigh. - T'had not elfe
indulg’d this burft of grief: it adds to my unhap-
pinefs, to afli& fo tender and fo good a father.

WELFORD.

Thy more than child like daty and affe@ion,
thy yielding fweetnefs, and determin’d virtue, of
which each hour you give me frefh examples, do
fo affe@ me, that [ am torn ’twixt joy and wonder,
forrowand remorfe, whene’er I look tpon thee, T,
1, wretched as am, have ‘contributéd to all the
wrongs you fuffer.

60 PR T i

My deareft father, do not thuas aggravate our
eommon erief; let mot your affection for me
caule you to wrong yourfelf. If you have per-
mitted me to love, and I have been deceiv’d, were
not you deceiv’d too ?

WELFORD.

Indeed T was ; butall fhall yet bewell : fhare-
ly you thall be convinced, that he’s fo far unwor-
thy of your love, that gentle peace and joy fhall
fill your breat, and he be fcorn’d ar firt and foon
forgot.

AIR XLVIIL (How happy are young Lovers.)
On fome rock, by feas Surronnded,

D:_}’F(fzu Jar from fizit of fhore ;
Fohen rhe Sbipavreckd wratch, confounded,
Hears the t’m"/owfug termpefts roar ;
Hapes gf Jifeds then forfatebim,
Whendn this deplor’deextream,
Thenbisomlond fBrichs -anvake by
And be finds it al] a dream,

Vor. I, E Such
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Such are your afili€tions ; -and they, from their
exceflive’ greatnefs, fhall, like fome dreadful vi-
fion, find their end.

ST LV A.

Good man ! he knows notthat all has been dif-
cover’d to me already. [4fide.] Shall I deceive the
beft of fathers, and by hypocrify make that my
crime, which is but my misfortune ? No. What-
ever difcovery you make of his faults, forgive me,
if Ifay, that I muft love him ftill. True, virtue
forbids all converfe with him, and I—obey ; his
crimes I hate ; his fall from virtue I lament ; his
perfon, tho’ I never fee, nor with to feeagain, ’tis
#ill certain I muft ever, ever love.

A I R XLIX. (OneNight, when all theVillage
{lept).
You happy maids, aubo newer knetw
T he pains of conflant love,
Beavarn’d by me, and never do
The ling’ring torture prove.
Wifdom, bere, bringsno relzef,
And refolution’s vain 3
Oppofing, we increafe our griefs
And fafter bind the chain.

SCENE-IL
GOODY BUSY, GOODY COSTIVE, &c.

G. BUSY.
A good dayto you, Mr. Welford ; I have brought
with me all my neighbours, as you requefted 5
and hearing you were here, with your daughter, I

left them at your houfe, and chofe with Goody
Coftive
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Coftive and Goody Gabble, to come to you, that
we might have the pleafure of feeing Mrs. Silvia.

W ¥ E FrORID;
*Tis kindly done of you; thereis my daugh-
ter ; I’ll leave you with her, and go and bid your
friends welcome.—You may follow at your leifure.

SCENE IIL

SILVIA, GOODY BUSY, GOODY
COSTIVE, &c.

G B U §Y-.

Do fo, do fo ; T muft have a little talk with her.
It is fome vears ago fince I faw her,—never fince
fhe was chriftened, as I remember. It isa great
way, and I (heaven help me) grow old, T don’t
ufe to be fo fparing of my vifits elfe. Doft not
know me, pretty one !

SILVTIA.

I don’t remember to have feen you before ; but

as my father’s friend, I am pleafed to have the op-
portunity to know you now.
G, BUSY,.

Pretty fweetnefs ! thow’rt grown out of my know-
ledge too, to be fure; but we havebeen better ac-
quainted ; I was thy mother’s midwife. —Let me
fee—you will be eighteen come the time, and not
married yet! now out upon thy father, for a
naughty man ! it muft have been his fault, for you
are fo pretty, that you muit have had offers enow.

SILVIA.
It is foon enough to know care and trouble.
F 2 G, Busy.
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G, BUSY.

Now out upon it! we have never had any good
times fince people talk’d fo.—Wasnot I young my-
felf ? and don’tI know tnt the moft troublefome
and careful part of a woman’s life, isfrom thetime
that the 1s fit for a hufband, till fhe has got one ?
QOur greateft care and trouble is over th”n for the
men, who feldom take any before, are bound to do
it.then.

AIR L. (ADameof Honour.)

Amaid, the' beautiful and chafte,
Like acypher fands alone;
Man, like afigure by her plac’d,

Makes ber aworth and value kuowwn.
The f;:mﬂ‘, man, faft bound for life,

To rule fbe takes upon ber ;
Whene'er a maid is made a wife,
She becomes a dame of honour.

G, - COSTIVEI

Goody Bufy, you are always talking to people in
praife of marriage; now I fufpect you, being 2
midwife, do it for your own ends.—

G BUSY,

Suppofe I did Goody Coftive, where is the harm
of that # I am {ire, times are {o bad, that what
with one thinv, and what with another, an honéft
woman; in my way of bufihefs, can hardly get
bread ; and I never exped to feeit 0Lherw1ﬁ,, while
matrimoeny 1s o much defpifed as it 1s; why, the
men are grown fo horrible edhning, thut few of
them will marry at all ; and the women are grown

{o
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fo forward, that they won’t flay till they are mar-
ried — But you are melancholy, Mrs, Silvia,
SILVIA.
A Iittle thoughtful ; I hope you’ll excufe me,
G. GABBLE.

Whytruly, neighbour Bufy, thefe muft needs
be great hardfhipsupon you; for no marriages, no
lyings-in,

G. BUSY.

Itis not that which I complain of ; forto fay the
truth, I don’t find bat that fingle people have as
many children as thofe that are married ; but then
they are fuch infidels, as to let their children die
without chriftening, and what fignifies to the mid-
wife, a lying-in, without achriffening ?—Thad once
fome thoughts of goingtoLonden, but Tam inform-
ed that it 1s worfe there than here ; for there are,
1t feems, a numberof women who get their liveli-
haod by being nanght with any man that will pay
them forit, and yet neverjhave any children at all,

SILVIA.
I can’t guefs what my father defigns by fending
far thefe people, [4fde.

G. COSTI¥VE,
Good lack-a-day ! then they have no need of a2
midwife, for certain.

G, BUSY,
No, no ; the furgeons do all their bufinefs.

Fj SCENE
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ENE IV.
BUSY, GOODY COSTIVE,
BBLE, anp JONATHAN,
S ILVIA.
Jonathan ! what comes he for?
JONATHAN,

S
SILVIA, GOOD?
GOODY GA

5 0

e =<

Madam !
S ITLVIA:
Tome?
JON A T HAN,
Yes, Madam ; Sir John Freeman, by me, begs
your perufal of this Letter,
SILVIA,
I am forry Sir ]rﬂm has given himfelf the trou-
ble, fince I am under the nu.Lﬂlty of refufing it.
J.O N.A T H AN.
My maiter commanded me to tell you, that it
concern’d the happinefs of your father,
STIEVEICA,
Since fuch is the cafe, I'll this inftant to my fa-
ther, and acquaint him of this important letter—
wait you here my return,

SCENE V.

JONATHAN, GOODY BUSY, GOODY
COSTIVE, &c.

]O‘J'\T}I:tN
Well, fhe’s an agreeablelady, faith, I wonder
what Sir ]r:hx meais, by melm ing m(. in this
affair; if his defign be honourable, he knows I

5 can
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can be of no manner of ufe to him, ’tis quite ont
of my way; and if he has any other thoughts of
her, he has lefs fenfe than I imagin’d he had—But
who have we here! my old acquaintance, and for-
mer neighbour Goody Bufy !

G. BUSY.

Blefs me, Mr. Jonathan! isityou! why you are
firangely grown; almoft” out of my knowledge.
Bucl am glad to fee thee, with all my heart.

JONATH AN.
I beg your pardon, but Imuftfalate you.
G, BUSY.
*Tis what we are us’d to at chriftenings.—Pray
let it go round.
JONATHA N.
With all my heart. [Kiffes the reft.
GG 0S8 T TV Es

A pretty civil young ‘man traly.” I have known
{fome {queamifh ill-bred fellows refufe to do their
duty by a woman, becaufe fhe wasin years.

G. BUSY.
But where haft been all this while; and what
bufinefs doft follow ?
JONATHAN,
As you {ee, I ferve a gentleman.
G. BUSY.

Are you married ?

JONATH AN,

My mafter is a fingle man, and won’t keep any
body that is married in his family.

F 4 G, Busy.




72 SILVIA; OR,

G. BUSY.

Ay, fhame take thefe gentlefolks; they would
have every body as bad as themfelves. That muft
be a fad houfe, that has never an honeft woman
in it,

JONATHAN,

We live as they do in moft batchelors families,
very lovingly. While my mafter is entertaining
the houfe-keeper in his chamber, I am as civil to
the cook-maid in the garret

GBS Y

O fad, O fad! what pity it is that young mgn
fhould {pend their time unfraicfally with nanghry
women ; when, were they honeflly married, they
might in a lawful way do'much zood in their gene-
ration. If you have any thoughts of marriage,
I have a widow in my eye, that would do very
‘well for you. She has fomething to bring you to,
and is under thirty I affure you. While her huof-
band was in health, fhe brought him a child every
year ; but T don’t know how it fell out, he grew
weary of her, and, as it is fuppos’d, thought to
have kill’d her with Kindnefs : but as it always hap-
pens in thofe cafes, he did his own bnfinefs inftead
of hers, he fell into a confumption—and dy’d
about a month ago.

JONATHAN.

No, Goody Bufy, that will never do for me; a
wanton young widow for a wife, and a fkittith horfe
for a long journey, are two the moft troublefome
thing sa.man can meet withal.

. BUS Y.
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G. BUS.Y.
LA

Perhaps you would rather have a maid. Truly
they are ticklifh things, and I don’t much care to
meddle or make with ’em. But Ido know of a
farmer’s daughter, that will fit you toa hair, Her
fatheris afufficient man, and will ftock a farm for
you. ’Tis true, indeed, fhe has had one child;
forI am a woman of integrity, and would not de-
ceive any body in thefe matrers for the world.
They did not marry her foon enough. But fhe’ll
makean excellent ftirring wife, I’ll warrant her.

JONATHAN,

A maid that has had a child, is worfe than a wi-
dow that’s paft it. Idon’t like any body that yon
have propos’d half {o well as yourfelf.

G. BUSY.

Now out upon you, for an idle pack. Why thou
naughty, wanten, young knave, what would’ft
thou do with me? heaven help me, Iam old, and
fit for nothing.

JONATHAN.

Let me afk you a few queftions, and you'll find

you are fit for every thing.

GherBis S =Y
Well, come on then.

A IR LI (Canft thou notweave Bonelace.

Jon. Thou canft do boufeavife’s work !
G. Buly. - Y%ea, &y’r lady, that I can.
Jon. Whip and flitch with a jerk?

G. Bufy.  Yea, as well as any one.

? Jon.
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Jon. Canf? thou not bake and breay ?

G. Bufy.. Yea, by’r ladythat I can.

Jon. And do the other thingtoo ?

G. Bufy.  Out, you're naughty: get you gong.
Jon Thon canft break jefts, and fing 2
G.Bufy. Zea, by'r lady that I can.

Jon. Caper and dance with a fpring ?

G. Bufy.  2ea, as awellas any one.

S:CE N'E VI

WELFORD, SILVIA, JONATHAN,
G. BUSY, G.COSTIVE, ..

G. BUSY,

Come neighbours, our friends at farmer Wel=
ford’s expett us.—There is fomething of confe-
quence to be done; he woud’n’t fend for us for no-
thing.— A wedding, I hope; old folks drop - off
apace, butif the young ones would marry, and be
induftrious, the world might ftill be increafing.

By honeft love alone the world’s upheld,
Death can’t deftroy fo faft as love can build.
SLCLE-NSE VI,
WELFORD, SILVIA, anpo JONATHAN.
- i R S
I have obtained my father’s leave to receive the
letter you have brought. Whether the contents

may require ordeferve an anfwer, I fhall take time
to confider. - I have no more to fay.

SCENE
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SCENE VI

WELFORD anp JONATH AN.
[Silvia gives the: Letter to Welford wwha reads it.]
WELFORD.

See, my Silvia, the pitture of a2 mind ftruggling
betwen a fenfe of virtue, and the love of vice.
Yet he entreats to fee thee in fuch terms, as might
move weak mindstopity him. [Gives ber the Letter.

ST LVIA.

If pity be a weaknefs, 1 am, fure, the weakeft

of my fex ; butyetl fear to {fce him.
WELFORD,

His bafe attempt on thee, his avow’d averfion to
marriage, and the ruin of the daughter of that ho-
neft firanger. whom we entertain’d, all fhew the
jultice of thy fear.

STLVIA,

That men {hould know vice to be an evil, by
the pain it gives, and yet cherifh the monfter that
deftroys their peace.

W ELFOR D.

I have fworn never to expofe thee to be again in-

| fulted by that licentious man. Yet I cannot but

with he had not render’d him{elf untterly unworthy

of thee. But [ bave given him up. You thall

have ample fatisfaltion for all the wrongs you have
fufter’d.

STL-VIA,
If you can entertain a the
how are you chang’d, atl

ht of vengeance,

WELFORD.
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WELFORD.
Hereafter thou wilt know me better.

SILVIA.

Whither have you fent the ftranger and his wife ?
whither are you going with the people that you fent
for? O, fir, forgive my fears. Urg’d by yourlove
for me, you rufh on to certain ruin.

WELFOR D,

Whatever becomes of me, you are the care of
heaven. [Exit,
SV I A,

I never knew him tranfported thys before. He’s
going to Sir John, and will certainly provoke him

tohis undoing. Inftruct me, heaven, what I fhall
do tofave him.

ATIR LH. (When Flora fhe had deck’d.)
O gracious beaven, lend a  friendly ray,
To guide my fleps, in darknefs loff 5
From virtuds precept, never et me fray,
But guide me fafely thro® this dreary coaff.
My lowe betray'd,
My duty paid,
A fpotlefs maid,
Let me refign
My ufelefs breath into the Bands of deaths
For avhile I live there is no grief like mine.

SECTE- NEES I
A Room in S1r Joun’s Houfe.
at a Ta&f:’.
°Tis hard a rooted love to difpoffefs;
“T'is hard, but you may doit ne’erthelefs.

SirR JouN reading

In
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In this your fafety does confift alone:
If poflible, or not, it muft be done:

A poem on a dwarf! what ftrange ftuff is here!
hey ho!

5:C EEN-E & X.
SIR JOHN axp BETTY.
BETTY:
There he {its, poring o’er a book; which he ne
more minds, than he does me.—Sir, did you call?
[Sir Fobu throwws the Book atiiy.
SIR JOHN.
Who's there ; Betty ¢ come hither. Why you
look very amiable to-day, Berty.
3 Lo W G
O laud, fir, you make me bluth,
SIR JOHN.
Betty, fill me fome wine. The large glafs; and
fillit up.
B ETSReye
Yes, fir.
SIR JOHN.
My love to you, Betty.
B.E T T Y,
Thank you, fir.
SIR JOHN.
Fill yourfelf, and pledge me.
B BTV
He’s coming about again, I{ee. Your health,.
fir,—If he would but drink a few more bumper{sz 3
or
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for when he had drank moft, he always took moft
notice of me. [Afide.
SIE JOHN.
Leave me; and fend the lady that came home
with me laft night,
BYESTER W
Sir, cow’dn’tI-I[—[—
SIR JOHN.
Whatisit youwould fay !
BB TS
Why, fir, that, that,—I don’t know where to
find her.
SIR JOHN.
Muft I be plagw’d with your impertinence too!
go, fend her to me, or leave the houfe yourfelf.
BETTY.
O fathers! T can’t bear it! I would I could fend
the devil to fetch you boths [ Afrde.

SEC BN B X
SIR JOHN.
AIR LII (In Kent, {fo fam’d of old.)

In wain, in wdin I rowe,
Wine, wit, and avomen prove,
My anguifpp toremove,
Lo flill @ lover.
And if; to eafe my pains,
1 put on marriage chains,
Lowe, that conffraint difdains,
Will foon be over,
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S CENE XII

SIR JOHN anp JONATHAN.
JON ATHAN.,

Sir, Idelivered your letter to Mrs. Silvia,

SIR JOHN,
’Tis well.

SIC EN B XIH:
SIR JOHN, JONATHAN, axo BETTY.
SIR JOHN.

Youneed give yourfelf no further trouble tolook
for the lady. T’ll goand find her myfelf.

S CEFENEE SN
JONATHAN axo BETTY,

BETTY,.

How, Jonathan here! this fool loves me how-
ever. DIll divert myfelf, by teazing him.—So
Sir.

JONATHAN.

So Madam.

BAE TN

Captain, methinks you look very feurvily after
your laft defeat.

JONATHAN.

Now I think you look likea dealer in fecond
hand goods, who having outftood your market, re-
pents, and would fain beturning the penny at any
Tate.

B:EFTETaYA
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BETTY.

Ha, ha, how vex’d he is! but it would fret any
man, who going with flying colours to take poi-
{eflion of a fort, thould find the gates fhut againft
him.

JONATHAN.

Now you want to be attack’d, only for anexcufe
to furrender. But you may keep your tottering
tenement till it tambles about your ears, for Jona-
than.

BETTY.

Poor fellow! I fee he’s horrible uneafy. But
whatwoman can deny herfelf the pleafure of tyran.
nizing, when fhe hasitin her power ¢ To be fure,
Jonathan, you can never forget your laft difappoint-
ment.

AIR LIV. (There wasa Knight was droak
with Wine.)

He fei’d the lafs, trembling all oer,
Uizj}mwziizg bent, no doubt, Sir ;
But fbe flipt }J('tjE‘{)" azthin the door,
Aud the fool awas fhur quithout, Sir.;
Jon.  But foon repents fhecler Jaid nay,
And finds bérfelf the fool, Sir,
For_fhethat «wvon’d #ot awben e may,
She foall not wwhen fhe woid, Sir. [Going-
Betty. But Jonathan, Jonathan.
Jon.  Bat fhe that won’d nor awbei fbe may,
She fball not awhen fie wai’d, Sir.
Berty. Sure you be’nt in earnelt.
But fbe that won’d not awhen fhe may,
Sie fhall not avhen Jbe wor’d, &ir,

SCENE
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S5CoExNwbiem XV
BE T TiY.

O the impudent, pert, conceited puppy ! to
leave me before he has had me! why he’s worfe
than Sir John. I am like to havea fine time on’t
truly, between ’em both !

A IR LV. (The Sun was juft fetting.)
How kind avas I us’d, ere this Letiice came here !
But to be 7'1_?ﬁz.r’rf, /:’H‘L’ no woman can bear.

By the mafier forfaken, Dm feorn’d by the man ;
Howw wvas I mifiakenin trufting Siy Fobn !
For be kifs’d me, I grumbled,
He prefs’d me, I fumbled,
He prf’d me, 1 tymbled,
But flill be pufbed on.
But fince that flu’s coming Pmleft andundone.
But fince, 8c.
But if I .dow’t plague bim for ferving me fo,
May 1 be worfe tumbled, “aworfe pufl’d, and wworfe
Jumbled,
Where-ewer, avhere-cver T 20

SCENE XVI.
dnother Room in Sir Fobn’s Houfe.
SIR JOHN, TIMOTHY, PLOUGH-
SHARE, axp DOROTHY.
SIR JOHN,
Perhaps it mayn’t be agreeable to the lady, to be
expos’d to gratify your curiofity.
TIMOTHY.

.. Sir, the happirefs of oyr lives depends on find-
ingour child, ~ And,as we are inform?’d, fhe’s here.

Vor. I, G 2 SCENE




8z STLVIA: OR;

SSC-ESNVE - XV
SIR JOHN, TIMOTHY; PLOUGHSHARE,
DOROTHY, and LETTICE finging.
LE T T I.CE,

My father, mother, and Ploughthare here!
what will become of me !

SIR JOHN.

Stay, child ; whither are you going?

LETTICE.

O dear, dearfir!—

TIMOTHY.

Ay, here fheis; and nodoubt butall the reft we
have been told is as true.

PLOUGHSHARE.

Ah Lettice, Lettice, what have yon beendoing?
youw’ve fpun a fine thread truly, We fhall have the
whole parifh ring of you fhortly.

TIMOTHY.

O child, yow’llbreak my heart.
DOROTHY.

Will the? butI’ll break her neck firft.
L-ET. T ICE:

O dear Sir Johm, fave me, {ave me, or I fhall be
torn to pieces.

PLOUGHSHARE.

How fine the flut is! and how familiar with the
juftice !

DOROTHY.

Ay, ay, ’tis certainly fo. Oh youimpudent car-
rion, I’ll be the death of you,

TIMOTHY.
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TIMOTHY.
To find my girl ruin’d, is worfe than never to
have found her at all.

A TR LVI. (Hear me weep and wail.)
Welcome endlefs grief, :

Fareavell my goofe and [heers for ever, evers
Can Lfind relief 2 no never, never.
For grief, from[bame arifing,
New pains is flill devifing :
Allars muft fail,
. Diftraction prewvail,
My brain’tis noww Surpriging ~——prizing.

SIR JOHN.

Friends have patience, What’s paft can’t be
recalled, but ’m ready to make you any fatisfaction
that’s in my power.

DOROTHY.

Look ye, Sir, you have utterly ruin’d the wench.
The blame and thame muft now fall all upon her
own head ; whereas, had fhe been married, you
know *twould have fall’a upon her hufband’s.

PLOUGHSHARE,
But who do you think will have her now ?

AIR LVII (Send home my long-ftray’d Eyes.

Cow’dyon return ber true and chafte,
Ld meet ber avith a bridegroom’s haffe ;
But fince, from you, fhe’s learn’d fuch il
T bate ber [poufe,
Or arm his brows,

Keep ber, for me, Sir, keep ber ffill.

G 2 LeTTIGER,
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O dear! what muftT do? My father will breal
his heart; my mother will beat my brains out;
and that monfter, Ned Ploughfhare, will make me
the May-game of the whole parifh.

PLOUGHSHARE,

Don’t call me monfter: I’m none of your huf-

band : fo keep your tongue to yourfelf.
LB T PALCIES

T won’t ; ’tis all along of you that this has hap-
pen’d. You always knew that I hated you, and
yet yon would have had me whetherI would or
no.

DOROTHY.

Yes; hufly, he would have made an honeft wo-
man of you ; but you muft be a gentlewoman;
muft you #

A IR LVII (A Nymph of the Plain.)

So true, and fo kind,

To whate’er you inclin’d,

To wwhate’er you inclin’d,

H¢ had never deny’d s

But avith joy bad comply’d,

Do hawe made you his wift,

And obey’d all his life;
T o manner fo_fofts foengaging, and [weety
As well might perfuade you bis paffion to meets

TIMOTHY.

‘Wife, I never approved of your forcing the

girl’s inclinations, and now you fee what it’s come
10,

SIR
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SIR JOHN,

Friend, you feem an honeft inoffenfive man,
which aggravates my remorfe for having wrong’d
you.

A I R LIX. (Young Philoretand Celia met.)

Let. . Regard my tears, difpelmy fears,
Ll ne’er offend you more.

Tim. Tﬁ:ﬁ_/fn.'p."y groom, the ffeed t%z'ug Z0nEy
So fbuts t[!f’ﬁﬂlu'u door.

Let.  Pity my pain.

Tim. ﬂf} j):'f_r’.r vain.

Let. My folly I deplore.

Tim. Famethat’s loft, andtime that's paft,

Let. What power can reftore 2

Ambo. Fame that'sloft, and time that’s pajt,
W hat power can refore €

SIR 'JOHN.

What good-natur’d man, that was but a fpecta-
tor in this fcene, but muft be mov’d? I thought,
till now, the general love of women confiltent
with generofity, honour, and humanity. —Falfe
and deftruétive principle! By this fingle aft of
mine, howmany innocent perfons have I injur’d!
the woman, too—the eafinefs with which fhe gave
up her honour, makes her, tho’ pitied, yet de-
fpis’d, even by me the authorof her ruin.

SCENE XVIL p
Fo them, JONATHAN ; awhifpers Sir Jomw.

SIR JOHN.
Ha ! Silvia, faid you? fure you miftake !

G 3 JonaTHAN.
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JONATHAN,
. No, Sir; fhe’sin the nextroom, and defires to
fee you.
SIR JOHN.
Fly then, and condu& her in.—Good people,
an affair of confequence obliges me to beg you
would leave me for the prefent. If you pleafe to

wait in the next room, when that’s difpatch’d, I’ll
fend for you again,

S CEINCE - XTK:
SIR JOHN anp SILVIA.
SIR JOHN.

She’s here, whom moft I wifh to fee; and yet,
fuch is the power of guilt, I dare not look upon
her. Could I have thought her fight wou’d ever
give me pain?—But, like a wretch remov’d at
once from impenetrable darknefs into the mid-
day blaze, I ficken at the cheerful light, and fain
would fhun a brightnefs that glads all eyes but
mine.

SIL-VIA.

O Sir! pardon and pity an unhappy maid; had
heaven required me to have dy’d, to have fhewn
my duty to the beft of parents, the pain had been
far lefs; but filial piety commands me to live, and
mterpofe between your power, and the weaknefs
of my good, but incens’d father,

A TR LX. (I'm Ormond the brave.)

Your beavieft vefentment, ab ! let me, let me bear.

In pity 1o bis age, my reverend father [pare.:

Toil, want, and all you can inflidd, I awill not foun s
But avhen Ithink that be may be, for avretched me,
“ndone,

Pl urd

SCENE
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SCENE XX.
SIR JOHN, SILVIA, axp WELFORD.
WELFORD.

O Silvia! "never, till now, hadI caufe to blufh
for any a& of thine.—Rife, nor offer that incenfe
to an idol, which heaven alone is worthy of, and
which, were he not loft to fhame, as well as ha-
nour, he might blufh to receive.

SILVIA. !

Condemn me not; can any {fubmiflion be too
low to fave from ruin fuch a parent? flill let me
kneel.

WELFOR D.
Heaven, andall that’s juft on earth, forbid it.
S§IR JOHN.

Confounded and amaz’d, T had not power to
raife her from the earth, — O Silvia | —Welford !
cow’d you fee my heart ! how deep my contrition!
how fincere my forrow ! you would no longer fear,
[To Silvia.] nor you be angry, [To Welford.] Vice
in all its genuine deformities, I've juft beheld.
Virtue, in all its charms, [fee in you - Receive
a returning prodigal to your arms; forgive, and
make me happy.—Let the prieft, by honourable,
holy marriage, give me a juft poffeffion of thy
charms, and join me to virtue, and to'thee, for
ever,

ST VEEIEAT
I came to- beg your favour for my father, nota
hufband for myfelf. You once thought, me mean
enough to barter my innocence and virtue, - for
your wealth ; fheuld I now confent to marry you,
might it not be juftly {ufpected that my former re-
G 4 {fentmeng

-




88 SITL-V T Ay QR;

fentment was not. from the love of virtue and con-
tempt of riches, but artifice; to make-the better
te ! Virtue is heaven’s beft gift: nor have they
more than the appearance of it, who fubmit to the
leaft imputation on their fame, for wealth, or
power’, or love, more tempting to a generousmind,
Think it not pride in me, to refufe an obligation
to the man who would have robb’d me, of all that
diftinguifh’d me from the vileft of her fex.

SIR JOHN.
To have my love and admiration increas’d, by

what gives me defpair, is a punifhment (tho’ juft)
that is infupportable.

A LR _LXI (Minuet. )

With pity gracious f:g.'@v’;z]&oj%/;’a’,

Tanght mortals bow ’twould be addrefS'd ;
Celeftial fair,
O footh my care!

And, as my beaven on earth Tview thees
Lowely creature,
Prideof nature,

Teach me (like heaven) bow ta woo thee,

STLVIA,
I pardon, pity, and [ love thee
SIR J O H N,
O charming founds ! —So heaven chears a de-
fpairing finner, with the fweet voice of MErCcy.
SEICIRVaTAY
But heaven, when it pardons, appears above re-
ward, by conferring obligations. ~ That is not in
my power.—To refufe them is, and in that I am
determined. Farewell for ever.—Tis hard---but
virtie, prudence and my fame requireit. ‘There-

5 fore,
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fore, farewel for ever. If your return to virtue
be fincere, you have a miftrefs who will ne’er for-
{ake you ; but, ever blooming, crown your days and
nights with joy—when I am duft.

Sip Joux [Falling on Welford’s neck.]

O Welford, Welford ! muft Ilofe her?: You
lov’d me once. - Is there no remains of pity left?
Canyou behold mefinking, and yet refufe a friend-
ly hand to {fave me?

WELFORD. | [Embracing him.]

Heaven forbids me not to pity, love, andin the
anguifh of my foul, weep o’er thee, my now dear-
er than ever, tho’ too unhappy {on.

SIR JOHN.

Didnot you call me fon? O thatIwere! tobe

your fon, is all the happinefs my foul afpires to.
WELFORD.

Too foon you'll find that name includes the
worlt of miferies, certain defpair.—But, to the
bufinefs of my coming,.

S:C E N-E + XXI.

SIR JOHN, SILVIA, WELFORD, G. BUSY,
G. COSTIVE, JONATHAN, BETTY, &e.
WELFORD.

Goody Bufy, and the reft of my friends who
camewith me, pray, walk in. Now let all here
attend and witnefs to the truths T am about to utter;
and you, unhappy youth, prepare to bear the moft
furprizing change of fortune, like a man.— You
are not whom you feem, and whom you think
yourfelf, Sir John Freeman, Baronet, and rightful
pofleffor of a fair eftate, butan innocentimpoftor,

g and
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and ufurper of another’s right, and my unhappy
on indeed,
SILVIA.
What can my father mean ?
G. BUSY,
This is the ftrangeft ftory that ever I heard of,
SIR JOHN.

Welford, to invent a tale fo vile, and fo abfurd,
to make me defpair of Silvia, as being her brother,
1s unworthy of your good fenfe and former probity,

WELFOR D,

I will not thank you for your affent to the truth
of what I affirm. This excellent lady is not my
daughter, but the much wrong’d Angelica Free-
man, the fole furviving child of the late Sir John
Freeman, and heirefs to his large eftate.— I read
wonder and furprize in every face.— You look for
proofs.—Goody Bufy, you ferv’d Sir John Frees
man’s lady, and my wife, as midwife,

G BUSY.

That I did, to be fure.

WELFORD.

How many children had each ?

G. BUSY, _

Two, a fon and a daughter, I fhall never forget
it : they lay-in both times together, and your wife
nurfed both Sir John’s children ?

WELFORD,.

All this is true ; butwas there any thing remark-

able upon the body of Sir John’s fon when born ?
G L SEE S

No, but yours was mark’d under the left breaft
with a bunch of grapes, the fruit, leaves, alnd
ftalks,
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fialls, all in their proper thape and colour, as if
they had been growing on the vine.
Sir Jouw. [Opening kbisbreaft.]

Here is the indelible mark, vifible and fair, ag
when the feal of heaven impreftit firft, to diftin-
guifh the impoftor from the rightful heir.

WELFORD,.

Too well I knowit.

SV T A)

If this gentleman be your fon, how could his
birth have beenconceal’d {o long ¢

WELFORD.

That—with my own fhame I am now todifcover.
—My wife, while unmarry’d, attended on the
mother of thislady, then a virgin, and{o far was
fhe honour’d with her confidence, that fhe liv’d
with her rather as a fifter or companion than a fer-
vant; after her marriage to Sir John, and my wife’s
to me, the honour of their friendfhip was continu’d;
for I was happy in Sir John’s, as my wife was in
his lady’s. —That we had the fame number of chil-
dren and of the fame age and fex, and that my
wife was entrufted with the care of theirs, you have
heard zlready.—Soon after the birth of this lady,
awar breaking out, Sir John, who had an honour-
able poft in the army, went for Flanders: Iat-
tended him thither, and (as I had formerly done)
ferv’d under him as a volunteer.—In this our. ab-
fence, a fever madedreadfulravage in this partof the
country.—OF it dy’d SirJohn’s lady, and quickly
after hisfon, (who was then at my houfe) and my
daughter.—My wife taking the advantage of the la-
dy’s death, and our abfence, reported that the fon
who dy’d was ours ; and the f{urviving one (troly

; ours)
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ours) was Sir John’s--Our daughter who dy’d was bu.
ried as his ; and his, this lady, was reputed and edu-
cated as our own—The fraud was never {o much
as {ufpected by Sir John, nor any other perfon, my-
felf excepted — I indeed, by obfervations, which
none elfe had opportunity to make, foon found it
out, and clmrg’d my wife with it ; fhe confefs’d
it, and to my fhame prevail’d upon me to conceal
what I could never approve.— She dy’d before Sit
John, and never liv’d to fee her fon poffefs’d of
the honour and wealth, which fhe by fuch wicked
means had endeavour’d to procure for him.— Thyo'
heav’n’s mercy I hope fhe refts in peace. But
what have been my tortures ever fince I confented
to conceal the guilty fecret | —Stung hourly” with
remorfe, I attempted to do her juftice and conceal
my fhame, by effeCting a marriage between her
and my fon ; but heaven, that refus’d the imper-
fett fatisfaction, and condemn’d the fradd, ‘has,
you fee, made vain the fond attempt, nor would
fuffer her to receive that as another’s gift, which is
her own proper right.
SIR JOHN,

And long may fhe enjoy it.—I have not foill
profited by her bright example, as to repine at a
change of fortune, fo juft, and fo much to the
advantage of this wondrous pattern of all that's
excellentin womankind.

SILVIA.
Your juftice, and the moderation of your fon,
ects me more than thefe unthought of, undefired
yiches: can I ever forget your more than paternal
Lindnefs and affeétion? X

WELFORD,

|
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WELFORD,

Spare me the confufion, that your goodnefs gives
me; look not fo tenderly, nor {peak fo kindly,
but treat me as your injuries and my crimes deferve.

SILVIA.

The crime was another’s.—Your former tender-
nefs and prefent juftice, tho’ to the difadvantage of
your fon, is all your own.—If you forfake me now,
f am indeed an orphan = Riches have {ndres, and
youth without a guide is expos’d to many dangers
— be ftill my father.

WELFORD.

Thy own worthy father, were he living, could
aever love thee more.—But to be thy father is im-
pofiible.

SILVIA,

This is your fon.—Let me be his, and you are
#ill my father.

S§IR JOHN.

Do I indeed behold her heavenly face, all clad
in fmiles, and kindly bent on me? do I indeed
hear her harmonious voice pronounce me happy ?

, —Or does my flat’ring fancy, to footh defpair,
forin images that have no real exiftence ?
WELFOR D.

Blefs her, blefs her, heaven! and as you have
made her the beft, make her the happieft of her
fex.—Never did T tafte joys fincere till now,

SILVIA.

This {urprizing difcovery unmade—had I con-~
fented to have been yours the difintereftednefs
of my loveand virtue could never have been known.
——Tleaven has made our duty and our interefts

one.
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one. I may now without reproach give my hand,
where before I had given my heart. ~ [Betsy aweeps.
JONATHAN.
What, in tears, Betty !
BAEST T
What have I loft for want of refle@ing fooner?
T'd rather have that lady’s virtue, than her beauty
and eftate.
JONATH A N: : ;
Poor girl!—Why this is to have it.—I remembef
on acertain occafion [ made you a promife of mar-
riage ; if you.think if woith claiming, give me
your hand,
]33] 5 R N
There it is; if you can forget what’s paft, you
thall have no reafon to complain of my condutt for
the future.

AIR LXII. (Ahhowfiveet’sthe cooling Breeze.)

Sir John. Ok bow fuvee?,
‘ Al ower chartns;
To blefs my arms,
Thy generous virtue all wice defeating.
Sil. Al compleat and pure’s m / 7675
Without allsy ;
With tranfport unufual my bofom is beating.
Sir John, Deareft treafure !
Sil. O joy beyond meafure f
Sir John. This truly is pleafure.
Ye follies adieu.
Both. O deareft!
All compleat and 2ure’s my joy,
Without alloy ;
With tranjport unufual my bofoms is beating.
Sil.
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sil. Lowe gently firing,
A?;d_/b_ﬂ{)# infpiring,
Sir John. Panting, defirings LIl wirtue purfuts
Both. Oh deareft!
All compleat and pure’s my joys
Without alloy 3
White bours approach, andthe black areretreating.
G. . BUSY.
Ay, thisis as it fhould be —I could even cry for
joy; to fee that there is fo much honeft love left in
the world.

SIR JOHN.

Reclaim’d by your virtue, and reftored to for=
tune by your generofity, I hope you’ll take itasa
proof of my fincerity, that I confefs myfelf con-
cern’d for the diftrefs brouglit upon an honeft man
and his family by my folly.

SILVIA.

Your concern is juft and generous, like the man
T hope ever to find you—DBut have I given myfelf
toyou, and not my fortune? allis yours; difpofe
of it as you pleafe.

$SIR JOHN.

Jonathan, fend Lettice and her friends hither.—
O madam, the longeft life won’d be too fhort te
pay iy obligation.

§ CEN E XXIL

§IR JOHN, SILVIA, WELFORD, G. BUSY,
G. COSTIVE, &5c. TIMOTHY, LETTICE,
DOROTHY, 3.

SIR JOHN.
Unhappy gitl, I with it was in my power to make
you ample fatisfaction for the injury I've done yc;)u;
ut
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butfince that is impoflible, I will fettle fomething
on your father, in truft for you, that, managed
with pradence, may fecure you from the fears of
poverty, the rockon which you fplit before.— You,
Sir, I hope will continue with us.—T'he farm late-
Iy tenanted by my facher, with yeur confent, ma-
dam, I beftow on this honeft man, for the purpofes
before mentioned.

STV ITA.

And may it anfiver your intentions, which ifit
does, we may hereafter give em further proofsof
our regard for their welfare.

T I M. DGRy LET.

Heaven blefs you both.

SIR JOHN.

Lettice, as I fhall never fee you more, take this
advice with you.—Keep this lady’s example in
view, and you mdy yet excel in virtue many of
your fex; who having never err’d in.the manner
you have done, look on your fault as unpardonable.
~Nor fhall you, Betty,” or Jonathan, be forgot.

JONATHAN.

Sir, if you approve of it, Betty and I have re-

{olved to take one another for better for worfe,
SIR JOHN.

That I do approveit, you fhall find by the hand-

fome provifion I’Il make for you.
WELFORD.,

Son, not forefeeing this happy event, I fent for
the tenants to attend, that upon making the difco-
very they might beready to pay their duties to this
lady, upon her taking pofleflion of her eftate.

SIR
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SIR JOHN.
Madam; what think you of inviting ’em in, to
partake of the general joy
STLVIA.
By all means.
A DANCE.
AIR LXII (Dutch Skipper.)
Gaff. Gabb. Such wirtue pr/?"fl'mg,

Includes ex’ry bleffing,
Ev’ ry ble /J"'f
Ozu-;.v:m-mlﬂa.f.:‘ cankrous,
Wel, Such bright examples firing,
Each gen'r wsﬁml‘ fnfpiring,
Tafpiring,
We feorn the avorld below.
With pleafure s avhile we gaze,
Transform’d, our fouls ave raife,
For wirtue bebeld the mind veneaws,
Tim, So the fun, for ever bright,
Communicates bis light,
Andadornsevery af'jrz?t/mt beviewse.

CiH O RJ:Ss
Since truth to the mind her oavn likenefs refleds,
Matkes knowun our defects, makes kiowon our defediss
Since truth to the mind ber owon likene/s vefledts,
Let none the juft mirror defpife.
What wirtue fo bright but reflection improves,
Or folly fo flubborn, but what it removes ?
Refleit, be bappy, and wife.

THE END.

Vot -7, H 05 This




5 This opera appearing in rebearfal too lorg for one
night’s entertainment, fome feones hawe been Joorten’d
and air; omitted,

Ny B A&, Page 61. for Scene IX, X, X
XII, XIII, read as follows :

A Room in Sir Joun’s Houfe, Sir JouxN dijio-

wer’d at a table, reading.

"Tis hard a rooted love to difpofiefs ;

*Tis hard, but you may do it ne’erthelefs,

In this your fafety does confift alone :

If pofiible, ornot, it muft be done.

A poem on a dwarf! what firange ffuff is here !
Hey ho |~—This Welford’s daunghter has taken fo
ftrong hold of my mind, that books are ufelefs to
me. [Lays afide the book.] O Silvia, Silvia! thou
hafi too ftrongly pofiefs’d my heart, ever to be dif-
lodg’d.—The poffeflion of other beauties only fires
my imagination with thofe joys thon alone art ca-
pable to impart.—I have made thee an ungrateful
retarn to a difinterefted paflion, and made thee {uf-
fer for what I ought to adore thee. That virtue,
which Iendeavour’d to fubdue, has made me cap-
tive ; and [ know not if the grace of beauty, or

“the molt fhining ornament of thy fex, influences
moft.—1 have wronged thee and — am unjuft, Bot
T'll ackrowledge and'repair my fault.

Enter JonaTHAN,

Jow. Sir, I have delivered your letter.

S1r Jouw. And what anfwer ?

Jon. Her eyes deliver’d the greater part ; but her
tongue faid it requir’d none.

Sir Joun. Ha?—Whither am I going P— whi-
ther but to Silvia; the lovely, mournful Silvia;
to implore her pardon, to expel her griefs, tovow
eternal love, eternal truth.

AIR XL. Draw, Cupid, draw, &c.

Reign, Silvia, reign, &c. as in page 46, [Exit,
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S:ER;

F Tragick Poetry be, as Mr. Dryden
has fomewhere faid, the moft excellent
and moft ufeful kind of writing, the more
extenfively ufeful the moral of any tra-

gedy is, the more excellent that piece
mult be of its kind,

Vor.T, *H- I hope
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I hope I fhall not be thought to infi-
nuate that this, to which I have prefumed
to prefix your name, is fuch; that de-
pends on its fitnefs to anfwer the end of
 tragedy, the exciting of the paffions, in
order to the correcting fuch of them as
are criminal, either in their nature, or
through their excefs. Whether the fols
lowing {cenes do this in any tolerable de-
gree, is, with the deference that becomes
one who would not be thought vain, fub-
mitted to your candid and impartial judg-
ment.

‘What I would infer is this, I think,
evident truth ; that tragedy is fo far from
lofing its dignity, by being accommoda-
ted to the circumftances of the generality
of mankind, that it is mere truly auguft
in proportion to the extent of its influ-
ence, and the numbers that areproperly af-
fected by it: as it 1s more truly great to
be the inftrument of- good to many, who
ftand in need of our affiftance, than to a
very {mall part of that number.

If
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If princes, &c. were alone liable to
misfortunes arifing trom vice, or weak-
nefs in themfelves, or others, there would
be good reafon for confining the characters
in tragedy to thofe of fuperior rank ; but
fince the contrary is evident, nothing can
be more reafonable than to proportion the
remedy to the difeafe,

I am far from denying that tragedies
founded on any inftructive and extraor-
dinary events in hiftory, or well invented
fables, -where the perfons introduced are
of the higheft rank, are without their ufe,
even to the bulk of the audience. The

{trong contraft between a Tamerlane and -

a B"gazet may have its weight with an un-
ﬁmdy people, and contribute to the fix-
ing of them in the intereft of a prinee of
the character of the former, when, through
their own levity, or the arts of deﬁcnmrr
men, they are rendered factious aud un-
cafy, though they have the higheft reafon
to be ﬁtlsﬁcd The fentiments and ex-
ample of a Cato may infpire his fpecta-

e Lz R tors
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tors with a jult fenfe of the value of li-
berty, when they fee that honeft patriot
prefer death to an obligation from a ty-
rant, who would facrifice the conftitution
of his country, and liberties of mankind,
to his ambition or revenge. 1 have ‘at-
tempted, indeed, to enlarge the province
of the graver kind of poetry, and fhould
be glad to fee it carried on by fome abler
hand. Plays, founded on moral tales
in private life, may beof admirable ufe,
by carrying conviction to the mind with
fuch irrefiftible force as to engage all
the faculties and powers of the foul in
the caufe of virtue, by ftifling vice in its
firft principles. They who imagine this
to be too much to be attributed to tra-
gedy muft be ftrangers to the energy
of that noble {pecies of poetry. Shake-
fpeare, who has given fuch amazing
proofs of his genius, in that as well asin
comedy, in his Hamlet, has the following
lines.

¢¢ Had ke the motive and the caufe for paflion
¢ Thatlhave, hewould drown the ftage with tears,
s And
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¢ And cleave the general “ear with horrid fpecch
¢¢ Make mad the guilty, and appall the free,

«¢ Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed

¢ The very faculty of eyes and ears.”

And farther in the fame fpeech,

# D’ve heard, that guilty creatures ata play
¢ Have, Dby the very cunning of the fcene,
¢ Been fo firuck to the foul, that prefently

‘¢ ‘They have proclaim’d their malefactions,

Prodigious ! yet ftrictly juft. ButT fhall
not take up your valuable time with my
remarks : only give me leave juft to ob-
ferve, that he feems fo firmly perfuaded
of the power of a well-written piece to
produce the effect here aferibed to it, as
to make Hamlet venture his foul on the
event, -and rather truft that than a mef=
fenger from the other world, though it
affumed, as he exprefles it, his “ noble
‘ father’s form,” and affured him, that
it was his fpiric. « I’ll have,” fays Ham-
let, * Grounds more relative.” '

——*¢ The play’s the thing,
“ Wherein I'll catch the confcience of the king,

Such
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Such plays are the beft anfwers to them
who deny the lawfulnefs of the ftage.

Confidering the novelty of this attempt,
1 thought it would be expeéted from me
to fay fomething in its excufe; and I was
unwilling to lofe the opportunity of fay-
ing fomething of the ufefulnefs of trage-
dy in general, and what may be reafon-
ably expected from the farther improve-
ment of this excellent kind of poetry.

Sir, T hope you will not think Ihave faid
too much of an art; a mean fpecimen of
which I am ambitious enough to recom-
mend to your favour and protection. A
mind confcious of fuperior worth, as
much defpifes flattery, as it is above it,
Had I found in myfelf an inclination to
fo contemptible a vice, I fhould not have
chofen Sir John Eyles for my patron.
And indeed the beft written panegyrick,
though ftri¢tly true, muft placeyou in a
light much inferior to that in which you
have
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have long been fixed, by the love and ef-
teem of your fellow citizens; whofe
choice of you for one of their reprefen-
tatives 1n parliament has fufficiently de-
clared their fenfe of your merit, Nor
hath the knowledge of your worth been
confined to the city. The proprietors in
the South-Sea company, in which are in-
cluded numbers of perfons as confidera-
ble for their rank, fortune, and under-
ftanding, as any in the kingdom, gave the
greateft proof of their confidence in your
capacity and probity, by chufing you
fub-governor of their company, ata time
when their affairs were in the utmoft con-
fufion, and their properties in the greateft
danger. Nor is the court infenfible of
your importance. I fhall not therefore
attempt your character, nor pretend to add

any thing to a reputation fo well efta-
blifthed.

~Whatever others may think of adedi.-
cation, wherein there is fo much faid of
other
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other things, and fo little of the perfom
to whom it is addreffed, I have reafon to
believe, that you will the more eafily par-
don it on that very account,

[

Iam,

S R,

Your moft obedient

Humble fervant,

GEORGE LILLO.
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Spoken by Mr. Cieszr, Jun.

THE Tragick Mufe, fublime, delights to fhow
Princes diftreft, and feenes of royal awoe ;
I awvefid pomp, majeffick to relate
The fall of nations, or fome bera’s fates
That jeepter’d chiefs may by example kuows
The firange viciffitudz of things below :
What dangers on Jecurity atténd ;
How prideand cruelty in ruin end :
Heuce Prowidence fupreme to know 5 and own
Humanity adds glory to a throne,
Inev’ry former age, and foreign tougue,
With native grandeur thus the goddefs fung,
Upon our flage, indeed, with awift’d [ucce/s,
Yow'we fometimes feenber in an humbler drefs 5
Great only in diftrefs.  When fbe complains
Inn Southeri’s, Rowe's, or Otavay’s moving firains,
The brilliant drops-that fall from each bright eye,
The aﬁ_/i'ui pomp, avith !’J)‘ig/}fﬁr gems, fﬂ,bpfj
Fo)'g:'-vs us theny if we attempt to fhow,
In artlefs ffrains, a taleof priwate awwoe.
A London prentice rutn’d is our theme,
Drasun from the fam’d old foug that bears his names
We bope your tafte is not fo bigh to fcorn
A moral tale, effeem’d ereyon avere born ;
Hohich for a cemtury of rolling years,
Has fill'd a thoufand thoufand eyes avith tears.
If thoughtlefs youth to warn, and fbame the age
From vice deftrudtive, avell becomes the Sfage ;
lf this c.\'(w{p/f innocence infure,
Pregent our guilt, or by reflection cure s
If Milwwood’s dreadful crimes, and fad defpair,
Commend the vivtue of the good and fair;
Tho’ art be awanting, and our .‘1.’.’1.'_'.'Z'='.='.~‘f:1fi,
Ludulge the attempt in Juflice to the tale,

HEs Dra-
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Thorowgood. Mr. Bridgwater.
Barnwell, Uncleto George.  Mr. Roberss.
George Barnwell. Mr. Cibber, Jun.
Trueman. Mr. W. Mills.
Blunt. Mr. R. Witherhile,
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ACT:-1.:.SCENE"I,

4 Room in THorOwWGOOD’s Houfe.
THOROWGOOD axp TRUEMAN.
TRUEMAN,

IR, the packet from Genoa is arrived.
S [Giwes Letzers.
THOROWGOOD.

Heaven be prais’d ! The ftorm that threaten’d
our royal miftrefs, pure religion, liberty, and laws,
is for a time diverted ; the haughty and revengeful
Spaniard, difappointed of the loan on which he
depended from Genoa, muft now attend the flow
return of wealth from his new world, to fupply
his.empty coffers, ere he can execute his purpos’d
invafion of our happy ifland; by which means
time is gain’d to make fuch preparations on our
part, as may, heav’n concurring, prevent his
malice, or turn the meditated mifchief on him-

felf.
TRUEMAN.

He muft be infenfible indeed, who is not affed-
ed when the fafety of his country is concern’d.
Sir, may I know by what means ?—if I'm too bold--

Hg THOROW -
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Your curiofity is laudable ; and'I gratify it with
the greater plen{ure, becaufe from thence you may
learn, how honeft merchants, as fuch,may fometimes
contribute to the fafety of their country,. as they do.
at all times to its happinefs ; that if hereafter you
fhould be tempted to any attion that has the ap-
pearance of vice or meannefs in it, upon refle@ting

upon the dignity of our profeflion, you may, with '

honeft feorn, rejeét whatever is unworthy of it.
TRUEM AN.

Shouw’d Barnwell or I, who have the benefit of
your example, by ourill condu&, bring any im-
putation an that honourable name, we muft beleft
without excufe,

THOROWGOOD:.

You compliment, young man—[Zrueman bows
refpectfully.] Nay, I’'m not offended. As the
name of merchant never degrades the gentleman,
fo by no means does it exclude him ; only take heed
not to purchafe the character of complaifantat the
expence of your fincerity. ~——But to anfiver your
queftion. ~ The bark of ‘Genoa had agreed, atex-
ceflive intereft, and on good fecurity, to advance
the king of Spain a fum of money, {ufficient to
equip his vaft armado ; of whichour peerlefs Eliza-
beth (more thanin name the mother of her people)
Beine well informed, fent Walfingham, her wile
and faithful fecretary, to confult the merchants of
this loyalcity ; who all agreed to direé their feve-
ral agents to influence, if poffible, the Genoefe
to break their contraét with the Spanifh court.
Tis done; the {tate and bank of Genda, having
maturely weighed, and rightly judged of theirtrue
intereft, prefer the friendfhip of the merchants of
4 London
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London to that of a monarch, who proudly ftyles
himf{elf king of both Indies.

TRUEMAN,

Happy fuccefls of prudent councils! What an
expence of blood and treafure is here faved ! ex-
cellent queen! O how unlike thofe princes, who
make the danger of foreign enemies a pretence to
opprefs their {ubjeéts by taxes great and grievous
to be born.

THOROWGOOD.

Not {o our gracious queen, whofe richeft exche-
quer is her people’s love, as their happinefs her
greateft glory.

TRUEM A N.

On thefe terms todefend us i3, to make our pro-
teftion a benefit worthy her who confers it, and
well worth our acceptance.—S8ir, have you any
commands for me at this time ?

THOROWG OO D.

Only look carefully over the files, to fee whe-
ther there are any tradefmens bills unpaid ; if
there are, fend and difcharge ’em. We muft not
fet artificers lofe their time, fo ufeful to the pub-
lick and their families, in unneceffary attendance,
[Exit Crueman. Enter Maria.] Well, Maria,
have you given orders for the entertainment? I
would have it in fome meafure worthy the guefls.
Let there be plenty, and of the beit; that the
courtiers may at leaft commend our hofpitality.

MARIA,

Sir, Thave endeavour’d not to wrong your well-

known generofity by an ill-tim’d parfimony.

THOROW-
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THOROWGOOD,.

Nay, ’twas a needlefs caution ; I have no caufe
to doubt your prudence.

M ARIA.

Sir, I find myfelfunfit for converfation ; I fhould
but increafe the number of the company without
adding to their fatisfaction.

THOROWGOOD,

Nay, my child ! this melancholy muft not be

indulgcd.

MARTIA.

Company will butincreafe it ; I with you would
difpenfe with my abfence; folitude beft fuits my
prefent temper.

THOROWGOOD.

You are not infenfible that it is chiefly on your
account thefe noble lords do me the honour {o fre-
quently to grace my board ;. fhou’d you be abfent,
the difappointment may make them repent their
condefcenfion, and think their labour loit.

MARTA.

He, that fhall think his time or honour loft, in
vifiting you, can fet no real value on your daugh-
ter’s company, whofe only merit is, that fhe 1s
yours. 'The man of quality, who choofes to con-
verfe with a gentleman and merchant of your worth
and charater, may confer honour by fo doing,
but he lofes none.

THOROWG O OD. 5

Come, come, Maria, I need not tell you thata
young gentleman may prefcr your converfation to
mine, yet intend me no difrefpect at all; for tho’ .
he may lofe no honour in my company, ’tis very
2 natural
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natural for him to expeft more pleafure in yours. T

remember the time, when the company of ‘the

greateft and wifelt man in the kingdom would have

been infipid and tirefome to me, if it had deprived

me of an opportunity of enjoying your mother’s.
MARTIA.,

Your’s; no doubt, was as agreeable to her; for
generous minds know no pleafure in fociety but
where ’tis mutual.

THOROWGOOD.

Thou know’ft I have no heir, no child but thee:
the fruits of many years fuccefsful in duftry muft all
be thine: now it would give me pleafure, great as
my love, to {ee on whom you would beflowit. I am
daily folicited by men of the greateft rank and me-
rit for leave to addrefs you; butI have hitherto de-
clin’d it, in hopes that, by obfervation, I fhon’d
learn which way your inclination tends for, as I
know love to be effential to happinefs in the mar-
riage ftate, I had rather my approbation fhould
confirm your choice, than direé it.

MARIA,

What can I fay? how thall Ianfiver, as I ought,
this_tendernefs, fo uncommon, even in the beft of
parents? but you are without example-; yet had
you been lefs indulgent, I had been moft wretched.
That Ilook on the crowd of courtiers that vifithere,
with equal efteem, but equal indifference, You
have obferved, and I muf needs confefs ; yet had
you aflerted your authority, and infifted on a pa-
. Tent’s right to be obey’d, I had {fubmitted, andte

my duty facrifice my peace.

1

THORO W=~

.
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THOROWGO®OD.
From your perfect obedience in every other in-
fance, I fear’'d as much; and therefore would
leave you without a biafs in an affair wherein your
happinefs is {o immediately concern’d.
MARTA.

Whether from a want of that juft ambition that
wouw’d become vour daughter, or from fome other
caufe, I knownot; butl find high birth and titles
don’t recommend the man, who owns them, to my
affeftions.

THOROWGOQ®D.

I would not that they fhould, uilefs his mierit
recommends him more. A noble birth and for-
tune, tho’ they make not abad man oood, yet they
ave a real advantage toa worthy one, and place his
virtues in the faireft light.

MARTIA.

I cannot anfwer for my inclinations; but they
fhall ever be fubmitted to your wifdom and autho-
rity; and as you will not compel me to marry
where I cannot love, love fhall never make me att
y to my daty—Sir, have I your permiffion

to retire ? 3
THOROGWGOOD,
T'1l fee you to your chamber. [Exits

s CENE.IL
A Room in Minuwoon’s Houfe.
Mirrwoop at ber Toilet, Lucy awaitinge
MILLWOOD,
2

How do I look to-day, Lucy:
0 0 B
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1RO

O, killingly, madam! A little more red, and
you'll be irrefiftible ! — But why this more than or-
diriary care of your drefs and complexion? what
new conque;‘. are you alming at?

MILLWOOD.

A conqueft would be new indeed !

LU CY.

Not to you, who make ’em every day—but to
me—Well! ’tiswhatTam never to expeét—unfor-
tunateas I am!— But your wit and beauty—

MILLWOOD,

Firft made me a wretch, and ftill continue me fo.
—WMen, however generous or {incere to one another,
are all {elfifh hypocrites in their affairs with us. We
are no otherwife efteemed or regarded by them, but
as we contribute to their fatisfaction.

LuUcYy.

You are certainly, madam, on the wrong fide
in this argument: is not the expence all theirs ?
and I am {ure, it is our own fault if we han’t our
fhare of the pleafure.

MILLWOGOD.

We are but {laves to men.

Loy,

Nay, ’tis they that are flaves moft certainly ; for

we lay themunder contribution.
MILLWOOD.

Slaves have no property ; no, not even in them-

felves.  Allis the victor’s.
BT+ Q=¥

You are frangely arbitrary in your principles,

madam, MiLL-




110 THE HISTORY

MILLWOOD.

I would have my conqueft compleat, like thofe
of the Spaniards in the new world ; who firlt plun-
der’d the natives of all the wealth they had, and
then condemn’d the wretches to the mines for life,
to work for more.

OF

L G Y, :

Well, I fhall never approve of your {fcheme of
government : [ fhould think it much more politic,
as well as juft, to find my fubjects an cafier employ-
ment.

MILLWOOD.

It’s a general maxim among the knowing part of
mankind, that a woman without virtue, like a
man without honour or honefty, is capable of any
action, tho’ never fo vile: and yet what pains
will they not take, what arts not ufe, to feduce us
from our innocence, and make us contemptible
and ‘wicked, even in their own opinions? Then is
it not juft, the villains, to their coft, thould find
us fo} but guilt makes them fufpicious, and keeps
them on their gnard ; therefore we can take advan-
tage only of the young and innocent part of the
fex, who having never injur’d women, apprehend
no injury from them.

EAUSCOYCS
Ay they muft be young indeed.
MILLWOOD.

Such a one, I think, I have found.—As I've
paffed thro’ the city, I have, often obferv’d him ré-
ceiving and paying confiderable fums of money:
from thence 1 conclude he is employ’d in affairs of
confequence,

LUCY.
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Lo, G- Y,
Is he hand{ome ?
MILLWOOD.,
Ay, ay, the I'tripling is well made, and has a
good face.
1 751 0 ol 01,53
About—
MILLWOOD.
Eighteen.
d P D 6N
Innocent, handfome, and about eighteen !
yow'll be vaftly happy.—Why, if you manage
well, yon may keep him to yourfelf thefe two or
three years.

MILLWOOD.,
If T manage well, I fhall have done with him
much fooner. Having long had a defign on him,

and meeting him yeiterday, I made a full ftop,
afle?

and gazing withfully on his face, afk’d him his
name ; he blufh’d, and bowing very low, anfwer’d,
George Barnwell. T beg’d his pardon for the free-
dom [ had taken, and told him, that he was the
perfon I had long with’d to fee, and to whom I had
an affair of importance to comm anicate, at a pro-
per time and place. He nam’d a tavern 5 I ralk’d
of honour and reputation, and invited him to my
“houfe: he fwallow’d the bait, promis’d to come,
and this is the time I expect him. [Knocking at the
Deer.]  Some body knocks s—d’ye hear, I am at
home'to no body to-day, but him. [Fxit Lucy.)
Lefs affairs muft give way to thofe of more confe-
quence ; and T am ftrangely miftaken if this does
19t prove of preat importance to me and him too
before I have done with him.—Now after what
manner
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manner fhall T receive him? let me confider—
what manner of perfon am I to receive? he is
young, innocent, and bafhful: therefore I muft
take care not to put him out of countenance, at
firit.—Bat then, if L have any fkill in phyfiognomy,
heis amorous ; and, with a little affiltance, will
foon get the better of his modefty.—I’ll ¢’en truft
to nature, who does wonders in thefe matters.—
If to feem what is not, in orderto be the better lik’d
for what one reallyis; if to fpeak one thing, and
mean the direft contrary, be artina woman—I
know nothing of nature.
Futer BarnweLL, bowing wery leww. Lucy ata
diftance.
MILLWOOD.
Sir! the {furprize and joy!
BARNWELL.

Madam ! —
MILLWOOD.
This is fuch a favour ! — [Advansing.
BARNWELL.
Pardon me, madam!
MILLWOOD.
So unhop’d for. [S#ill adwances,
[BarwwWELL falutes ber, and retives in confufion.
MILLWOOD.
To fée you here —Excufe the confufion!—
BARNWELL.
I fear I am too bold.——
MILLWOOD.
Alas, Sin! Imayjuftly apprehend you think me
{o.— Pleafe, Sir, to fit.—I am as much ata lofs

how




GEORGE BARNWELL, 113
how to receive this honour as I ought, asI am fur-
priz’d atyour goodnefs in conferring it.

BARNWELL.

I thought you had expefted me: I promis’d to
come,

MILLWOOD.

That is the more furprizing; few men are fuch
religious obfervers of their word.

BARNWELL,
All, who are honeft, are.
MILLWOOD.

To one another ; but we fimple women are fel-
dom thought of confequence’ enough to gain a
place in your remembrance,

[Laying her band on his, as by accident.
BARNWELL,

Her diforder is fo great, fhe don’t perceive fhe
has laid her hand on mine.- Heavens! how fhe
trembles! —What can this mean! [ Afide.

MILLWOOD,

The intereft I havein all that relates to you,
(the reafon of which you fhall know hereafter) ex-
cites my curiofity ; and, werel fure you would par-
don my prefumption, Ifhould-defire to-know your
real {fentiments on a very particular fubject.

BARNWELL.

Madam, you may command my poor thoughts
on any {ubjet : == have none that I would con-
ceal.

MILLWOOQD.
Yow’ll think.me bold.

Yor:. T. I Barxa
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BARNWELL.

No, indeed.

MILLWOOD.

What then are your thoughts of love?

BARNWELL.

If you mean the love of women, I have not
thought of it at all. My youth and circumftances
make {fuch thoughtsimproper in me yet; butif you
mean the general love we owe to mankind, I think
no one has more of it in his temper than mylelf, I
don’t know that perfon in the world, whoie happi-
pefsI don’t with, and wou'dn’t promote, were itin
My power. In an efpecial manner I love my uncle,
and my mafter; but above all my friend.

MILLWOOD.

You have a friend then whom you love?
BARNWELL,

As he does me fincerely.
MILLWOOD.

He is, no doubt, often blefs’d with your compa-
ny and converfation.

BARNWELL.,

We live in one houfe, and both ferve the fame

worthy merchant.
MILLWOOD.

Happy, happy youth | whoe’er thou art, I envy
thee, and fo muft all who fee and know this youth.
What have I loft by being form’d a woman ! I hate
my fex, myfelf.— Had 1 been a man, I might per-
haps have been as happy in your friendfhip, as he
who now enjoysit: but as it 1s, oh!—

B ARN-
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B A R'NOWZE L L,

I never obferv’d women before, or this is fure t}]_c
molt beautiful of her fex. ‘[A4f#4:.] You feem dif-
order’d, madam! may Iknow the caufe?

MILILWOOD.

Do not afk me—1I can never {peak it, whatever
is the caufe. I wifh for things impoffible. _Iwou’d
be 2 {fervant bound to the {fame mafter, to live inone
houfe with you,

BARNWELL,
" How ftrange, and yet how kind her words and
aftions are ; and the effe® they have on meis as
ftrange.—I feel defires I never knew before: I
muft be gone while I have power to go. [Afide.]
Madam, I humbly take my leave.
MILLWOOD,
You will not fure leave me fo foon !
BARNWELL,

Indeed, I muft,

MILLWOOD.

You cannot be fo cruel! I have prepar’d a poog
fapper, at which I promis’d myfelf your company,
BEARNWELL.

Lam forry T muft refufe the honour you defign’d
me; but my duty to my matter calls me hence, I
never yet neglecied his fervice : he is fo gentle, and
{o good a mafter, that ﬂmuldlwmng him, tho’ he
might forgive me, I never thould forgive myfelf,

MILLWOOD,

Am Irefus’d, by the firftman, the fecond favouy

ever ftoop’d to afk? go then thon proud hard-
hearted youth —But know, you are the only man

j G that
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that con’d be found, who wou’d let me fue twice
for greater favours.
BARNWELL.
What fhall I do! how fhall I go or ftay!
MILLWOOD.

Yet do not, do not leave me. I with my fex’s
pride wou’d meet your {corn : butwhen I look up-
on you, whenI behold thofe eyes—Oh! fpare my
tongue; and let my blufhes— (this flood of tears
to that will force its way) declare—what woman’s
modefty fhould hide.

BARNWEL L.

Oh, heav’ns! fhe loves me, worthlefs as I am.,
Her looks, her words, her flowing tears confefs it.
And can I leave her then? Oh never, never, [ Afide.]
—Madam, dry up your tears, You fhall com-
mand me always; Iwill ftay here for ever if you'd
haveme,

- LUCY.

So! fhe has wheedled him out of his virtue of
obedience already, and will firip himofall the reft,
one after another, till fhe has left him as few as her
ladyfhip, or myfelf. - [4pde.

MILLWOOD.

Now you are kind, indeed: but I. mean not to
detain you always: I would have you fhake off all
{lavifh obedience to your mafter ;' butyou may ferve
him fhll.

Yo U C-¥Ys

Serve him ftill{—Ay, or he’ll have no opportu-
nity of fingering his.cafh, and then he’ll not {erve
yourend I’ll be fyorn. [ 4pde.

Enter
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Enter BLunT,

BLUN T,

Madam, fupper’s on the table.

MILLWOOD,

Come, f{ir, you’ll excufe all defets. My
thoughts were too much employ’d on my gaeft to
obferve the entertainment.

[Exeunt BARNWELL and MiLLwoOD.
BLUNT,

What’s all this preparation, this elegant fupper,
variety of wines, and mufic, for the entertainment
of that young fellow ?

LuUucy,

So it feems,

BLUNT.

What is our miftrefs turn’d fool at Iat? fhe’s in
love with him, I fuppofe.

LUCY,

I fuppofe not—but fhe defigns to make him in

love with her, if fhe can,
BLUNT.

What will fhe get by that? he feems under age,

and can’t be fuppos’d to have much money.
A ERTC

But his mafter has; and that’s the {ame thing as
fhe’ll manage it,

BLUNT.

I don’t like this fooling with a handfome young
fellow; while fhe’s endeavauring to enfnare him,
the may be caught herfelf.

133 Lucv,
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L UC Y,

Nay, were fhe like me, that would certainly be
the confequence; for, I confefs, thereis fomething
in youth and innocence that moves me mightily.

BiLaU N T%

Yes {o. does the fmoothnefs and plumpnefs of a
partridge move a mighty defire in the hawk to be
the deftrution of it.

EUCY,

Why birds are their prey, as men are ours;
though, as you.obferv’d, we are fometimes caught
ourfclves : — But that, Idare fay, willneven bethe
cafe with our miftrefs.

BLUNT.

T with it may prove fo; for you know we all'de-
pend upon her: fhould fhe trifle away her time |
with a young fellow, that there’s nothing to be got
by, wemuitall ftarve.

P SR

There’s no danger of that; for I am-{ure fhe has
no view in this affair but intereft,

BLUNT. ]

Well, and what hopes are there of fuccefs in
that ?

T CEY f\] 3

The moft promifing that can be. —>Tis true, the
youth has his feruples ;- but the’ll foon teach himto
anfwer them, by fifling his confcience.— O; the =l
lad is in a hopeful way, depend upon’t. [Exeunt. ‘

SCENE
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SCE N E draws and szﬁo-ve;'_c BARNWELL and
MILLWOOD at fupper. - An entcrtainment of mufick
a;fdﬁizg‘z'f:g. After avhbich t/)ﬂ) L'm;‘efgr-u'(z)':f.

BARNWELL.
What can I anfwer ? — All that I know is, that
you are fair and I am miferable.
MILLWOOD.
i Weare both {6, and yet the faul¢ is in ourfelves.
; BARNWELL.,
To cafe our prefent anguifh by plunging into
guilt, is to buya moment’s pleafure with an age of
pain.

MILLWOOD,.

I thould have thought the joys of love as lafting
as they are great; if ours prove otherwife, ’tis your
| inconftancy muft make them fo.

BARNWELL,

The law of heav’n will not be revers’d; and

that requires us to govern our paffions.
MILLWOOD.

To give usfenfe of beauty and defires, and yet
forbid us to tafte and be happy, ‘is a cruelty to na-
ture. Fave we paflions only to torment us?
da BEARNWELL.

H ‘“h To hear you talk, tho’ in the caufe of vice; to

! gaze upon your beauty ; prefs your hand, and fee

your fnow-white bofom heave and fall; enflames

my withes; my pulfe beats high ; my fenfes all are

‘ ina hurry, and [ am on the rack of wild defire.—
Yet for a moment’s guilty pleafure, fhall Ilofe my
Innocence, ‘my peace of mind, and hopes of folid
happinefs ?

I4 MiLLa
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MILLWOOD.
Chimeras all! come on with me and prove
Nojoys like woman-kind, no heav’n like love,
BARNWELL.
I wou’d not yet muft on.
Relu&ant thus, the merchant quits his eafe,
And trufts to rocks, and fands, and ftormy feas;
In hopes fome unknown golden coaft to find,
Commits himfelf, tho’ doubtful, to the wind,
Longs much forjoys to come—yet mourns I
thofe left behind. [Exeunt, t




GEORGE BARNWELL. 121

A Codantls
CENE L

A Room in TrorROWGO0D s Honfe.

BARNWELL.

ow ftr'm«n are all things round me' like fbvr-._
thief, who > treads rm.blddm ground,

wou dlmL unfeen, fearful I enter each ¢
of thiswell known houfe.—To guilty love,
were toolittle, already have I added breachoftr
A thief! — Can I know myfelf that wretch
and look my mn:’t friend and injur’d ma
the face? tho’ hypocrify may awhile concea

Aguilt, at lcugm it will be known, and ;wu fic

fhame and ruin muft enfue. In the mean ti ne,
what muft be my life ! ever to fpeaka langu:
reign to my heart; hourly to add to the 1
my crimes, in os(Lx Eﬂ\.f“ll_'.‘l Lm —
was the condition of the grand apoftate, wh
he loft his purity: like me difconfolate, he
der’d; and, while yetin 11::"\' n, bore all
ture hell about him.

Enter TRUEMAN.
TRUEMA N.

Barnwell! Oh how I rejoice to fee you fafe! fo
will our mafter and his gentle danghter; who, dur-
ing your abfence, often enquis’d after you.

B.ARN W:EIL L.

Wou’d he were gone; his officious love will pry

into the fecrets of my {oul, [ Afide.
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TRUEDMAN.

Unlefs you knew the pain the whole family has
felt on your account, you can’tconceive how much
you are belov’d:: Bac \\n. thus cold and filent?
When my heart is full of joy foryour return, why
do you turn away ? \‘.lw thus avoid me? what
have I'done ? how am I alter’d fince you {aw me laft?

Or rather, whathave you done ; and why are you.

thus Chanq d? for I am ftill the fame.
BARNWELL,
What have I done indeed ? [ 4fide.
TRUEMAN.
Not {fpeak ! —nor look upon me ! —
BARNWELL,

By my face he will difcover all I would conceal;
methinks already I begin to hate him. [Apde,
TRUEMAN.

Tcannot bear this ufage from a friend ; one whom
till now I ever found fol:nmn-, whom yet I love;
tho’ this unkindnefs ftrikes at the root of fricnd-
fhip, and'might deftroyitin any bredft but mixe.

B-A R N-W-E L .Es

I amnot well [Turning to bim.] Sleep has beena

ftranger to thefe eyes {fince you belield them laft,
TRUEMAN.

Heavy they look indeed, aud fivoln with tedrs;
—now they o’ctflow ; —rightly did my fympathiz-
ing heartforebode lait night, when thou wait abfert,
fomething fatal to ovr peace:

BARNWELL.

Your fr]r‘ndm‘.p engages you tao far. My trous
bles, whate’er they are, are mine alone; youn have
no
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no intereft in them, nor ourﬂu your concern for
me to give you a moment’s pain.
T RUEMAN,.

You fpeak as if you knew of friend(h
but the name. Before I faw your gr [ felt it,
Since we parted laft I have ﬂ._pu no more than you,
but penfive in my chamber {at alone, and {pent the
tedious night in wifhes for your fafety and return :
e'en now, Lho ignorantof the c‘u.ﬁ, your {orrow
wounds me to thc heart.

BARNWELL.

"Twill not be always thus. Friendfhip and all
engagements ceafe, as circumftances and occafions
vary ; and fince you once may hate me, perhaps
it mmht be better for us both, that now you lov’d
me luf:..

ip. nothing

TRUEMA N.

Sure Ibutdr hout 2 caufe would Barn-
well ufe me thus? erous and ungrateful
youth,  farewell ; [ fhall endeavour to follow your
advice.— [Going.] Yet ftay, perhapsIam too rafh,
and angry when the caufe demands compaffion:
Some unforefeen calamity may have befaln him too
great to bear,

BARNWEL

What part am [ reduced to aét ? *Tis vile and
bafe to move his temper thus, the beft of ﬁlLJ]dS
and men,

TRUEMAN.,

Iam to blame, pr'y .mt” forgive me, Barnwell.
Try to compofe 1,"‘u1 ruffled mmd and let me
know the canfe that thus tranfports you from your-
felf ; my friendly.counfel may reftore your pe ace.

BARN-
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BARNWELL.
All that 1s pu.imlc_‘ for man to do for man, your

ous friendihip may effect ; but here even that's
3!] va hJ.

TRUE M A N.
Something dreadful is lab’ring in your breaft;
ive it u.lr, and let me fhare your grief ; t\v]il
ronr p'ﬂﬂ fhould it admit no cure, .,lnd make
ighter by the part I bear.
BARNWELL,
Vain ﬁtm\c}ﬁunn' my woes increafe by being
obf f’d: hould the caufe be known, they would
exceed all bounds.
TRUEMAN.
Sowell' T know thy honeft heart, guilt cannot
bour there. :
BARNWELL.
i O tortuse infupportable ! [dfide,
EVRAUEE M_A N.
Then why am I excluded ? havel a thought I
1 conceal fromyou ?
i BARNWELL.
(i o2 me on this hated fubje&, Ill
er more beneath this roof, nor fee your

harl

TRUEMAN,
—but I havedone, fay but you hate

me not,
# EARNWELL.

Hate you T—TI am not that monfter yet.
T RILEM:-A N,
Shall onr friendfhip ftill continue?
BAR N=
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BARNWELL.

It's a blefling I never was worthy of, vet now
muft ftand on terms ; and but upon conditions can
confirm it.

TRUEMAN.

What are they?

BARNWELL.

Never hereafter
conduét, defireto
reveal.

tho’ you fhould wonder at Ty
w more than] : ine 10

o

m willip

T RUEM A N.
'Tis hard, but apon any conditions I'muft be
your friend.

BARNWELL.

Then, asmuch as one loit to himfelf can be ano-
ther’s, Iam yours. [£
TRUEMAN.
reftore your peace.
b
WeE: Ll

Will yefterday return ?~=We have heard the glo-
rious fun, that till then inceflant rolf’d, once ftop’d
hisrapid courfe, and once went back: the dead
have rifen ; and parch’d rocks pour’d forth a Ti-
quid ftream to quench a people’s thirft: t
divided, and form’d walls of
nation pafs’d in {afe
gry-lions have refus
have wall’d amidft conf
yet did time once pait return,

water,
s fandy’ bof

1
/5 4nd mena

g flames; but meve
; TRUEMAN,
Tho' the continued chain of time has never once
&
peen broke, nor ever

VET
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keep on its courfe, tillloft in eternity it ends there
where it firft began ; yet as heaven can repair what.
ever evils time can bring upon us, we ought never
to defpair— but bufinefs requires our attendance;
bufinefs the youth’s beft. prefervative fromill, as
idlenefs his worft of fnares—Will you go withme?
BARNWELL. i

Plltake a little time to reflé€t on what has paf,
and follow you. [Exit Trucman.]i might haye
trufted Trueman, and engaged him to apply to my
uncle to repair the wrong I have done my mafter;
but what of Millwood ! muft[ expofe her too? up.
generous and bafe! then heaven requires it not—
but heaven requires that I forfake her.  'What ! ne.
ver {fee her more! Does heaven require thati—|
hope I ‘may fee her, and heaven not be offended,
Prefamptuous hope ! —dearly already have I provd
my frailty 5 fhould I once more tempt heav’n, |
may be let fall, never to rife again.—Yet fhall |
leave her, forever leave her, and not'let her know
the caufe ? fhe who loves me with fuch a bound-
Iefs paffion! - Can cruelty be duty ? 1 judge of
what fhe then muft feel, by what I now endure
The love of life, and fear of fhame, oppos’d by
inclination ftrong as death or fhame, like wind and
tide in raging confli&® met, when neither can pre-
vail, keep mein doubt: how then canI determine?

I

Enter THOROWGOOD.

THOROWGOOD.

Without 2 caufe affign’d or notice given, toab-
fent yourfelf laft night, was a fault, young man,
and I came to chide you for it, but hopeI am pre-
vented. That modeft blufh, the confuficn {o-vifi-
ble in your face, fpeak grief and fhame : when we
haye
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have offended heaven, it requires no m"rc“ and
fhall man, who needs himfeli to be forgiven, be
harder to appeafe i —If my pardon or love ‘be of
moment to your peace, look up fecure of both.
BARNWETLL.

This goodnefs has o’ercome me. [dfide] O
fir, you know not the nature and extent of my of-
fence; and I hm d abufe your miftaken bfmnh,r
to receive it. ‘Tho’ I had rather die than fpeak my
fhame; tho’ r'cJ\s could not hax re’d the guilty
fecret from my breaft, your kindnefs has.

THOROWGOOD.

Fnon-rh, enough 3 wnete’r}r it be, this concern
fhews you’re convinc’d, and I am fatisfied. How
pum;ul is tl e of guilt to an ingenuous mind !

shich it were pr udent not to
When we confider the frail condi-
7, it may raife our pity, not our
fhould go aftray ; when reafon
d to incl "1nm.], {fcarce
form’d, and wholly fted by experience, faint-
ly contends, or willingly becomes the flave of {fenfe.
The ftate of youth is much to be deplored; andthe
more'fo, becaufe they fee it not, being then to
danger moft exy when they are the leaflt pre-
par "d for their defence. [dfide.

BARNWELL.

It will be known, and you recall your pardon

and abhor me.

tion of hu:
wonder, tha
weak at the beft

<)

THOROWGOOD.

Inever will. - Yet be upon your guard in this
gay thoughtlefs : feafon of y{mrhtc, when the fenfe
of pleafure’s quick, and pni'mn high, the volup-
tous appetites, ra g and fierce, demand the

2 ftrongeft
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firongeft curb ; takeheed of a relapfe: when vice be,

comes habitual, the very power ofleaving it is lof, |

BARNWELL.,

Hear me, on my knees, eonfefs—

THOROWGOOD,

Not a fyllable more upon this fubje; it were
not mercy but cruelty, to hear what muft give you
uch torment to reveal. ‘

JARNWELL.
This generofity amazes and diftracts me,
THOROWG 00D,
e makes thee dearer tome than if thon
hadft never offended; whatever is your fault, of
yoi 3 % - 2
this I’'m certain ; ’twas harder for you to offend
than me to pardon. [Exit THOROWGOOD,
BARNWELL.

Villain! villain! villain! bafely to wrong foex-
cellent 2 man, Shou’d I again return to folly i~
detefted thought ! - but what of Millwood theni—
Why, Irenounce her;—Igive her up.--The ftrug-
gle’s over, and virtue has prevail’d. Reafon may
convince, butgratitude compels. This unlook’d-
for generofity has fav’d mefrom deftrution. [Goings

This remor

Enter a Footman.

FOOTM AN,

defire to fee you.
BARNWELL.

What fhon

upon ‘em, - |

o {fee’em.— Now e

1 PR 3
what a coward ha

7

F

(v

nan.| Methinks I
ry thing alarms me. —
thou made me? [Euxith
SCENE

v
n
AL

Sir, two ladies'from your uncle in the country

Ithey be? [4fde.] Tell themIll}
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SCENE I
Another Room in THorROWG00D s Houfe,
Mirrwoop and Lucy diftovered.
Enter Foorman,
FOOTM A N.

Ladies, he’ll wait upon you immediately.
MILLWOOD,.

*Tis very well.—Ithank you. [Exiz FoorMmax. :
Enter BARNWELL, :-.T ‘
EARNWELLL, '

Confufion! Millwood !

MILLWOOD.
That angr lrm‘.c tells me that here I’'m an enwel-
come gueft; I fear’d as much ;—the unhappy are
I:J C\"\.‘i‘}' \'s’hC]'C.
BARNWELL. b e

Will nothing but my utter ruin content you ?
MILLWOO0D,

. Unkind and cruel! loft myfelf, your happinefs
1s now my only care.
BARNWELL.

How did you gain admiffion ?
MILLWOOD,

Saying we were defir’d by your uncle tov ifitand

deliver 2 mell ge to you, we were receiv’d by the

family without fufpicion, and with much rci.mcl
conduéted here.

BARNWELL.
Whydid you come at all ?
Ver.: 1. K Miry-
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MILLWOOD.

I never fhall trouble you more: I’m come to take
my leave for ever. Such is the malice of my fate,
Igo hopelefs, defpairing ever to return. T his hour
is all I have left. One fhort hour is 21l T have to
beftow on love and you, for whom I thought the
longeft life too fhort.

BARNWELL.

Then we are met to part for ever ?

MILLWOOD.

Tt muft be fo. Yetthink not that time or-ab.
fence fhall ever put a period to my grief, or make
me love you lefs; tho’ I muft leave you, yetcon-
demn me not.

BARNWELL.

Condemn you? no, I approve your
and rejoice to hearit; ’tis julft—’tis neceflary—
I have well weigh’d and found it {o.

LU.C-X,
P’m afraid the young manhas more fenfe than fhe

thought he had. [4fids,

BARNWELL.

Before you came, I had determin’d never to feé |

you more,
MILLWOOD.,
Confufion!— [4fides
LUCY.
Ay ! we are all out; thisisa turnfo unexpeded,
that I fhall make nothing of my part; they muft

e’en play the {fcene betwixt themfelves. [ Ajide

MILL
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MILLWOOD.

*Twas fome relief to think, tho’ abfent, you
would love me ftill; butto find, tho’ fortune had
been indulgent, that yon, more cruel and incon-
ftant, had refolved to caft me off—This, as I ne-
ver cou’d expelt, I have notlearnt to bear.

BARNWELL.
[ am forry to hear you blame inme a refolution
that fo well becomes us both.
MILLWOOD,
I have reafon for what I do, but you have none.
B'A'RNWE!LL.

Can we want a reafon for parting, who have fo

many to wifth we never had met?
MILLWOOD.

Look onme, Barnwell; am I deform’d or old,
that fatiety fo foon fucceeds enjoyment ? nay, laok
again ; am I not the whom yefterday you thought
the faireft and the kindeft of her fex? .whofe hand,
trembling with exta{y, you preft and moulded thus,
while on my eyes you gazed with fuch delight, as
if defire increas’d by being fed.

BARNWELL.

No more ; let me repent my former follies, if

poflible, without remembring what they were.
MILLWOOD,

Why ?
BARNWELL.

Such ismy frailty that ’tis dangerous.
MILLWOOD,.

Where is the danger, fince we are to part?

Kz Barn-
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BARNWELL.,
The thought of that already is too painful.
MILLWOOQOD,
If it be painful to part, then I may hope at leaft
you de not hate me?
BARNWELL.,
No—mno—I never faid I did—O my heart! —
MILLWOOD.
Perhaps you pity me?
BARNWELL,
I do—I do ———indeed I do.
MILLW®O©OD,
You’ll think npon me ?
BARNWEL L.
Doubt it not while I can think at all.
MILLWOQD.
You may judge an embrace at parting too great
a favour—though it would be thelaft. [He drauws
back.] A look fhall then {uflice— farewell —for
€Ver. [Exeant MiLLwOOD and Lucy,
3ARNWELL.
If to refolve to {fuffer be to conquer
conquer’d. Painful vittory!

Re-emter MirLLwoop and Lucy.

MILLWOOD,

One thing Thad forpot ; —I never muft return to
my own houfe again. This I thought proper to let
you know, left your mind fhould change, and you
fhou’d feek in vain to find me there. Forgive me
this fecond intrufion ; I only came to give you this
caution, and that perhaps was needlels.

B A RN':

I have §
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BA'RNWELL.

I hope it -was, yet it is kind, and I muft thank
you for it.

MILL WOOD,

My friend, your arm. [75 Lucy.] NowIam
gone for ever. [ Going.
BARNWELL.

One thing more—{ure there’s no danger in my
knowing where you go ? if you think otherwife—
MILLWOOD,

Alas! [#eeping.

L OiICYs

We are right I find 5 that’smy cue. [A/fde.] Ah!
dear fir, fhe’s g:)i:}g fhe knows not whither; but 2o
the mutt.

BARNWELL,

Hamanity obliges me to with you well ; why

will you thusexpole yourfelf to needlefs troubles #
LU €Y,

Nay, there’s no help forit: fhe muft quit the
town immediately ; and the kingdom as foon as
poflible ; it was no {mall matter, you may be fure,
that could make her refolve to leave you.

MILLWOOD.

No more, my friend; fince he for whofe dear
fakealonel fuffer, and am content to fuffer, is kind
and pities me. Whene’er [ wander through wilds
and deferts benighted and forlorn, that thought fhall
give me comfort.

BARNWELL.

For my fake! O tell me how; which way am I

focurs’d as to bring fuch roin on thee?

K3 MiLL-
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MILLWOOD.
No matter, I am contented with my lot.
BARNWELL.
Leave me not in this incertainty.
MILLWOOD,
g [lis I have faid too much.
i BARNWELL,
How, how am I the caufe of your undoing ?
MILLWOOD. |
T'o know it will but increafe your troubles.
BARNWELL.
My troubles can’t be greater than they: are,
LUCY.
Well, well, fir, if the won’t fatisfy you, T will.
BARNWELL.
I 2am 'bound to you beyond exprefiion.
MILLWOOD.
Remember, fir, that I defir'd you not to hear
it.
BARNWELL.
Begin, and eafe my racking expectation.
LUCY.

Why, you muft know, my lady here wasan only
child ; but her parents dying while fhe was young, |
left her and her fortine (no inconfiderable one, I |
aflure you) to the carcof a gentleman, who hasd
good eftate of his own.

MILLWOOD. |

Ay, ay, the barbarous man is rich enough ; but
what are riches when compar’d to love ?

LUCY.
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For a while he perform’d the office of a faithful
guardian, {ettled her in a houfe, hir’d her {fervants
—Bu* you have feen in what manner fhe liv’d, fo
Ineec {ay no more of that,
MILLWOOD.
How I fhall live hereafter, heaven knows.
LU G ¥a
All things went on as one con’d with ; till, fome
time ago, his wife dying, he fell violently in love
with his charge, and wou’d fain have marry’d her:
now the man is neither old nor ugly, but a good
perfonable fort of a man, but I don’t know how it
was, fhe cou’d never endure him; in fhort, her ill
ufage fo provok’d him, that he brought in an ac-
count of his executorfhip ; wherein he makes her
debtor to him

Y
W

MILLWOOD.

A trifle in itfelf, but more than enough to ruin
me, whom, by this injuft account, he had {trip’d of
all before,

LUCY,

Now fhe having neither money, nor friend, ex-
cept me, who am as unfortunate as herfelf, he
compell’d her to pafs his account, and give bond
for the fum he demanded ; but fill provided hand-
fomely for her, and continued his courtfhip, till
being inform’d by his {pies (truly I fufpett fome in
her own family) that you were entertain’d at her
houfe, and ftay’d with her all night, he came this
morning mving and ftorming like a madman, talks
no moreof marriage ; {o there’s no hopes of mak-
ing up matters that way, but vows her ruin, unlefs
fhe’ll allow him the fame favour that he fuppofes fhe
granted you.

K 4 Barn-
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BARNWELL.
Muft {he be ruin’d, or find her refuge in ano-
ther’s arms?

THE

MILLWOOD.
He gave me but an hour to refolve in ; that's
happily fpent with you---and now I go---

BARNWELL.

To be expos’d to all the rigours of the various
feafons; the fummer’s parching heat, and winter’s
cold ; unhous’d, to wander, friendlefs, thro’ the
unhofpitable world, in mifery and want; attended
with fear and danger, and purfu’d by malice and
révenge; wou'dft thouendure all this for me, and
can I do nothing, nothing to prevent it ?

LGB "
’Tisreally a pity there can be no way found out,
BARNWELL.

O where are all my refolutions now ? like early
vapours, or the morning dew, chas’d by the fun’s
warm beams they’re vanifh’d and loft, as tho’ they
had never been.

s PR B 010/

Now I advis’d her, fir, to comply with the gen-
tleman, that wou’d not only put an end to her
troubles, but make her fortune atonce.

BARNWELL,

Tormenting fiend away- I had rather perifh;
nay, fee her perifh, than have her fav’d by him. 1
will myfelf prevent her ruin; tho’ with my own.
A moment’s patience---I'll feturn immediately.

[Fxit BARNWELL:

LUEY:
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L.U.C°%.

*Twas well you came; or, by whatl can PEICELVE,

you had loft him.
MILLWOOD,

That, I muft confefs, was a danger I did not
forefee ; I was only afraid he fhould have come
without money. You know a houfe of entertain-
ment, like mine, isnot keptwithout expence.

T

That’s very true; but then you fhould be reafon-
able in your demands; ’tis pity to difcoarage a
young man,

MILLWOOD,

Leave that to me.

Re-enter BARNWELL awith a Bag of Money.

BARNWELL.

What am I about to do? now you, who boaft
yeur reafon all-fufficient, fuppofe yourfelves in my
condition, and determine for me; whether 1t’s
right to let her fuffer for my faults, or, by this
finall addition to my guilt, prevent the ill effects
of whatis paft.

LUC Y.
Thefe young finners think every thing in the
ways of wickednefs fo ftrange — But I con’d tell

him that this is nothing but what’s very common :
for one vice as naturally begets another, as a father
a fon :---But he’ll find out that himfelf, if helives
long enough. [ Afide.
BARNWELL.

Here, take this, and witlit purchafe your deli-
verance ; return to your houfe, and live in peace
and f{afety.

Ci

MILLWOOQD.




138 THE HISTORY OF

MILLWOOD.
So I may hope to fee you there again?
BARNWELL.

Anfwer me not, but fly, left, in the agonies of
myremorfe, I take again what is not mine to give,
and abandon thee to wantand mifery,

MILLWOOD.

Say but you'll come,

BARNWELL,

You are my fate, my heaven, or my hell ; only
leave me now, difpnfe of me hereafter as you pleafe.
[ Exeunt MiLLwoOD and LUCY.] What have [
done?— Were my refolutions founded on reafon,
and fincerely made ? why then has heaven fuffer’d
me to fall ? T fought not the occafion; and if my
heart deceives me not, compaflion and generofity
were my motives. Isvirtue inconfiftent with itfelf,
or are vice and virtue only empty names? or do
they depend on accidents beyond our power to
produce, or to prevent; whereinwe have no part,
and yet muft be determin’d by the event ?— Buat why
fhould T attempt to reafon? Allis confufion, hor-
ror and remorfe. I find I am Ioft, caft down from
all my late erefted hopes, and plunged again in
guilt, yetfcarce know how orwhy:

Such undiftingaifh’d horrors make my brain,
Like hell, the feat of darknefs and of pain.

[Exits
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A C T AL
SCENE L /

A Room in THOROWGO0OD s Houfe.
THOROWGOOD and TRUEMAN.

THOROWGOOD.
ETHINKS I woun’d not have you only
learn the method of merchandize, and prac-

fife it hereafter merely as a means of gettingwealth;
'iwill be well worth your pains to ftady it as a
{cience, to fee how it is founded in reafon, and
the nature of things; how-it promotes humanity,
as 1t has open’d and yet keeps up an intercourfe
between nations, far remote from one another in
{itnation, cuftoms and religion ; promoting arts
induftry, peace and plenty; by mutual benefits
diffufing mutual love from pole to pole.
TRUEMAN.

Something of this I have confider’d, and hope,
by your afliftance, -to extend my thoughts much far-
ther. I have obferv’d thofe countries, where trade
is promoted and encouraged, do not make difcove-
ries to deftroy, but to improve mankind ; by love
and friendfhip to tame the fierce, and polith the
moft favage; to teach them the ach'ﬁ.ht::gcs of
honeft traffick by taking from them, with their own
confent, their ufelefs fuperfluities; and giving them,
in return, what, from their ignorance in mutual
arts, their fitudtion, or fome other accident, they
ftand in need of. '

THOROWGOOD,

>Tis juftly obferv’d. The populous Raft, luxu-

e
tiant, abounds with glittering gems, bright pearls,
aromatick
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aromatick {pices, and h::a]sh-rcihu'ing c!rugs : thei

late found weftern world’s rich earth glows with
unnumber’d veins of gold and filver ore. On every
climate, and on every country, heaven has beftow-
ed fome good peculiar to itfelf. It is the induftrions
nerchant’s bufinefs to colleét the varions bleffings of
each foil and climate 3 and; with the produét of the
whole, to enrich his native country.—Well ! T haye
examin’d your accounts : they are not only juft,
as I have always found them, but regularly kept,
and fairly enter’d. I commend your diligence,
Method in bufinefs is the fureft guide. " He who
negleéts it frequently ftumbles, and always wan-
ders perplex’d, uncertain, and in danger. Are
Barnwell’s accounts ready for my infpefion? ke
does not ufe to be the laft on thefe beeafions.
TRUE MAN.

Upon receiving your orders he retir’d, I thought
in fome confufion.—If you pleafe, I'll go and
haften him.—1I hope he hasn’t been guilty of any
neglect.

THOROWGOOD.
I am now going to the Exchan

ge ; lethim know,
at my retuin, I expect to find hi

mready. [Eweunt.
Enter Mar1a «wwith a ook, Jits and reads.
MARTIA,

How forcible is troth ! the weakef mind, in-
fpir’d with love of that, fix’d and colleéted in it-
felf, with indifference beholds the united force of
earth and hell oppofing : fuch fouls are rais’d above
the fenfe of pain, or fo fupported, that they regard
it not. The martyr cheaply purchafes his heaven;
imall are his fufferings, great is his reward : Not
fo the wretch that combates love with du ty s when

z the
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the-mind, we eaken’d and diffolv’d by the foft 1)1r—
fion, feeble and lmpuhn, op vof’s its own de !UL-..
What isan hour, a day, 2 year oprm to a whole
life of tortures, fuchas thefe ?

Enter TRUEMAN.
TRUEMAN.

O Barnwell ! —O my friend ! how art thou
fallen !

MARTA.

Ha ! Barnwell! what of him ? fpeak, {ay, what
of Barnwell !

TRUEMAN.

’Tis not to be coneceal’ d: I’ve news to tell of
him that will afilict your generous father, yourfelf,
and all who know him,

MARIA.,

Defend usheaven | —

TRUEMAN.
I cannot {peak it.—See there.

[Trueman giwes a lerter ; Maria reads.

¢« T KNOW my abfence will furprize my ho-
nour’d mafter, and yourfelf ; and the more,
when you fhall underftand that the reafon of my
withdrz ":ngr, is my having embezzled part of
the cath with which I was entrufted. After this,
’tis needlefs to inform .you that I intend never
to return again : theugh this might have been
known, lw(_vummnn my accounts ; yet to pre-
vent that unn"ccﬁ‘r-x tronble, and tocut off all
fruitlefs expectations of my return, I have left
this from the loft

~ "
n "

~
-

~

¢« GEORGE BARNWELL,”
TR U E-
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TRUE MAN, &

Loft indeed! yet how he fhould be guilty of
what he there charges himfelf withal, raifes m
wonder equal to my grief. Never had youth a
higher fenfe of virtue; juftly he thought, and as
he thonght he practifed: never was life more re.
gular than his ; an underfanding uncommon at
his years ; an open,’ generous manlinefs of temper
his manners eafy, unaffeted and engaging.

MARTIA.

"This and much more you might have faid with
truth. He was the delight of every eye, and joy
of every heart that knew him.

TRUEMAN.

Since fuch he was, and was my friend, canl
fupport his lofs 7—See the faireft and happieft maid
this wealthy city boafts, kindly condefcendsto weep
for thy unhappy fate, poor ruin’d Barnwell!

MARTIA.

T'rueman, do you think a foul {o delicate as his, |
fo fenfible of fhame, can e’er fubmit to live a flave
tovice ?

TRUEMA N.

Never, never. So well T know him, I’m fure
this aft of his, {ocontrary to his nature, muft have
been canfed by fome unavoidable neceflity,

MARIA.
Is there no means yet to preferve him ?
TRUEMAN. ;

Ol that there were.— But few men-recover rept-
tation loft, a merchantnever, Nor wou’d he, I fear,
tho’ I thould find him, ever be bmught to look his
injus’d mafter in the face,

MARIA
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MARTIA.
I fear as much, and thercfore would never have
my father kknow it.
TRUEMAN.
That’s impofiible.
MARIA.
What’s the fam ?
TRUEMAN.
’Tis confiderable : T’ve mark’d it here, to fhew
it, with the letter, to your father at his return.
: M AR IA. :
If I fhould fupply the money, cou’d you {o dif-
pofe of that, and the account, as to conceal this

‘unhappy mifmanagement from my father ?

TRUEMA N,

Nothing more eafy. —But can you intend it ? wall
you fave a helplefs wretch from ruin ¢ Oh ! 'twere
an aét worthy fuch exalted virtoe as Maria's—
Sure heaven, in mercy to my friend, inlpired the
generous thought. X

MARTIA:

‘Doubt not but I would purchafe fo greata hap-
pinefs at a much dearer price : —but how fhall he
be found ?

; TRUEMAN.

' Truft to my diligence for that. In the mean
time, I’l] conceal his abfence from your father, or
find {fuch excufes forit, that the real caufe fhall

- never be {ufpetted.

MARTA.
In attempting to fave from fhame, one whom
we hope may yet resurn to virtue, to heaven, and
you
4 >
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you, the only witnefles of this a&ion, I appeal,
whether I do any thing miﬂ)ccoming my fex and
charadter.

TRUEMAN.

Earth muft approve the deed, and heaven, [
doubt not, will reward it.

MARTIA,

If heaven fucceeds it, I am well rewarded. A
virgin’s fame is {ullied by fufpicion’slighteft breath:
and therefore as this muft be a fecret from nry fa.
ther and the world, for Barnwell’s fake, for ming,
let it be fo to him.

SCENE IL
A Room in MirLwoon’s Houfe.
Enter LUCY anp BLUNT.
L conies!

Well ! what do you think of Millwood’s con-
du& now ?

B=EiU=Ne"Ee

Town it is furprizing : I don’t know which to
admire moft, her feign’d or his real pafion ; tho’
T have fometimes been afraid that her avarice wond
difcover her; but his youth and want of experience
make it the eafier to impofe on him.

EX=Cvs

No, itis his love. To dohim juftice, notwith-
ftanding his youth, he don’t want underftanding:
but you men are much eafier impos’d on, in thefe
affairs, than your vanity will allow you to believe.
Let me fee the wifeft of you all as much in love
with me, as Barawell is with Millwood, and I’llen-
gage to makeas great a fool of him.

BLUNT,
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B U N-T.

And all circumitances confider’d, to make as

much money of him too ?
LRCRY,.

Ican’t anfwer for that. FHer artifice in making
him rob his mafter at firft, and the various ftrata-
gems, by which fhe has obliged him to continue
that courfe, aftonifh even me;, who know her o well.

BRI NG

But then you ate to confider that the money was
his mafter’s,

LUiC Y,

There was the difficulty of it. Had it been his
own it had been nothing., Were the world his
fhe might have it for a {mile: but thofe golden
days are done 3 he’s ruin’d; and Millwood’s hopes
of farther profits there at an end.

BLUNT.

That’sno more than we all expetted.

RGeS
Being call’d by his mafter, to make up his ac-
counts, he was forc’d to quit his houfe and fervice,
and wifely flies to Millwood for relief and enter-
tainment.

BLUNT.:

I .have not heard of this before ! How did fhe
recelve him ?

LuUcCy,

As you would expe&. She wonder’d what he
meant, was aftonifh’d at his impudence, and with
an air of modefty peculiar to herfelf, fwore
heartily, that fhe’ never faw him before, that fhe
Put me out of countenance.

Veor. L L Biunt
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BL UNT.

That’s much indeed : but how did Barnwell he,
have?

LUC Y.

He griev’d, and at length, enrag’d at this bar-
barous treatment, was preparing to be gone:
when, making towards the door, he fhow’d a fum
of money, which he had brought from his mafter’s,
the laft he’s ever likely to have from thence.

ELUNT.

But then Millwood ?

L T CrY,

Ay, fhe, with her ufual addrefs, retarn’é to het
old arts of lying, i'\!.'Cari.n_g and diffembling : l}ung
on his neck, wept, and {wore ’twas meant in jeft;
’till the amorous youth melted into tears, threw the
money into her lap, and {wore he had rather die
than think her falfe.

BLUNT.

Strange infatuation !

LUCY.

But what follow’d was firanger ftill.  As doubfs
and fears follow’d by reconcilement ever increale
love where the paffion is fincere ; fo in him it caus'd
fo wild a tran{port of exceflive fondnefs, fuch joy,
fuch grief, fuch pleafure, and fuch anguith, that
nature in him feem’d finking with the weight, and
the charm’d foul difpos’d to quit his breaft for hers
—juft then, when every paflion with lawlefs anar
chy prevail’d, and reafon was in the raging tems

pelt loft, the cruel, artful Millwood prevail’d up: |
on the wretched youth to promife—what] tremble *

but to think on.
BLUNT:
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B.L U NT.
I amamaz’d! whatcan it be ?
LEUZCEY.,

You will be more fo, to hear it is to attempt the

life of his neareft relation, and beft benefadtor,—
BLUNT. :

His uncle! whom we have often heard him
ipeak of as a gentleman of a large eftate, and fair
character in the country, where he lives,

LUIClY,

The fame.  She was no fooner poffefled of the
laft dear purchafe of his ruin, buther avarice, in-
fatiate as the grave, demanded this horrid facri.
fice.—Barnwell’s near relation, and unfiifpected
virtue muft give too eafy means to feize the good
man’s treafure: whofe blood muft feal the dreadful
fecret, and prevent the terrors of her guilty fears.,

BLUNT.

Isit pofiible fhe cou’d perfuade him to do an ad
like that? he is by nature honeft, grateful, coma
paflionate and generous : and tho’ hislove and her
artful perfuafions, have wrought him to practife
what he moft abhors; yet we all can witnefs for
him, with what reluftance he has fill comply’d:
fo many tears he fhed o’er each offence, as might,
if poffible, {anétify theft, and make a merit of a
crime,

LU CY.

*Tis true, at the naming the murder of his uncle,
he ftarted into rage ; and breaking from her arms,
where fhe’till then had held him, with well diffem-
bledloveand falfc endearments, call’d hercruel, mon-

»

Lz fter,
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fter, devil, and told her {he was born for*his de-
firuétion—fhe thought it not for her purpofe to
meet his rage with rage, but affected a moft paffi-
onate fit of grief; rail’d at her fate, and curs’d
her wayward ftars, that ftill her wants fhould force
her to prefs him to act fuch deeds s fhe muft needs
abhor, as well as he; but told him neceflity had
no law, and loye no bounds; that therefore he ne-
ver truly lov’d, but meant in her neceffity to for-
fake her ;— then kneel’d and fwore, that fince, by
his refufal, he had given her caufe to doubt his
love, fhe never wow’d fee him mose ; unlefs, to
prove it true, he rob’d his uncle to fupply her
wants, and murder’d him, to keep it from difgos
very.

BLUNT,

T am aftonifh’d ! whatfaid he?

LU EY.

Speechlefs he ftood ; but in his face you might
have read, that variouspaffions tore his very foul.
Oft he, inangnifh, threw his eyes towards heaven,
and then as.often bent their beams on her; then
wept and groan’d, and beat his troubled breaft;
at length, with horror, not to be exprefs’d, he cry'd,
thou curfed fair! havel not given dreadful proofs
of love? what drew me from my youthful inno-:
cence, to ftain my then unfpotted foul, but love?
what caufed me to rob my worthy gentle malfter,
but curfed love? what makes me now a fugitive
from his fervice, loath’d by myfelf, and fcorn’d by
all the world, but love ¥ what fills my eyes with
tears, my foul with torture, never felt on this fide
death before ? why love, love, love. And why,
aboveall, doT refolve (for tearing his hair he cry'd
1 do refolve) to kill my un¢le:?

BLUNT.

!
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BLUNT.

Was the not moved ? It makes me weep to hear
the fad relation.

LU ey,

Yes —with joy, that fhe had gain’d her point,—
Shegamhnn no time to cool, but urg’d him to dt-
tempt it inftantly. He’s now gone; if he per-
forms it and Lfc'lpes, there’s more money for her ;
if not he’ll ne’er return, and then fhe’s fairly rxd
of him.

BLUNT.
’Tis time the world were rid of fuch a monfter.
i 7l L fi e Eey
" If we don’t do 6éur endedvouré to prevent this
mufder, we areas bad as fhe.
BLUNT:
T'm afraid it is too late.
LU CYs

Perhaps not. Her barbarity to Barnwell makes
e _hate her. We have run too great a length
with her already.—I did not think her or myfelf {o
wicked as I find, upon refletion, we are,

BLUNT,.

*Tis true, we have all been too much fo.—But
there is fomething fo horrid in murder, that all
other crimes feem nothmcr when compqlcd to that,
—I wou’d not be 1nv01v’d in the guilt of that fot
all the world.

: : LUC Y.

Nor I, heaven Lnows,—thcﬂefo:e let us clear

ourfclve:;, by doing all that is in our power to pre-

ventit, Ihave _]Llﬂ: thought of a way, thatto me
L 3 feems
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feems probable. Will you join with me to dete&
this cars’d defign ?

BILUN:-T.
. With all my heart. - He who knows of a murder
intended to be committed, and does not difcover
1t, 1n the eyeof the law, and reafon, is a mur-
derer,

LGV

Let us.Iofe no time ; T’ll acquaint you with the

particulars as we go. Exeunt,

USHCE N BT
< Walt at Jome Diftance from a Country Sear.

BARNWELL,

A difmal gloom obfcures the face of day ; either
the {un has ilipt behind a cloud, or journeys down
the weit of heaven, with more than common fpeed,
to avoid the figcht of what I am doom’d to act,
Since I fet forth on this accurs’d defign, where'er
I tread, methinks the folid earth trembles beneath
my feet. Yonder limpid ftream, whofe hoary fall

has made a natural cafcade, asI pafs’d by, in dole- *
P )

ful accents feem’d to murmur-—Murder. The
earth, the air, and water feem’d concern’d;
but that’s not ftrange, the world is punifh’d, and
nature feels a fhock, when Providence permits a
good man’s fall ! —Juft heaven! Then what fhould
I'be! for him that was my father’s only brother,
and fince his death has been to me a father, who
took me up an infant, and an orphan ; rear’d me
with tendereft care, and fill indulged me ‘with
moft paternal fondnefs ;—yet here I ftand avow’d
his deftin’d murderer : —I ftiffen with horror at my
own impiety ;—'tis yet unperform’d.—What if I
; quit
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quit my bloody purpofe, and Hytlhc place! [Going,
then flops.]—But whither, O whither fhall I'fly! —
My malfter’s once friendly doors are ever fhut
againft me ; and without money Millwood will ne-
ver {fee me more, and lifeis not to beendured with-
out her:—She’s got fuch firm poffeffion of my
heart, and governs there with fuch defpotic fivay
—Ay, there’s the caufe of all my fin and forrow:
—'Tis more than love ; ’tis the fever of the foul,
and madnefs of defire.—In vain does nature, rea-
fon, confcience, all oppofe it; the imp:—;:uous paf-
fion bears down all before it, and drives me on to
luft, to theft and murder.— Oh confcience ! feeble
guide to virtue; thou only fhew’ft us when we go
aftray, but wanteft power to {top us in our courfe,
—Ha! in yonder thady walk I fee my uncle - He’s
alone. —Now for my difguife — [ Plucks out a Vigor. |
Thisis his hour of private meditation. Thus dail

he prepares his foul for heaven —whilft I—But
what have I to do with heaven! ha! no ftruggles,
confcience J ;

Hencel'hence, remorfe, and ev’rythoughtthat’s pood;
The ftorm that luft began, muft end in blood,

[Puts on the wizor, draws a Piftel, and  [Exit.

SCENE 1IV.
A clofe Walk in a Wood.
UNCLE.

If T were fuperflitious, I fhou’d fear fome dan-
ger lurk’d unfeen, or death were nigh. A heavy
melancholy clouds my fpirits; my imagination is
fill’d with ‘ghaftly forms of dreary graves, and bo-
dies chang’d by “death; when the pale lengthen’d
vifage attracts each weeping eye, and fills the mu-

L 4 fing




152 THE HISTORY OF
fing foul at once with griéf and horror, pity and
averfion. I will indulge the thought. The Wwife
man prepares himfelf for death, by making it fii;
miliaf to his mind, When ftrong refletions Hold
the mirror near; and the lving in the dead behold
their fature {elves,” how does each inordinate paflion
and defire ceafe, or ficken at the view? the mind
fcarce moves; the blood, curdling and chilld,
creeps flowly thro’ the.veins: fix’d, fiill, and mo-
tionlefs we ftand, fo like the {olemn objeét of out
thoughts, we are almoft at prefent—what we mult
be hereafter; till curiofity awakes the foul, and
fetsit on enquiry. [Enter Grorce Barwwery at
@ diffarce.] O death, thou ftrange myfteriobs
poiwer; feen every day, yet never underftood but by
the incommunicative dead, what art thon? thé
extenfive mind of man, that with a thought circles
the earth’s vaft globe, finks to the centre, or
afcends above the ftars, that worlds exotic finds, or
thinks it finds, thy thick clonds attempt to pafsin
vain : loft and bewilder’d in the horrid gloom, de-
feated fhe returns more doubtful than before; of
nothing certain—but of labour |oft.

[During this fpeech, BARNWELL fometimes pre-
 fents the piffol, and draws it back again.
BARNWELTL:
Oh, ’tis impOﬂEbicP [z‘bra-:':.?;_'g down the piffal,
Uzncle flarts and attempis to draw bis foordi—
UNCLE.,
A manfo near me, arm’d and mafqu’d !—
3
BARNWELL.
Nay, then there’s no retreat,
[Plucks a poniard from bis bofom and fabs bint,

UNCLEs
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U N GL E.

Oh! I am {lain! all gracions heaven regard the

rayer of thy dying fervant: blefs, with the choiceft
bleffings, my dearéft nephew : forgive my murder-
gr, and take my fleeting foul to endlefs mercy.

[BARNWELL #hroavs off bis Mafk, runstd him,

and Fuceling by bim, raifes and chafes bim.
BARNWELL.

Expirihg faint! Oh, murdei’d, mattyr’d ancle!
fift up your dying eyes, and view your fniephicivin
your murderer.—O do rot lodk fo tenderly apon
me—Let indignation lightén from your eyes, and
blaft me er¢ you die.— By heaven he weeps in pity
of my woes.—Tears—Tears, for blood.—The
murder’d, in “the agonies of death, weeps for his
murderer.—O! fpeak your pious purpofe;—pro-
nounce my pardon then, and take me withyou,—
He wou’d but cannot.— @ why, v fuch fond af-
feftion, do you prefsmy i What!
willyoukifsme? [Barnwe ; , who
- groans and dies.] Life, that hover’d on his lips but
till he had feal’d my pardon, in that kifs expir’d.
He’s gone for ever,- and oh! I follow — [ Swwosns
away upon bis Uncle’s dead z’)a:’._’)’.] Do I ftill live to
prefs the fuffering bofom of the earth ?—Do T 1til
bteathe, and taint with my infe&ious breath the
wholefome air?—Let heaven, from its high throne,
in juftice or in mercy, now look down on that dear
murder’d faint, and me the murderer; and, if his
vengeance {pares, let pity ftrike and end my
wretched being.—Maurder the worlt of crimes, and
parricide the worft of murders, and this the worft
of parricides. Cain, who ftands on record from
the birth of time, and muft to its laft final perio
as accurs’d, flew a brother favour’d above him:

4 Detefted
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|
Detefted Nero, by another’s hand, difpatch'd 4

mother, that he fear’d and hated : but I, with my
own hand, have murder’d a brother, mother, fi.
ther, and a friend ; moft lm-'ing and belov’d. —Thjs
execrable a& of mine’s withouta parallel.— O mgy

it ever ftand alone, the laft of murders, as it isthe
worit.

Therich man thus, in torment and defpair,
Prefer’d his vain, but charitable prayer.

The fool, his own foul loft, wou’d fain be wife
For others good ; but heaven his fuit denies,
By laws and means well known we ftand or fall;
And one eternal rule remains for all.
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A G AN
SCENT L
A Room in THOROWGOOD’s Honfz.

MARTIA.

O W falfly do they judge, who cenfure orap-
E_ plaud, as we’re afflicted or rewarded here? I
know I am unhappy, yet cannot charge myfelf with
anycrime, more than the common frailties ofourkind,
that fhould provoke juft heaven to mark me out for
{uffesings fo uncommon and fevere. Falfly to ac-
cofe ourfelves, heaven muft abhor; then is it juft
and right that innocence thould fuffer, for heaven

- muft bejuftin all its ways. — Perhaps by that we are

kept from moral evils, much worfe than penal, or
more improv’d in virtue: or may not the lefferills
that we {uftain be made the means of greater good
to others # might all the joylefs days and fleeplefs
nights thatl have paft, but purchafe peace for thee,

Thou dear, dear caufe of all my grief and pain,
Small were the lofs, and infinite the gain ;

Tho’ to the grave, in fecret lovel pine,

So life and fame, and happinefs were thine.

Enter TRUEMAN.
What news of Barnwell ?
TRUEMAN.
None. I have fought him with the greateft di-
ligence butall in vain.
MARTIA.
! Dm:s my father yet fufpet the caufe of his ab-
ence

T R UE~
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IT'RUEMAN.
Allappear’d {d juft and fair to him, it is not pof-

fible he ever thou’d ; but his abfence will no longer |
be conceal’d. Your father’s wife; and tho’ e |

feems to hearken to the friendly excufes I won'd |

make for Barnwell ; yet, I am afraid, he regards

them only as fuch, withont fuffering them to infln.
ence his judgment.

M ARIA.

How does the unhappy youth defeat all our de. |

figns to ferve him ! yet I can never repent what we
have done., Shou’d he return, ’twill' make hisre.
conciliation with'my father eafier, and preferve hin
from future reproach, from a malicious unforgivisg
world.

Enter THOROWGOOD anp LUCY,
THOROWGOOD.

This woman lere has given mea fad, and (bating
fome cireumftances) too probable account of Bam-
well’s defection.

LUCY.

I am fofry, Sir, that my frank confeflion of my
ormer ;unhappy courfe of life fhould caufe youfd
ufpect my truth on this occafion.

THOROWGOOD,

It 1s not that ; your confeffion has in it all the
appearance of truth. [ #iem.] Among many
other particulars; (he informs me that Barnwellhas
been influenced to break his traft, and wrong me)
at feveral times, of confiderable fums of monéy;
now, as I know this to be falfe, I wou'd fain doubt
the whole of her relation— too dreadful — to be

willingly believ'd,

§

MARIA

———
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MARTITA,

Sir, your pardon ; Ifind myfelf on a fudden fo
ir.dii'pofecl, that I muft retive.—Providence oppofes
all attempts to fave him.—Poor ruip’d Barnwell! —

Wretched loft Maria ! [Afide. Exir Maria.
THOROWGOOD.

How am I diftrefs’d on every fide ! Pity for that
unhappy youth, fear forthe life of a much valued
friend-——and then my child — the only joy and
hope of my declining life ! —Her melancholy in-
creafes hourly, and gives me pain{‘ul apprehen-
fions of her lofs—O Trueman ! this perfon informs
me, that your friend, at the inftigation of an im-

olswoman, is gone to rob and murder his vene-
s ,is g

rable uncle,
TRUEMAN.

O execrable deed ! I am blafted with the horror
of the thought.

LY LY.
This delay may ruin all.
THOROWG 0O D.

What to door think I know not; that he ever
wrong’d me, I know is falfe ; the reft may be fo
too ; there’s all my hope.

TRUEMAN.

Truftnot to that ; rather fuppofe all truethan lofe
a moment’s time ; even now the horrid deed may
be a doing — dreadful imagination !—or it may
be done, and we be vainly debating on the means
to prevent what is already patt.

THOROWGOOD.

This earneftnefs convinces me that he knows

more than he has yet difcover’d. What, ho?

without
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without there ? who waits ? [Enter a Serwant.] O
der the groom to faddle the {wifteft horfe, and pre.
pare to {et out with fpeed : an affair of life anq
death demands his diligence, [Exit Seraam,]
For you, whofe behaviour on this occafion I haye 4
no time to commend as it deferves, I muft engage
your farther affiftance. Return and obferve thi
Millwood *till I come. I have your direttions, ang
will follow you as foon as poflible. [Exit Lugy,
, Trueman, you Iam fure will not be idle on this oc-
cafion. [Exit Trorowcoop,
TRUEMAN.
He only, who isa friend, can judge of my di.
firefs. [Exit.

S:C E-NCE II
Mirrwoop’s Houfe.

MILLWOOD,

&1 I with I knew the event of his defign ; — theat-
tempt without fuccefs would ruin him — Well | what
have I to apprehend from that? I fear too much.
The mifchief being only intended, his friends, in
pity of his youth, turn all their rage on me, |
thould have thought of that beforc.-—Suppofc the
deed done — then, and then only, Ifhall be fecure;
or what if :he returns without attempting it at all.
[Enter Barnwell bloody.] But he is here, and I
have done him wrong ; his bloody hands fhew he
has done the deed, but fhew he wants the prudence
to conceal it. ke :

BARNWELL,

Where fhall I hide me ? whither fhall I fly to
void the fwift ugerring hand of juftice ?

MILEWOOD,
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MILLWOOD.
' Difmifs your fears : tho’ thoufands had purfued
you to the door,:yet being enter’d here, you are
fafe as innocence. I have fuch a cavern, by art
fo cunningly contriv’d, that the piercing eyes of
jealoufy and revenge may fearch in vain, nor find
the entrance to the fafe retreat ; there will I hide
you if any danger’s near.

BARNWELL,

O hide me —from myfelf, if it be poffible 3 for
while I bear my ‘confcience in my bofom, tho’ I
were hid where man’s eye never faw, norlight e’er
dawn’d, ’twere all in vain. For oh! that inmate,
thatimpartial judge, willtry, convittand fentence
me for murder, andexecute me with never ending
torments. Behold thefe hands all crimfon’d o’er
with my dear uncle’s blood ! Here’s a fight to make
a ftatue ftart with horror, or turn a living man into
a ftatue.

MILLWOOD.
Ridiculous! Then it feems you are afraid of

_your own fhadow; or, what’s lefs than a fhadow,

your confeience,
BARNWELL.
Tho’ to man unknown I did the accurfed a&,
what can we hide from heaven’s all fecing eye ?
MILLWOOD.
No more of this ftuff; —what advantage have
you made of hisdeath or what advantape may vet
e gl g Y. ye
be made of it # Did you fecure the keys of his
treafure ? thofe, no doubt, were about him ; what
gold, whatjewels, orwhat elfe of value have you
brought me ? i
BARN-
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Think you T added facrilege to murder? Oh!
had yon feen him as his life flowed from him ina
crimfon flood, and heard him praying for me by
the double name of nephew and of murderer : (alas;
alas! he knew not then that his nephew was his
murderer) how wou’d you have wilh’d asI did, the’
vou had a thoufand years of life to come to have
given them all to have lengthen’d his one hour ! but
being dead, I fled the fight of what my hands had
done’; norcou’d I, to have gain’d the empire of
the world, have violated, by theft, his facred corpfe.

MILLWOOD.

Whining, prepofterous, canting villain ! to mur-
der youruncle, rob him of life, nature’s firt, laft,
dear prerogative, after which there’s no injury 3
then fear to take what he no longer wanted, and
bring tome your penury and guilt ! Do you think
Pl hazard my reputation ; nay, my life, to enter-
tain you ?

BARNWELL.

O Millwood ! - this from thee l—but I have done
—1If you hate me, if you wifh me dead, then are
you happy —foroh! ’tis fure my grief will quickly
end me.

MILLWOODPD.,

In his madnefs he will difcover all and involve
me in his ruin; we are on a precipice from whence
there’s no retreat for both— then to preferve myfelf
~—[Panfes.]—There is no other way—’tis dreadful
—but refleCtion comes too late when danger’s pref-
fing—and there’s no room for choice.—1t mult be
done. [Afide. Rings o bell. Enter a ferwant.]
Fetch me an officer and feize this villain, he has
con-
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confefs’d himfelf a 'murderer ; fhould I let. him
efcape, I juftly might be thought as bad as he.
[Exit Serwant.

BARNWELL.,

O Millwood ! fure you do not, cannot mean it,
Stop the meflenger, upon my knees I beg you'd
call Hiin back: *Tis fit I die indeed, but not by
you. I will this inftant deliver myfelf into the
hands of juftice, indeed I will; for death is all I
wilh : but thy ingratitude fo tears my wounded {oul,
’tis worfe ten thoufand times than death with tor-
tare.

MILLWOOD.

Call it what you will ; Iam willing to live, and
live fecure; which nothing but your death can war-
rant.

BARNWELL.

If there be a pitch of wickednefs that feats the
author beyond the reach of vengeance, you muft
be fecure. Bat what remains for me, butd difmhal
dungeon, hard galling fetters, an awful trial, and
an ignominious death——juftly to fall unpitied and
abhor’d.— After death to be {fufpended between
heaven and earth, a dreadful {pettacle, the warn-
ing and horror of a gaping crowd.— This I cou’d
bear, nay with not to avoid, had it byt come from
any hand but thine,

Enter BLunt, Officer and Attendants.
RE‘ILL\VOQD. ;
Heaven defend me ! conceal a murderer | here,
Sir, take this youth into your cuftody. ‘T accufe
him of murder, and will appear to make good my
chafge. 2 [They feize bim,

ey I, : M Bary-
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BA R'N“WE L L.

To whom, of what, or how fhall I complain?
I’ll not accufe her. The hand of heav’n isin it,
and this the punifhiment of Iuft and parricide.
Yet heaven, that juftly cuts me off, ftill fuffers her
to live; perhaps to punifh others ;—tremendous
mercy ! fo fiends are curs’d with immortality, to
be the executioners of heaven.

Be warn’d, yeyouths, who fee my fad defpair,

Avoid lewd women falfe as they are fair;

By reafon guided, honeftjoys purfue; %

162

The fair to honour, and to virtue true,
Juit to herfelf, will ne’er be falfe toyou.
By my example, learn to fhun my fate,
(How wretched is the man who’s wife too late !)
Ere innocence, and fame, and life be loft,
Here purchafe wifdom, cheaply, at my coft.
[Exeunt BArRnweLL, Officer a nd Attendants.
MILLWOOD.
Where’s Lucy? why is fhe abfent at fuch a
time ?
BLUNT.
Wou’d I had been fo too. Lucy willfoon be here;
and, I hope, to thy confufion; thou devil,!
MILLWOOD.
Infolent ! This to me? :
BLUNT.
The worft that we know of the devil 1s, that he
firft feduces to fin, and then betrays to punifhment.
[Exit BLunT,
MILLWOOD.
They difapprove of my conduét then, and mean

to take this opportunity to fet up for them{elveif—
/1 s
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My ruin is refolv’d ; — I fee my danger ; but fcorn

both it and them ; I was not born to fall by fuch

weak inftruments, [Geing.
Luter THOROWGOOD.
THOROWGOOD,

Where is the fcandal of her own fex, and curfe
of ours?

MILLWOOD,
What means this infolence ? Who do you feek 2
THOROWGOOD.
Millwood.
MILLWOOD,
Well, you have found her then.—I am Mill-
wood.
THOROWGOOD.

Then you are the moft impious wretch that e’er
the fun beheld.

MILLWOOD.

From your appearance, I fhou'd have expeéted
wifdom and moderation, but your manners bely
your afpeft. What is your bufinefs here ? I know
you not.

THOROWGOOD,

Hereafter you may know me better ;—1I am Barn-
well’s maiter,

MILLWOOD.

Then you are mafter to a villain 3 which, I
think, is not much to your credit.

THOROWG 0,0D,

Had he been as much above thy arts, as my cre-
dit is fuperior tothy malice, I need not have blufh’d
t0 own him,

M 2 MiLz-
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MILLWOOD,

My arts!—I don’t underftand you, Sir! if he
has:done amifs, what’sthat to me? was he my fer-
vant, or yours? —You fhou'd have taught him
better.

THOROWG OQ0OD.

Why fhou’d I wonder to find fuch uncon
impudence in one arrived-to {fuch-a heighto
ednefs ? when innocence is banifh’d, modefty
foon follows. Know, forcerefs, I'm not ignoran
of any of thy-arts, by which you firlt deceiv’d
the unwary youth: I know how, flep by ilep,
vou’ve led him. om,  (zc 1

lu@ant and unwilling)
from crime to crime; to this laft hormd act, which
3

.you contriv’d, and by your curfed. wiles even

forced him to commit.
MILLWOOD.

Ha ! Lucy has got the advantage, and accufed
me firft; unlefs I can turn the accufation, and fix
it upon her and Blung, Lamloft. - [ Afide.

THOROWGOQOOD.

Had T known your cruel defign fooner, it had
been prevented ; tofee you punifh’d as the law di-
refts 1s all that now remains. . Poor fatisfattion !
for he, innocent as he is, compar’d to you, muft
{fuffer too. Bat heaven, who.knows our frame, and
gracioufly diftinguifhes between frailty and prefump-
tion, will make-a difference, the’ man cannot .
who feesinot the heast; but only judges by theont-
ward action.

MDILLWOOD,

Ifind, Sir, we dreboth unhappy in our fervants.
I'was {urpriz’d at fuchill treatment, without caufe;
from a gentlemanof your appearance, and thFrc-

ore
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fore too haftily return’d it : for whichI afk your
pardon. I now perceive you have been {o far im-
pos’don, as to think me engaged in a former cor-
refpondence with your fervant; and, fome way or

other, acceffary to his undoing.

THOROWGO OD.

his guilt and all his fuffer

I charge yoy as the caufe, the fole caufe of all

of all he now en-

dures, and muft endure, till a violent and fhame-
ful death fhall put a dreadfal period to his life and

miferics together.

MILLWOOD,

*Tis very firange ; but who’s fecure from fc
dal and detraction ? So far from contributing tohis

ruin, I never {poke to him till fince that fatal dcci-

dent, w

ich T lament as much as you : ’tis true d

have a fervant, on whofe account he has of late

frequented my hoofe ; if fhe has abus’d m
opinion of her, am I to blame ? hasn’t B

done the fame by you?

cood
g

i}

THOROWGOOBR,

I hear you ; pray goon.

MILLWOOD.

I'have been informed he hada violent pafiion for
her, and fhe forhim ; buttillnow T alw aysthought
itinnocent; I know her poor, and given to expen-
five pleafures: now who can tell but fhe may have
. Influenced the amorous youth to commit this mar-
" der, to fupply her extravagancies ! it muft be fo.

I now recolleé a thoufand circumitances that con-

firm it : T’ll have her and a man f;

peétas an accon
Sir, you will lay

ant, that Ifuf-

lice, fecured immediately. I'hope,
afide yourill-grounded fufpicions

of me, and join to punifh the real contrivers of -this

bloody deed:

M 3

[Qi':;l"r'.f 19 go.
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THOROWGOOD,.

Madam, you pafs not this way : I fee your defign,

but fhall prote& them from your malice.
MILLWOOD,

I hope you will not ufe your influence and the
credit of your name, to fireen fuch guilty wretches,
Confider, Sir, the wickednefs of perfuading a
thoughtlefs youth to fuch a crime.

THOROWGOOD.
I do—and of betraying him when it was done.
MILLWOOD.

That which you call betraying him, may con-
vince you of my innocence. She who loves him,
tho’ fhe contriv’d the murder, would never have
delivered him into the hands of julftice, as I, ftruck
with horror at his crimes, have done.

THOROWG O OD.

How fhou’d an unexperienc’d youth efcape her
fnares? the powerful magick of her witand form
might betray the wifeft to fimple dotage, and fire
the blood that age had froze long fince. Even I, that
with juft prejudice came prepar’d,-had by her artful
ftory been deceiv’d, but that my ftrong conviétion
of her guilt makes even a doubtimpofiible. [ 4/
Thofe whom {ubtlely you wou’d accufe, you know
are youraccufers; and (which proves unanfiwerably
their innocence and your guilt) they accus’d you
before the deed.was done, anddid all that was in
their power to preventit.

MILLWOQOD.

Sir, you are very hard to be convinc’d ; but] have
fuch a proof, which, when produced, will filence
all objeétions. [Exit MiL1wo00D.

" Enter
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FEnter Luey, TrRueman, Buunt, Officers, &e.
LiU:C'Y,

Gentlemen, pray place yourfelves, {ome on one
fide of that door, and fome on the other; wla»tch
her éntrance, and act as your prudence fhall direct
you. This way [7o Taorowgoon] and note her
behaviour : Lhave obferv’d her, fhe’s driven to the
laft extremity, and is forming f{ome defperate
refolution. I guefs at her defign.

Re-enier MiLLwooD awith a Piffol. . TRUEMAN
Secures her.
TRUEMAN.

Here thy power of doing mifchief ends, deceit-
ful, cruel, bloody woman !

MILL WO OD.

Fool, hypocrite, villain—Man! thou canft not
call me that.

TRUEMAN.

To call thee woman were towrong thy fex, thou
devil !

MILLWOOD,

That imaginary being is an emblem of thy curf-
ed fex colleted. A mirror, wherein each parti-
cular man may fee his own likenefs, and that of all
mankind.

' THOROWGOOD.

Think not by aggravating the faults of others
to extenuate thy own; of which the abufe of fuch
uncommon perfections of mind and body is not the
leaft.

MILLWOOD.

If fuch I had, well may I curfe your barbarous

fex, who rob’d me of’em, ere I knew their worth ;
M 4 then
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hen l. t me toa Ll_c, to count ]un \‘\!uc hx their

1 averty "md reproac h '\Iy fc).l. dif-
l, and yet difdains Lle ndance and cmucmlu_
§, DO matter by what means obtained, I{aw
’d the worft of men from both: I found it
1 ‘L‘Fm neceffary to be rich; and to that end I
fummon’d all.my arts. You c.'.il ’em wicked : be
itfo, they were fuch as my converfation with 5our
fex had furnifh’d me withal,

THOROWGOOD,

Sure none but the worft of men convers’d with
thc..

MILLWOOD,

Men of all degtees and all proﬁ,ﬂ:ons I have
known, yet found no d.f.crum, but in their feve-
ral C..pnCILqu all were alike wicked. to the utmoft
of their power. In pride, contention, avarice,
cruelty, and revenge, the reverend priefthood were
mv unerring gui ides. - From mbmo magiltrates,
vho live by ruin’d reputations, as the Lm[l...p“ao*c
natives of Cornwall do by ﬂ*:p.ﬂ.reck: I learn’d
that to charge my innocent neighbours with my
crimes was to merit their Jn&uuoﬂ; for to fkreen
the guilty, 1s the lefs fcandalous, ‘when many are
fufpetted; and detraction, likedarknefs 'md lcath,
ckens ..1] objetts, and levels all diftinétion.
are your venal magiftrates, who favour none
but {fuchas, by their office, they are fworn to pu-
nith : with them'not to. be guilty, is the wordt of
ves ;- and - large fees, privately paid, are evéry

THOROWGQOD. -
ice has fufficiently difcovered yeour
contempt of laws, both-human and divine; no
wonder
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wonder then that you thould hate the officers of
both.
MILLWOOD.

T know you, wndLhate youall ; Texpe& nomer-
¢y, and I for none; I follow’d my inclinations,
and that the beft of you doevery day. All a&tions
{eern alike nataral and indifferent to man and beaft ;
who devour, or are devour’d, as they meet with
others weaker or ftronger than themfelves.

THOROWGOOD.

What pity it is, a mind {o comprehenfive, dar-
ing and inquifitive, fhon’d be 2 firanger to religion’s
fweet and powerful charms!

MILLWOOD.

T am not fool enough to be an atheift! tho’ I
have known enoughof men's hypocrify to make a
thoufand fimple women fo. Whatever religion is
in itfelf, as pra&is’d by manlind, it has caufed
the evils, you fay, it was defign’d to cure. War,
plague, and famine, havenot deftroyed fo many of
the human race, as this pretended piety has done ;
and with fuch barbarous cruelty,. as if the only way
to honour heaven, were to turn the prefent world
into hell.

THOROWGOOD.

Truth is trauth, tho’ from an enemy, and {poke
in malice. You bloody, blind, and fuperftitious
bigots, how will you anfwer this ?

MILLWOOD.

What are your laws, of which you make your
boaft, but the fool’s wifdom, and the coward’s va-
lour? the infirument and fkreen of all your villai-
nies ; by which you punifh in others what you act
yourfelves, or-wou’d have acted, had you been in

thei
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their circumftances. ‘The judge, who condemns
the poor man for being a thief, had been a'thief
himf{elf had he been poor. Thus you go onde-
ceiving, and being deceived, haraffing, plaguing,
and deftroying one another; but women are your
univerfal prey.

Women, by whom you are the fource of joy,
With cruel arts you labour to deftroy

A’ thoufand ways our ruin you purfue,

Yet blame in us thofe arts firft taught by you.

Oh! may, from hence, each violated maid,

By flatt’ring, faithlefs, barb’rous man betray’d ;
When robb’d of innocence, and virgin fame,
From your deftruction raifea nobler name

To right their {fex’s wrongs devate their mind,
And future MrrLrwoops prove to plague mankind,
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ACCEEV

SICIEAN B
A Room in a Prifon.
Enter THorowcooD, BLunT and Lucy.
THOROWGOOD.

HAVE recommended to Barnwell a reverend
I divine, whofe judgment and integrity I am well
acquainted with ; nor has Millwood been negleéted,
butfhe, unhappy woman, fill obftinate, refufes
his affiftance.

LUCY.

This pious charity to the aflifted well becomes
your -charater ; yet pardon me, Sir, if I wonder
you were not at their trial.

s THOROWGOOD.

I knew it was impoflible to fave him ; .and I'and
my family bear fo great a part in his diftrefs, that
to have been prefent wou’d but have aggravated our
forrows without relieving his.

B L. U N T;

It was mournful indeed. Barnwell’s youth and
modeft deportment, as he pafs’d, drew tears from
every eye. © When placed at the bar, and arraigned
before the reverend judges, with many tears: and

interrupting fobs he confefs’d and aggravated his

offences, without accufing, or once refleting on
Millwood, the fhamelefs aathor of his ruin ; who
daontlefs and unconcern’d ftood by his fide, view-
ing with vifible pride and contempt the vaft affem-
bly, who all with fympathizing forrow wept for the
wretched youth. Millwood, when called upon to
anfwer, loudly infilted vpon her innocence, and

made
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made an artful and a bold defence; but ﬁmiing all
in vain, the impass Ljury and the learn’d bench
concurring to find her guilty
herfelf, poor Barnwell, us, her judges, all map:
kind ; but what cou’d tha

demn’d, and is this day to fuffer with him. ‘
THOROWGOOD.

The time draws on; I am going to vifit Barn.
well, as you are Millwood,

- LU CY. -

‘We have not wrong’d her, yetI dread this inter:
view. She’s proud, impatient, wrathful, and up.
forgiving. To be the branded infiruments of
vengeance, to {uffer in her fhame, and {fympathize
with her in all fhe fuffers, is the tribute we muft pay
for oeur former ill-fpent lives, and long confedera-
cy with her in wickednefs.

THOROWGOOD.

Happy for you it ended whenit did. What you
have done againft Millwood I knoyw proceeded from
a jult abhorrence of her crimes, free from interef,
malice, or revenge. - Profelytes to virtue {hould be
encourag’d ; purfue your propos’d reformation,
and know me hereafter for your friend,

-~

3 0 5l Gl
Thisisa blefling as unhop’d for as unmerited;
but heaven, that fnatched us from impending ruin,
fure intends you as its inftraoment to fecare us from
apoftafy.

THOROWGOOD,

With gratitude to impute your deliverance to
heaven is juft. Many, lefs virtuoufly difpos’d than
Barnwell was, have never fallen in the manner he
has done ;—may not fuch owe their {afety rather

- o

,» how did fhe curfe -

at avail? fhe was cone »
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to Providence than to themfelves ? With pity and
compaflion let us judge him. Great were his faults,
bat firong was the temptation, Let his ruin learn
"¢ diffidence, humanity and circum{peétion ; for
we, who wonder at his fate, perhaps had we, like
Him, been tried, like him wehad fallen too.

SCENE IIL
4 Dingeon,a 7 able, and Lamp. BARNWELL reading.
A\ Eunter THorowG00D at a diftance.

THOROWGOOD.

There {ce the bitter fruits of paflion’s detefted:
reign and fenfual appetiteindulg’d, fevere reflec~
tions, penitence and tears.

BARNWELL.

honour’d injur’d mafter, whofe goodnefs has
} a thoufand times with fhame, forgive:
ifrefpeét ; indeed Ifaw you not.

gd
THOROWGOOD.

"Tis well, T hope you were better employed in
viewing of yourfelf; your journey’s long, your
time for preparation almoft fpent. I {ent a reve-
rend divine to téach you to improve it, and fhould
be glad to hear of his fuccefs.

BARNWELL.

The word of truth, which he recommended for-
my conflant. companion in this my {ad retirement,
has at length remov’d the doubts I laboured under,
From thence I’ve learn’d the infinite extent of
hieavenly mercy ; that my o es; tho’ great, are
not unpardonable; and that ’tis notmy intereit on-
ly, buc'my duty to believe and to rejoice in that

hope:
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hope : fo fhall heaven receive the glory, and future

penitents the profit of my example,
THOROWGOOD.

Proceed.

BARNWELIL.

*Tis wonderful that words fhould charm defpair,
{peak peace and pardon to a murderer’s confcience;
but truth and mercy flow in every fentence, attended
with forceand energy divine. How fhall T deferibe
my prefent ftate of mind ? I hope in doubt, and
trembling I rejoice; I feel my grief increafe, even
as my fears give way. Joy and gratitude now fup-
ply more tears, than the orror and anguifh of de-
{pair before.

THOROWGOOD,.

Thefe are the genuine figns of true repentance,
the only preparatory, the certain way to everlafting
peace.—O the joy it gives to fee a foul form’d and
prepar’d for heaven ; for this the faithful minifter
devotes himfelf to meditation, abftinence and
prayer, fhunning the vain delights of {enfual joys,
anddaily dies that others may live for ever, | For
this he turns the facred volumes o’er, and fpends
his life in painful fearch of truth. The love of
riches, and theluft of power, he looks upon with
juit contempt and deteftation; who only counts for
wealth the fouls he wins; and whofe higheft ambi-
tion is to ferve mankind, If the reward of ali his
pains be to preferve one foul from wandering, or
turn one from the error of his ways, how does he
then rejoice, and own his little labours over-paid ?

BARNWELL,
Whatdo T owe for all your generous kindnefs?
butthoughl cannot, heaven can and will feward you,

THOQOROW-

S g e
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THOROWGOOD.

To fee thee thus is joy too great for words.

Farewell—Heaven ftrengthen thee,—Farewell.
BARNWELL.
0! fir, there’s fomething I would fay, if my
fadfwelling heart would give me leave.
THOROWGOOD.
Give it venta while, and try.
BARNWELL.

I had a friend—’tis true I am unworthy — yet
methinks your generous example might perfuade
—Cou’d I not fee him once, before I go from
whence there’s no return ?

THOROWGOOD.

He’s coming, and as much thy friend as ever;
but P’Il not anticipate his forrow ; too {oon he’ll {ee
the fad effe& of his contagious ruin. This tor-
rent of domeftic mifery bears too hard upon me, I
mift retire to indulge a weaknefs I find impofiible
to overcome, [4fide. ] - Much lov’d — and much
lamented yeuth - Farewell—heaven firengthen thee
— Eternally farewell.

BARNWELL.

The beft of mafters and of men—farewell

While I live let me not want your prayers.
THOROWGOOD.

Thou fhalt not;—thy peace being made with
heaven, death’s already vanquifh’d ; - bear a little
-longer the pains that attend this tranfitory lite, and
eeale from pain for ever. [Exit TrorOWGOOD.

BARNWELL,

Perhaps I fhall. 1find a power within thatbears
my foul above the fears of death, and, {pite of

confcious
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confcious thame and puil, givesme a tafte of plea-
- {fure more than mortal.
Enter TrRUEMAN and Keeper.
EEE PPTR;
Sir, there’s the prifoner. [Exit KEEPER.
‘ BARNWELL.
Trueman!—My friend, whom I fo wifh’d to
fee, yet now he’s here I dare not look apon him.
[U”:’:}é:.
TRUEMA N.
O Barnwell ! Barnwell!
BARN WELL.

Mercy ! mercy! gracious heaven! for death,

but not for this, Iwas prepared.
TRUEMAN.

What haveI {uffer’d fince I faw youlaft ? — what
pain hath ablence given me ?—But, Oh! to fee thee
thus 1—

BARNWELL.

T know it is dreadful! I feel the angaifh of thy
generous foul—butI was born to murder all who
love me. [Both avecp.

TRUEMAN.:

I came not to reproach you ;—I thought to brinz
you comfort—but I’m deceiv’d, for1 have none
to give ;—1 came to fhare thy forrow, but cannot
béar my own.

B-A-R°N-W.E L:L.

My fenfe of guilt indeed you cannot know ; ’ts
what the good and innocent, like you, can neler
conceive; butother griefs, at prefent; 1 havenene,
but what I feel for you. In your forrow I readiyou
4 love
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love me fill; buat yet, methinks, s {trange,
when I confider what [ am.
TRUEMAN,

No more of that; I can remember nothing but
thy virtues, thy honelt, tender friendfhip, our
former happy ftate and prefent mifery.— O had you
trufted me when firft the fair feducer tempted you,
all might have been prevented.

BEARNWELL.

Alas! thou knoweft not what a wretch T've heen.
Breach of friendfhip was my firft and lealt offence 5
fo far was T'l6ft to goodnefs, fo devoted o théauthor
of my ruin, that had fhe infifted on my murdering
thee— I think —1I fhou’d have done it

TRUEMAN,

Prithee, aggravatethy faults no more,

BARNWELL.

IthinkT fhou’d ! —Thus good and generousias you

are, I fhou’d have murdeér’d you!
TR UEMAN.

We have not yet embraced, and may be inter-

rupted.  Come to my arms.
BARNWEL L.

Never, never will I tafte fuch joys on earth;
never will I {o footh my juft remorfe! Are thefe
honeft arms and faithful bofom &t to embrace and
to fapport a-murderer ? thefe iron fetters only fhall
clafp, and flin ty pavement bear me; [r)_’u-a-wiug
bimfelf on the groand.] even thefe too good for
fuch a bloody monfter,

TRUEMAN.
] S.‘m!l fortune fever thofe whom friendfbip joined!
thy miferies cannot lay thee 4o low, but love will

Yo =1 N find
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find thee. — Here will we offer to {tern calamity ;=
this place the altar, and ourfelves the facrifice.—
Our mutual groans fhall echo to each other thro’
the dreary vault ;—our fighs (hall number the mo-
ments as they pafs, and mingling tears communi-
cate fuch anguifh, as words were never made to
exprefs,

BARNWELL.

Then beit fo. [Rifng.] Sinceyou propofean
intercourfe of woe, pour all your griefs into my
breaft, and in exchange take mine. [Embracing.]
Where’s now the anguifh that you promis’d? you’ve
taken mine, and make me no return. Sure peace
and comfort dwell within thefe arms, and {orrow
can’t approach me while I'm here.. This too is the
work of heaven; which, having before fpoke
peace and pardon to me, now fends thee to confirm
it.—O take, take fome of the joy that overflows
my breaft |

TRUEMAN.

I do, I do. Almighty Power, how haft thou
made us capable to bear, at once, the extremes of
pleafure and of pain!

Enter KEEPER.
KEEPRR.
Sir.
TRUEMAN.
Icome. [£xit KEERER,
BARNWELL.

Muft you leave me ?—Death would foon haye

parted us for ever. .
TRUEMAN.

O my Barnwell! there’s yet another tafk behind:
—Again your heart muft bleed for others woes.

B ARN-
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BARNWELL.

To meet and part with youTI thought was all I
had to do on earth. * What is there more for me to
do or fuffer -

TRUEMAN.

I dread to tell thee, yet it muft be known.
Maria

BARNWEL L.
Our mafter’s fair and virtuous daughtér?—
TRUEMAN.
- The fame. :
BARNWELL. Ef

No mijsfortune, I hope, has reach’d that lovely
maid! Preferve her, heaven, from every ill, to
thew mankind that goodnefsis your care.

TRUEMA N.

Thy, thy misfortunes, my unhappy friend, have
reach’d her.. Whatever you and I have felt and
more, if more be poflible, fhe feels for you.

EARNWELL.

I know he doth abhor a lye, and would not trifle
with his dying friend.—This is indeed the bitter-
nefsof death. [Afide.

TRUEMAN.

You muft remember, for we all obferved it, for
fome time paft, a heavy melancholy weighed her
down ; difconfolate fhe feem’d, and pin’d and lan-
guifh’d from a caufe unknown ; till’ hearing of
your dreadful fate, the long ftifled flame blaz’d out,
the wept, fhe wrang her hands, and tore her hair;
and, in the tranfport of her grief, difcovered her
own loft ftate, while fhe lamented your’s,

N z BArN«
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BARNWELL.

Will all the pain T feel reftore thy eafe, lovely,
unhappy maid? [Weeping.] Why did you not
let me die and neverknowit?

TRUEMAN.

It was impoflible ; —fhe makes no {ecret of her
paffion for you, and is determined to {fee you ere
you die ;—fhe waits for meto introduce her.

[Exit TrUuEMAN,
BARNWELL,

Vain, bufy thoughts be fill!—what avails it
tothink on what I might have been ?—I now am
—what I’ve made myfelf.

Enter TrRuEMAN avith Maria.
TRUEM AN,

Madam, relu&antIlead you to this difmal fcene:
this is the feat of mifery and guilt. —Here awful
juftice referves her public vi€tims.—T'his is the ¢n-
trance to fhameful death.

M ARTA.

To this {ad place, then ne improper gueft, the
abandon’d loft Maria brings defpair, and fee the
fubjeét and the caufe of all this world of woe. Si-
lent and motionlefs he ftands, as if his foul had
quitted her abode, and the lifelefs form alone was
left behind; yet that fo perfe&, that heauty and
death, ever at enmity, now feem united there,

BARNWEL L.

I groan, but murmur not.— Juft heaven I am

your own ; do with me what you pleafe.
MARTA,
Why are your ftreaming eyes ftill ix’d below ? as

tho’ thoud’ft give the greedy earti thy forrows, nn?
5 rob
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rob. me of my due. Were happinefs within your
power, you fhould beftowit where you pleas’d ; but
in your mifery I muft and will partake.

BARNWELL.

Oh! fay not fo, but fly, abhor, and leave me
to my fate—Confider what you are ;—how vaft your
fortune, and how bright yonr fame:—have pity on
your youth, your beauty, and unequalled virtue; for
which fo many noble peers have figh’d in vain—
Blefs with your charms fome honourable lord
adorn with your beauty, and, by your example,
improve the Englifh court, that jultly claims {fuch
merit: fo fhall I quickly be to you—as tho’ I had
never been.

MARTIA.

When I forget you, I muft be foindeed. Rea-
fon, choice, virtue, all forbid it.—Let wnmen,
like Millwood, if there are more fuch women,
{mile in profperity, and in adverfity forfake.—Be
it the pride of virtue to repair, or to gartake, the
ruin {uch have made. :

TRUEMAN.

Lovely, ill-fated maid! was there ever fuch ge-
nerous diftrefs before? how muft this pierce his
grateful heart, and aggravate his woes !

BARNWELL.

Ere I knew guilt or fhame, when fortune fmil’d,
and when my youthful hopes were at the highett;
if then to have raifed my thoughts to you, had
been prefumption in me, never to have been par-
don’d, think how much beneath yourfelf you con-
defcend to regard me now.

N 3 Maria.
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MARTA.

Let her blufh, who proffering love invades the
freedom of your fex’s choice, and meanly fues in
hopes of areturn.—Your inevitable fate hath ren-
der’d hope impoffible as vain. —— Thenwhy fhou’d
I fear to avow a paffion fo jult and {o difinterefted ?

TRUEMAN.

If any fhould take occafion from 'Vhllu ood’s
crimes tolibel the beft and faireft part of the crea-
tion, here let them fee their error. The moft dift
tant hopes of fuch a tender paflion from fo bright
a maid might add to the happinefs of the moft
happy, and make the greateft proud.. Yet here’tis
lavifh’d in vain : tho’ by the rich prefent the gene-
rous donor is undone, he, on whom it is beitow! d,
receives no benefit.

BARNWELL.
So the aromatick fpices of the eaft, which all
the living covet and efteem, are, with unavailing
kindnefs, wafled on thedead.

MARTA,

Yes, froitlefs is my ‘m'c, and unavailing all my
fighs and tears. — Can they fave thee from apprnach
ing death ? — from fuch a death ? — O terrible idea!
— What is her mifery and diftrefs, who fees the firk
laft objeét of her love for whom alone fhe’d live,
for whom fhe’d die a thoufand, thoufand deaths,
if it were poflible, expiring in her arms?——VYet
fhe is happy, when compar’d to me.—Were mil-
lions of worlds mine, I'd gladly-give them in ex-
change for her condition.~ The moft confummate
woe is light to mine, The laft of carfes to other
m;fcmb]u maids,- is all Tafk for my relief, and that

eny’d me,

T R UE-
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: TRUEMAN,

Time and refleftion cure all ills,

- MARTA,

All but this ;—his dreadful cataftrophe virtue
Terfelf abhors. To give a holiday to fuburb
flaves, and paffing entertain the favage herd ; who,
elbowing each other for a fight, purfue and prefs

_ upon him like his fate.—A mind with piety and
srefolution arm’d may fmile on death—but publick

ignominy — everlafting fhame — fhame the death
of fouls—to die a thoufand times, and yet furvive
even death itfelf, is never dying infamy——1Is this
tobe éndured ?—Can I, who live in him, and muft
each hour of my devoted life feel all thefe woes

' renew’d —can I endure this?—

) TRUEMAN,
" Grief has fo impair’d her {pirits,the pants, as
in the agonies of death.
BARNWELL.
Preferve her heaven, and reftore her peace, nor
et her death be added to my crimes. [Bell rolls.]
I am fummon’d to my fate.

Euter KEerER and Officers.
KEEPER.

Sir, the officers attend you ;—Millwood is al-

ready fummon’d.
BARNWELL.

Tell ’em P’m ready.—And now my friend, fare-
well, [Embracing.] Support and comfort the beft
you can this mourning fair.—No more—forget not
to pray for me. Turning to Maria.] Would
you, bright excellence, permitme the honour of a
chafte embrace, the laft happinefs this world con’d

N 4 give
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give were mine. [She inélines towards bin they em-
by .u,.j Exalted goodnefs! O tarn  your eyes
om e?rtn, and me, toheaven, wherevirtue, like

}ams is ever heard.— Pray for the peace ef my
departing foul.——Farly my raceof wickednefs be-
oan, and foon [ rea the fummit ! ——FEre na-

ture has finifh’d her work, and ftamp’d me man,

jult at the time that others begin tofiray, my courfe.

15 finifh’d. Though fhort my 1pm of life and
few my d«l\s 3 yet count my cr imes for years, and
1 have liv'd whole ages. Thus uftice, in compaf-
fion to mankind, cuts off a wretch like me ; by
one {uch emmp]c to {ecure thoufands from future
uin. _it. tice and mercy are in heaven the fame™:
its utmoft {& vcrm 15 mercy to the w holv; tnc-uh\
to cure man’s folly and prqum btion, which elfe
ou’d render even uﬁnm mercy vain and ineffec-
tha 1

If any youth like you, in future, times
Shall mourn my fate, tho’ hea f,bnnl 1y Crimes ;
Or tender maid, ]1:.-y0u, my tale ﬂa 1 hear
And to my forrows give a pmung_ tear :

To each fuch mcImw eye, and throbbing heart,
Would gracious heaven this benefit 1=1|P’ut
Never rol now my guilt, notfeel my pain,
Then muft you own you eught nqg to co'“p""n Z
Since you nor \\.\_L'p,———IIOI‘ thall T die in vain, b)

[Exeunt BARNWELL and Officers,

SCENE
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SCENE THE LAST,

The place of execution, The gallowvs and ladders at
the farther end of the flage, A crowd of fpectators.
BLunT and Lucy.

J B AL O
"Heavens ! what a throng !
Bl NS
How terrible is death when thus prepar’d !
~ LUCY.

Support them, heaven; thou only can fupport

them ; all other help is vain,
OFFICER avithin.

Make way there ; make way, and give the pri-

foners room. :
b T BT S ]

They are here : obferve them well. How humble
and compos’d young Barnwell feems ! but Mill-
wood looks wild, ruffled with paffion, confounded
and amazed.

Enter BarswEeLL, MinLwoon, Officers and Exe-
cutioners.

PARNWELL.

See, Millwood, fee our journey’s atan end. Life,
like a tale that’s told, is paft away; that fhort but
dark and unknown paflage, death, is all the fpace
‘tween us and endlefsjoys, or woes eternal.

MILLWOOD.

Is this the end of all my flattering hopes ? ‘were
youth and beauty given me foracurfe, and wifdom
only to infure my ruin? they were, they were.

Heaven
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IHeaven; thou haft done thy worft. Or if thog
hait in ftore fome untried plague, fomewhat thats
worfethan fhame, de I and death, unpitied death,
confirm’d dc—f'p.-.iy and im]l-ucnfnunding fhame ;
fomething that men and angels can’t defcribe,
and only fiends, who bear it, can conceive ; now,
pour it now on this devoted head, that I may feel
the worft thou canft inflié and bid defiance to thy
utmofkt power.

BARNWELL.

Yet ere we pafs the dreadful gulph of death, yet
ere you’re plunged in everlafting woe, O bend
vour ftubborn knees and harder heart, huml‘:l_v to
deprecate the wrathdivine. Who knows but heaven,
in your dying moments, may beftow that grace and
mercy which your life defpifed !

MILLWOOD.
Why name you mercy to a wretch like me?
mercy s beyond my hope ; almoft beyond my with.
Ican’t repent, norafk to he forgiven,

BARNWELL.
O think what ’tis to be for ever, ever miferable;
nor with vain pride cppole a power, that’s able to
deftroy you.

MILLWOOD.

A deluge
. Chains, dark-
nefs, wheels, racks, fharp ftinging {corpions, mol-
ten lead, and feas of fulphur, are light to what I
feel.

BARNWELL.
O'! add not to your vaft account defpair: 2
fin more injurious to heaven, than all you’ve yet
eommitted,

MILL-
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MILLWOOD.
O ! I have fin’d beyond the reach of mercy.
BARNWELL.

O fay not fo : ’tis blafphemy to think it. As
yon bright roof is higher than the earth, fo and
rauch more does heaven’s gooc'.ncfs pafs our appre-
henfion. O what created being fhall prefume to
circumfcribe mercy, that knows no bounds ?

MILLWOOD.

This yields no hope. Tho’ mercy may be
boundlefs, yet’tis free: and I was doom’d, before
the world began, to endlefs pains, and thou to joys
eternal.

B A RNWELL.

"O! gracious heaven ! extend thy pity-to her :
Jet thy rich mercy flow in plentecas flreams to
chafe her fears and heal her wounded foul.

MILLWOOQOD.

7t willnot be. Your pravers are loft in air, or
elfe returned perhaps with double blefiing to your
bofomn, butme they help not.

BARNWELL.

Yet hear me, Millwood !

MILLWOOD.

Away, I will not hear thee : I tell thee, youth,
I am by heaven devoted a dreadful inftance of its
power to punifh. [BarnweLL feems to pray.] If
thou wilt pray, pray for thyfelfnot me. How doth
his fervent foul mount with his words, and both
afcend to heaven! that heaven, whofe gates are
fhut with adamantine barsagainft my prayers, had
Ithe will to pray - I cannot bear it~ fure ’tis the

2 wordt
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worft of torments to behold others enjoy that blifs
that we muft never tafte.
OFFICER,
The utmoft limit of your time’s expired.
MILLWOOD.

Incompaffed with horror whither muft I go? I
wou’d notlive—nor die —That I cou’d ceafe to be!
—or ne'er had been !

BARNWELL,

Since peace and comfort are denyed her here,
may fhe find merey where fhe leaft expeéls it, and
this be all her hell.—From our example may all

be taught to- fly the firft approach of vice ; but if
o’ertaken

By ftrong temptation, weaknefs, or furprize,
Lament their guilt and by repentance rife. ‘
Th’ impenitent alone die unforgiven !

4! ‘T'o fin’s like man, and to forgive like heaven. i

Enter TRUEMAN,
B U=Coys
Heart breaking fight ! O wretched, wretched
il Millwood !
| | TRUEMAN.
How is fhe difpofed to meet her fate ?
BLUNT.
‘Who can defcribe unutterable woe ?
LUCY.
| She goes to death encompafled with horror,
1l loathing life, and yet afraid to die; no tongue cab
tell her anguifh and defpair.

TRUEMAN.
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TRUEMAN.

Heaven be better to her than her fears; may fhe
prove a warning to others, amonument of mercy
in herfelf.

LU CvVv.
O forrow infupportable ! break, break my heart.
TRUEMAN,.

In vain

With bleeding hearts, and weepingeyes we fhow

A humane gen’rous{fenfeof others woe ;

Unlefs we mark what drew their ruin on,

And by aveiding that—prevent our own.

T HE END.

ZPILOGUR
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Written by Correy Ciznper, Efg; Poet Layreaf.

Spoken by Mrs. Cinpzr,

SINCE fatehas robb’d me of the haplefs youth,
& For avbom my heart had boarded up its truth;
Byall the laws of love and honour, nows,

L' free again to choofe,—and one of you.

But foft 5—awith caution firft Il round me pecp ;
Maids, in my cafe, frould ook before-they leap - -
Here's choice enough of various forts, and bue,
The city the awit, the rake coch’d up in cue,

The Jair fpruce mercer, and the tauny Few.

_S;f/?‘,@’é I fearch she fober gallery 5 no,
here’s none but prentices—and cuckolds all a roaw 3
Aud thefe, I doube, are thofe that make &'m fo.
[Pointing to the boxes.
"Tis wery awell, enjoy the jeft :— But you,

Fine powder’d Jparks s—-nay, I'mtold ’tis true,
Your bappy [poufes—can maké cuckolds too.

: u and them, the diff rence this perbaps,
s afbam’d wheneer bis duck be traps ;
cn madans's tripping, let ber fall,
rbats, andtake no fhame at all.

7
T he

What 7
Hhofe love=
No——Pz

His flame wou’d prowvethe fuit of ereditors.

 fasvour’d poet I cor’d meer 2
vou'd lay bis laurels at my feet.
ed paffion veal lowe abbors—

Not to deta
In fhore, my
d J.'.j..” it toth

ou then awith longer panfe,
art to this conclufion draw:s,
' that’s londeft in applanfe.
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AR B U
LIFE or SCANDERBEG.

HOUGH the life of Scanderbeg is certainly as

full of the moft i’urpriziug events, his actions
a5 wonderful, and his charater as perfect and ex-
alted, as any of the ancient herogs of Greece om
Rome; yet for want of a Homer or a Virgil, a
Plutarch or a Livy, to celebrate his praife, or
write his life in a manner worthy of him, there
are great numbers, who are converfant with the
claffic as well as other writers, who know very
little of Scanderbeg, befides his mame : fo necel-
fary to the fame even of the greateft men, is an
elegant poet, or faithful hiftorian.

The tragedy of the Chriftian Hero, now in re-
hearfal at the theatre royal in Drury Lane, s, as
we have been credibly informed, founded on that
wonderful and important circamftance in the life of
Scanderbeg, his raifing the fiege of Croia, after it
had been invefted near fix months by the numerous
troops of the T'urkifh Sultan, Amurath the Second 3
who died, after infinite vexation and difappoint-
ment, of grief and rage, under the walls of the
city. We judge it therefore neceffary at this time
to give the public fome account, colleéted from
the moft authentick authors, of thelifeand charac-
ter of this excellent prince; that thofe, who are
as yet unacquainted with the ftory, may by reading
this, befides the inftruction and entertainment they
may find in it, be the better able to judge of the
play, when it fhall appear upon the ftage.

It may give light to'the following hiftory to ob-
ferve that Albania, the country of Scanderbeg, is
- Vor. I, (0] in
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in that part of Greece which lies between Dalma- «
tia and Achaia, on the Adriatick and Ionian feas ;

and includes in it fome parts of the ancient king-

doms of Epirus and Macedon, and of the provin-

ces of Liburpia, Dalmatia and Illyria, and is fup.-
pofed to have taken its prefent name, which 1is but

modern, from a colony of Albanians, a people

of Afia; who coming into Eyrope and fettling

there, in time communicated their name to the

country,

After the canqueft of Greece by Paulus ZEmilius
and others, Albania, though not then known by that
name, was incorporated with fome adjacent coun-
tries, and o becamepart of a Roman province undey
the government of the przfeifus pretorio of llyrium,
At the divifion of the Empire it was allotted to the
emperors of Conftantinople, and fo remained till
the decline of their power ; when the government
of it fell to the family of the Caftriots, who were
generally called kings of Epirus, as a country of
the greateft antiquity and fame, but Albania was
certainly the malt powerful and wealthy part
of their dominions,” and Croia, its metropolis, .the
feat of their refidence. :

John Caftriot and Voifava, a prince and prin-
cefs celebrated by the hiftorians of that age for
their uncommon perfections of mind and body,
were the parents of our hero. ."They had befides
him three fons and five daughters. The untimely
fate of the three elder fons, whofe names were
Repofius, Staniffa and Conftantine, we fhall men-
tion hereafter: of the daughters we find little
more recorded than that they were martied to
Chriftian princes and noblemen fuitable to their
rank., George Caftriot, or Scanderbeg, which laft
name was given him by the T urks, and is the fame

by
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hy which ‘Alexander the great is known amongft
them, the fourth and youngeft {fon, was born at
Croia, in the year 1405.

The overthrow of Bajazet by Tamerlane feemed
for atime to have put an end tothe fpreading em-
pire of the Ottomans; but after the death of that
vi&torious prince, Mahomet the Second, the fon of
Bajazet, recover’d his father’s kingdom, which
his fon Amurath the Second vaftly increafed by his
conquefts both in Afia and Europe. Hewasaprince
of courage enough, andfetno bounds to his ambi-
tion ; but upon the leaft difappointment exceeding
fretful and impatient, efpecially in his old ages;
zealons in his religion, a profound politician, a
commander of great experience, and for the moft
part fuccefsful in his enterprizes ; the moft beloved
by his fubjeéts, and the moft faithful obferver of his
word, of any of the Turkifh fultans either before
or after him 5 not that he was always a {lave to it
(his perfidioufnefs to the Caftriots is a notorious in-
flance of the contrary.) No, that was not to be
expected from an arbitrary prince and an orthodox
Mahometan, as Amurath was. The bigot and
the tyrant, how good foever the natural difpofition
may be, will fometimes get the better of the man.

Amurath, in the beginning of his reign, met
with fome oppofition ; firlt from an impoftor who
pretended to be Muftapha, the fon of his grand-
father Bajazet ; and foon after from his own younger
brother of the fame name. But his courage and
0od fortune having put anend to thefe domeftick
troubles by the death of both the Muftaphas, he
quickly convinced the neighbouring princes, who
had afiifted his competitors, that he was not to be
offended with impunity. The Mahometan king of
Caramania in Afia paid his life for his temerity 5
: 0z fo
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fo did the Chriftian prince of Smyrna; which city;
with it’s diftri€t, Amurath conquered and added to
his other acquifitions in Afia, Greece next felt
the effects of his referitment, or rather of his am-
bition, which inceffantly urged him to {feize all
advantages to enlarge his dominions. His nume-
rous troops with almoft incredible celerity fubdued
Achaia, Theflaly and Macedon. Athens, perhaps
unprepared for refiftance, tamely fubmitted to the
intolerable yoke of Turkifh bondage; and Thef-
{alonica, after a brave defence, being taken by
ftorm, fuffered all the mifery that an enraged and
barbarous enemy, licenfed to plunder, maffacre
and enflave, could poflibly infli¢t. John Caftriot,
king of Epirus and Albania, who faw with grief
the {upinenefs of the Greek emperor, refolved to
guard againft furprize. He knew Amurath was
preparing to attack him,” and prudently chofe
rather to meet him on the borders of Macedon,
than to wait for him in Albania. This wife con-
du& not only preferved his dominions from being
the feat of war, butenabled him toannoy the ene-
my with little Jofs on his part; the mountains,
which part Macedon from Epirus, being a very
happy fituation for that purpofe. Amurath, {oon
weary of a war that was likely to prove fo tedious
and expenfive, and which in the mean while put.
a ftop to the career of his viftories, was eafily in-
duced to hearken to terms of accommodation, and
yielded atlength toleave Cafltriot the free and quiet
poffeflion of his crown and kingdom, and to make
a perpetual peace with him ; conditions not tobe
refufed by a prince comparatively fo weak as the
king of Epirus, and. which the haughty Sultan
would certainly have denied to.the emperor of Con-
ftantinople. There was but one difficulty to over-
come,
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come, and that to a prince lefs generous than Caft-
riot had been infuperable. Amarath demanded
his four fons as hoftages.  Itis eafy to judge how
bitter this propofal muft be to an affetionate fa-
ther : but confidering what he owed to his brave*
and loyal f{ubjefts, whom the leaft misfortune
would have expofed to inevitable ruin, and truft-
ingto the Sultan’s honour, who though knowntobe
a vindictive and implacable énemy, was neverthe-
lefs efteemed an inviolable regarder of his word,
the aflited king complied. Amurath received
the royal pledges, and ending the war carried
them with him to Adrianople. We donot find
that Caftriot had any difference with the Sultan af=
terwards, and muft therefore conclude that thefe
princes, during the life of their father, were ufed
with ail the refpeét and honour due to their rank
and charalters.

George Caftriot, though not above eight years of
age when he came to Adrianople, was quickly dif-
tinguithed and admired by the Sultan, and the
whole feraglio. His extraordinary beauty, majef-
tic deportment,  wit, vivacity and greatnefs of
mind charmed all who had the opportunity of being
acquainted withhim. Amurath, pleafed with his
promifing penius, appointed him a retinue, a table
and tutors to inftru& him, in the {fame manner as
his own fons, in the Mahometan religion, and all
the fciences as far as they were known in the Turkifh
court; and being determined, as it afterwardsap-
peared, never to part with him, he forced him to
fubmit to circumcifion, and gave him the magni-
ﬁcent name of Scanderbeg, 6r Alexander: hop-
ing no doubt, confidering his tenderage, by thefe
means to extinguithin him the very memory of the
Chriftian religion, his father’s houfe and native

i country.
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country. Scanderbeg’s improvement, efpeciallyin
martial exercifes, fo pleafed the Sultan, that hay-
ing wars in Natolia, he took him with him, where
he gave {uch proofs of his wifdom and courage,

" that, at nineteen years of age, Amurath gave him

the command of five thoufand horfe, and {oon af-
ter thetitle of Bafla. Returning himfelf intoEu-
rope, he left him to command all his troops in the
Lefler Afia; which hedid with {fo much fuccefs,
that from thence Amurath ufed frequently to call
him his right eye, his right hand, his defence, and
the augmenter of his domintons.

Scanderbeg, in hisreturn to Adrianople, killed
a gigantic Tartar, efteemed invincible, in fingle
combat; and fome time after, being with Amu-
rath at Burfia in Bithynia; he encountered fwo
Perfian champions, famous for their ftrength and
courage, and who had publickly challenged any
two men in the Sultan’s army, with the fame fuc-
cefs.

However pleafing to a youthful, conrageous and
high fpirited prince, honour and fame may be, yet
Scanderbeg’s love ‘of truth was {uperior to thefe
temptations. He was conftantly attended, when
in the field, by fome Chriftian foldiers, nativesof
Albaniz, by whom he was fecretly inftructed and
confirmed in the Chriftian religion: the maintain-
ing of which and the civil liberty of his coantry
was his governing principle; during the whole
courfe of his laborious and important life. It is
no wonder therefore, that being fent with-a nume-
rous army againft the Hungarians he avoided all
occafionsof giving them battle. He behaved how-
ever with fuch prudence and circumipection, that
he loft no reputation, nor drew upon himfelf the

leaft fufpicionfrom the {ubtle and miftruftful Sultan.
Soon
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Soon after Scanderbeg’s return from the Hunga-
rian wat, Amurath received an account of-the
death of John Caftriet, the father of our hero;
upon which he difpatched Sebalia, a B:_lfﬁt of great
courage and experience, with a powerful army in-
to Albania ; who immediately took poffeflion of the
whole kingdom, telling the people, who were fur-
prized and without a leader; that he came as a
friend by the Sultan’s order only to prevent inno-
vations, and fecure the country for the intereft of the
hoftage prince, on whom the {fucceflion was devolv-
ed; and to whom, on his arrival, which they were
fhortly toexpeét, it thould be fafely delivered. In
themean time Amurath, who intended nothing lefs,
canfed the three elder brothers of Scanderbeg to be
fecretly deftroyed by poifon, and reduced this Chrif-
tian kingdom to the miferable condition of a Tur-
kith province. 'The liberty which this brave peo-
ple had fo long enjoyed under the paternal care of
their native princes, feemed now to be loft for ever;
their churches were turned to mofques, their laws
{ubverted, and their eftates and perfons become the
property of the barbarous and foreign tyrant.
Itis much eafier to imagine than defcribe the grief
and indignation of Scanderbeg on tliis occafion ;
which, great as they were, he was fo much mafter
of himfelf as to conceal. He knew Amurath too
well to exprefs the leaft refentment whilft he wasin
his power, and wifely referved himfelf till time
fhould give him an opportunity to free his country
and revenge the injuries done to himfelf and his
family.” Amurath, who really loved him, and
was therefore unwilling to take his life, vainly ima-
gined by heaping new honours on him at prefent,
and promifing him more and greater proofs of his
favour hereafter, to extinguifh the memory of his
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wrongs, or make him think that thofe done to his
brothers and his country were none to him. He
was not however abfolutely free from fufpicion,
He would fometimes talk to Scanderbeg of reftor-
ing him to his father’s kingdom, to difcover whe-
ther he entertained any fuch hopes ; but all to littie
purpofe: for Scanderbeg, who knew the fuccefs of
his deﬁgns depended on their fecrecy, was not to
be over-reached,

Thewar between the Turks and Hungarians being
renewed with greater violence than ever, the Sultan,
notwithftanding his fair fpeeches and feeming con-
fidence in Scanderbeg, did not think it proper to
truft him with the fole command of his army, but
fet over him the bafla of Romania. The Chriftian
army under the command of the great Hunniades,
meeting the Sultan’s near the Moravia, a river {o
called, a fierce and bloody battle enfued ; wherein
viftory declared for the ‘Chriftians. The Turks
loft forty thoufand men. In thisbattle Scanderbeg,
with his countrymen the Epirots, to whom he had
before communicated his defign (contrary to their
caftom) were the firft who fled, which {o difcou-
raged the Turkifh army, that the rout foon became
univerfal. In this confufion Scanderbeg and his
followers feized the Turkifh fecretary, and having
bound and conveyed him to a private place, com=
pelled him to write an order, as from the Sultan,
to the governor of Croia, to deliver to Scanderbeg,
now appointed governor, the charge of that city.
Their own prefervation compelled them to difpatch
the fecretary ; after which they fet forward with
all poflible expedition, towards Albania. As foon
as they arrived there, Scanderbeg fenthis kinfman
Amafie, a young prince of an enterprifing genius
(though afterwardsa traitor and an apoftate) with his

counterfeit




/]

— ——

OF SCANDERBEG. z01

eounterfeit credentials to the governor of Croia;
who withodt fufpicion quitted the city, of wiich
Scanderbeg immediatelytook poflefiion. But though
the Turkifh governor was gone, the garrifon re-
mained. Scanderbeg therefore gave fecret orders
to thofe who had followed him from Hungary, 'to
enter thecity by {mall numbers at a time, to prevent
fufpicion; who in the dead of the night, being
joined by the citizens, fell with fuch fury on the
Turks, thatin a few hours thew hole garrifon was
cut off, except fome few who fubmitted to the go-
vernment of Scanderbeg and embraced the Chrif-
tian faith. :

Croia being thus happily recovered, meflengers
were difpatched to all parts of the kingdom to pro-
claim the king, and excite the people to take arms
for the recovery-of their liberty : but fame had al-
ready filled all parts of the country with Scander-
beg’s return and the redu&ionof Croia. 'The Epi-
rots, who had long wifhed for {uch a day, were eve-
ry where in arms afferting their right and taki
vengeance of their opprefiors; and that with fuch
fary, that in a few days there was nota Turk to
be found in Epirus, except in a few garrifons, all
which were foon fubdued. Amurath heard of
Scanderbeg’s revolt and {uccels with the utmoft rage
and indignation, but being embarrafled with the
Hungarian war, affeéted to make light of ir, and
for the prefent fpoke of it as a matter of little con-
fequence.

Scanderbeg being now at leifure, in an affembly
convened for that purpofe, reftored the civil go-
vernment of his kingdom to its former order; and
foon fettling its tranquillity began to think it time
to annoy his enemies; and entering Macedon,
where he met with little oppolition, he made the

Sultan’s
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Sultan’s fubjects pay for the de predations hisown had
fufvred, during their mafter’s ufurpation of his
country. The news of this {o enraged Amurath, thae
though the Hungarian war was not yet ended; he
ordered Alibeg,  a bafla, of whofe conduét and coy-
rage he had a igh opinion, to invade Epiras with
forty thoufand men, to bring Scanderbeg to him ej-
ther alive or dead, and to reduce the whole country
once more to his {ubje®tion. The Epirots, who
Juitly feared falling afecond time into the hands of
the Turks, and terribly alarmed at the prepara.
tions, flocked from all parts of the country to their
king at Croia; whoentertained them with his ufual
chearfulnefs and affability, but without the leaft
fign of fear. The Epirots, who were afterwards
better acquainted with their prince’s conduét and
intrepidity, were furprized to fee him behave in a
manner {o very impmper, as they thoughr, confi-
dering the prefent danger that threatened himfelf
and people. Dut how was their wonder increafed,
when they faw that out of the multitude that at.
téended and offered toferve him, ftrangers as well as
Epirots, he took only eight thoufand horfe, and
feven thoufand foot, (when he might have had twice
that number) and difmiffed the reft. With this
imall army he marched to the lower Dibra, on the
borders of Macedon, ahout eighty miles from
Croia; where, in a narrow pafs, defended by
mountains on one hand, and a wood on the other,
he encamped and waited for the Turkifh army;
upon its approach, he crdered Amafie, with three
thonfand men, to.conceal himfelfin the wood till
the armies fhould be engaged, and then, as
opportunity offered, to attack the Tutks in the
vear. \The bafla did Scanderbeg the juftice to ad-
mire the order of his little army, but conifiding in

his
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his numbers,  came On with great refolution and
affurance of fuccefs. Scanderbeg, at the head of
his troops, with invineible courage fuftained the
attack ; and: beginning the battle himfelf with his
bwn hand made terrible flaughter amongft the
Turks. His foldiers follow he example of their
leader, the Turks were foon put toa fland. Alibeg,
{eeing this, retreated, in hopes shat Scanderbeg
would have followed him into the open country,
where he might by his nemerous army eafily have
encompafled and deftroyed him: butbeing difap-
paintcd by the prudence of Scanderbeg, the Turlks
returned with greater fury than | fore: upon which,
Scanderbeg retreated in his tarn, which dr his
enémy inte the fireight as he d d s where be-
ing attacked by Amalie behind, and Scanderbeg
before, their great num were not only ufelefs,
but haftened their deflru&ion by trampling . one
another to death. Upen this every cne began to
fhife for himfelf, The baffa and {fome few others
efcaped with much difficalty, and left behind him
twenty two thoufand flain, two thoufand prifoners,
twenty- four ftandards, with all his ammunition,
tents, and baggage. This glm'i(ms vitory coft
the Chriftians bat three hundred men. Scanderbeg
having mounted his feven thoufand foot; with
horfes taken from the Turks, entered the Sultan’s
dominions : whichhaving plundered, and with the
{poils greatly enriched his followers, without re-
ferving anything for himfelf, he returned triuvm-
phantly to Crofdir=-

The lofs of thisbattle, with that before men-
tioned, gained by Hunniades, fo reduced the power
of Amurath, that he was forced, though with great
relu@ance, to fue to the Hungarians for a peace ;
which they upon terms, that feemed indeed advan-
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tageous enough for themfelves, too eafily granted ;
and thereby loft an opportunity which has never
fince returned nor perhaps ever will : for had they
afiifted Scanderbeg with all their forces, initead of
making peace with Amurath, as in juitice and po-
licy they ought to have done, the Turks might in
all probability have been utterly driven out of Eu-
rope, and all the miferies they have fince brought
upon the Chriftian world been prevented. A peace
was however made and folemnly fworn to by Ula-
diflaas king of[—Iungm-yon the Evangelifts, and by
Amurath on the Koran. The old Sultan, ever
melancholy and impatient, grew weary of the
world upon thefe diihppointmcnts, and aftcrrcvcng-
ing himfelf on the king of Caramania, who had
taken the advantage of his troubles to endeavour
to throw off lis yoke, he refigned his crown to his
fon Mahomet, and retired to Magnefia. Julian;
Cardinal St. Angelo, the pope’s legate at the court
of Hungaria, being informed that the Turkifh af-
fairs weré in the utmolt confufion under the govern-
ment of the young Sultan, perfuaded Uladiflaus to
break the peace, and abfolved him from the oath
given to Amurath; or, in other words, gave him a
difpenfation to be perjured. Scanderbeg’s afliftance
was afked ; who being under no obligation to the
contrary, and having refolved to omit no opportu-
nity of diftrefling the commonenemy, raifed an army
of thirty thoufand men, a greater than he ever
broughtintothe field, either before orafter ; defign-
ng to march them through Servia in order to join
the Hungarians ; butProvidence, that purpofed, as
it afterwards appeared, to vindicate its juftice and
make that faithlefs king an inftance of its feve-
rity, prevented Scanderbeg from coming to his af=
fiftance. The defpot of Servia, whofe daughter
Amu-
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Amurath had married; denying him -a paflage,
adifpute arofe, in which the defpot was a {ufferer ;
yet {o much time was loft, thatthe battle of Verna
was fought whilft Scanderbeg was on the borders
of Servia. Thefe dangers roufed Amurath from
his ftapidity. He quitted Magnefia, and re-affu-
med the government; and pafling over from Afia
to Europe witha numerous army, joined his baffa,
and marched to feek the Hungarians. The two
armies met near the city of Verna in Bulgaria,
where a terrible battle enfued, in which Amurath
proved vitorious ; Uladiflaus, the king of Hun-
garia and Poland, loft his life, with two thirds of
his army and the flower of his nobility. Hunnia-
des, thevaliant prince of Tranfilvania, {ometime
after king of Hungaria, very hardly efcaped; and
the pope’s legate, the impious promoter of this
perfidious war, after being firipped and wounded,
and enduring the utmoft indignities and re-
proaches from fome of thofe whom he had feduced,
juftly perithed in the ftorm that he had raifed.

The following circumftance from Knowles’s ac«
count of this battle is too remarkable to be omit-
ted. Amurath feeing the great flanghter of his
men, who were forced to retreat, and even ready
to fly, took the writing out of his bofom, whereig
the late league was comprifed, and holding it
in his hand with his eyes raifed tcwards heaven,
faid ; ¢¢ Behold, thou crucified Chrift, this is the
¢¢ league thy followers have, in thy name, made
with me; which without caufe they have vio-
lated : now if thou art God, as they fay thou
art, revenge the wrong done to thy name and
me; fhew thy power upon this perjured people;
who in their deeds deny thee.”” Amurath, who
was obferved after this battle to be as gloomy and
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difcontented as ever, being afked the caufe, an-
fivered, that he defired no more victories at fuch a
price: and indeed it coft him the greateft part of
his numerous army.

Having given crders for the government of his
empire, he once more retired to Magnefia ; but
his reftlefs mind, and thirft of revenge on Scander-
beg, foon made him weary of this unactive life ;
he quitted his devotions, and returning to Adriano-
ple, took the management of the publick affairs
again into his own hands, to the no fmall mortif-
cation of his ambitious fon, to whom he had a {fe-
cond time committed them. Intent on the de-
firuétion of Scanderbeg, and hoping to ruin him
by a fallacious peace, he fent' Ayradin, aman
of great {ubtlety, as his ambaflador, to Croia. He
carried with him letters from Amurath full of cruel
reproaches, threats, flattery, promifes and artful
infinuations ; caleculated to work upon all the paf-
fions, efpecially ambition and terror; promifing
him, on condition he would return to his obedi.
enceand embrace the Mahometan faith, his eter-
nal friendfhip, with a vaft acceffion of wealth
and power; but threatening him and his, if he
refufed, with utter ruin and extirpation, Scander-
beg, who detefled and defpifed thefe propofals and
him that fent them, difmiffed the ambaflador with
an an{wer that became his own courage and the juf-
tice of his caufe. The Sultan reading it was fo
provoked, that ftroaking his white beard according
to his cuftom when he was angry, he cryed out;
¢ Thou defireft, vain wretch, an honourable death;
¢ well, take thy with; I will attend the funeral
¢ of my fofler-fon : yes, though unbidden, T will
¢ honour in perfon the funeral pomp of the great

2 To
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To keep Scanderbeg employed and walfte his
fiength by degrees, Amurath fent Ferifes with
nine thoufand horfe to the borders of Epirus, while
he himfelf prepared to follow him with his whole
force. Scanderbeg had difmifled his army raifed
for the Hungarian war, and had with him only
his ufual complement, which was one thoufand
fve-hundred foot and twoe thoufand horfe, Feri-
fes attacked him with a great deal of vigour;
and hoping to gain immortal honour and end the
war at once bythe death of .Scanderbeg, with more
courage than prodence, fought for him (where he
was always to be found) in the front of the battle 3
Scanderbeg met and difpatched him by afingle blow
with his fabre in the fight of both armies ; which
fo difheartened the Turks that they took to their
heels, but were fo clofely purfued by the Epirots,
that few of themefcaped to carry the news to Adri-
anople.

The Sultan, who imputed the overthrow of Fe-
tifes to his own ralhnefs, fent Muftapha, a com-
mander not lefs valiant but more prudent, with 2
frefh fupply of troops to the borders of Epiras 3
but charged him not to hazard a battle on any ec-
cafion whatever, but only to harafs the frontiers,
and conftantly retire upon the approach of Scander-
beg; telling him he fhould take it for good fervice
if he fhould hear, that ¢ the treesand fruits of Epirus
e had felt the effects of his anger.” Muftaphafo well
obferved his orders, that having ftrongly intrenched
his army on the mountains that part Macedon
from Epirus, he from thence by fmall parties fent
forth from time to time grievoully infefted the coan-
try; burning the villages, deftroying the vineyards,
and doing all the mifchief in their power. Scan-
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derbeg had too much love for his fuffering people,
as well as regard for his own honour, to hear of
thefe devaftations with patience. He did every
thing that policy could fuggeft to draw them from
theirentrenchment ; but finding all attempts of this
kind ineffeétual, he refolved, if poflible, to drive
them out by force ; which he thus cffefted. Scan-
derbeg obferving a fmall party of Turks foraging,
according to their daily practice, at fome diftance
from their camp, furprized them with four thoufand
horfe and one thoufand foot, and drove them to their
trenches ;which his troops entering with the fugitives,
the whole camp was initantly filled with terror and
confufion. 'The Chriftians, provoked with the
ruin of their country, made dreadful havock of
the Turks. Muftapha, feeing all was loft, efcaped
by the port neareft to Macedon. Five thoufand
Turks fell on the {pot, and the reft fled ; many of
whom being afterwards found in Epirus were either
killed or made prifoners.

Notwithftanding thefe triumphs, Scanderbeghad,
like other great and good men, his portion of af-
flition. Amafie; his kinfman, feduced by “the
flattery of Amurath and his own ambition, defert-
ed his caufe and fled to Adrianople ; where he em-
braced Mahometanifm,and was ever after a conceal-
ed traitor or an open enemy to Scanderbeg. Lech
Zachary; who poffefled a {mall territory in Alba-
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nia under the proteétion of Scanderbeg, who was

by covenant to {ucceed him if he died without if-
fue, being bafely murdered by his unnatural kin{-
man, Lattucagne ; the Venetians, upon {fome fri-
volous pretences, ‘claimed partof this inheritance,
and {eizing upon the city Dayna, which lay con-
venient for them, fortified it againft Scanderbeg.
Upon
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Upon this a war enfued, in which Scanderbeg had
grcatly the advantage. He {ubdued almoit the
whole province of Scutaria, and defeated an army
of the Venetians near the river Dryne, took many
prifoners, and amongft them fome of great emi-
nence, butfhed as little blood as poflible.  As this

* wasa war into which he was forced againft his in-

clination; and in which conqueft itfelf gave him
no pleafure, he was ever ready to end it upon ho~
nourable terms ; which he did as {oon as they were
offered.

During the war Muftapha obtaining another ar-
my of the Sultan, returned into Epirus and met
with worfe fuccefs than before. He now loft ten
thonfand men,with his own liberty and that of twelve
principal officers, whofe ranfom coft Amurath twen-
ty five thoufand ducats and many valuable prefents 5
which with the plunder of the Turkifh camp and
the contributions raifed in Macedon, greatly
enriched the Epirots. This vi&tory coft Scanderbeg
only three hundred men.

'Amurath having again defeated Hunniades, in
a batgle which lafted three days, on the plains of
Coflova, refolved to go againft Scanderbeg in per-
fon, and execute the vengeance with which he had
{o long threatened him ; for this purpofe he affem-
bled an army at Adrianople of one hundred and
fixty thoufand men, Scanderbeg, who had early
information of his proceedings, and forefaw
where the ftorm would fall, prepared for his de-
fence. - He ordered thofe who lived in the open
country in farms and villages to quit their habi-
tations and take with them every thing that was
moveable ; the reft he entirely deftroyed, that
Chfi enemy, on their arrival, might have no-
thing to {fubfift on. The women and children,
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and fuch as infirmities and old age had rendered
ufelefs, were fentinto fortified places in the remo.
telt parts of the kingdom ; or into the Venetian o
other neighbouring Chriftian dominions, where
they remained till che danger was over. 'This, hoyw.
ever neceflary, was very grievous.to the Epirots,
It was a moving {cene to fee aged parents taking
leave of their children and affeétionate wives of
their hufbands, almoft defpairing ever to fee them
again : fo terrible were their apprehenfions of the
Sultan’s power. They had now long enjoyed, un-
der their indulgent and fortunate king, libery,
{afety and profperity: he indeed had perpetual

wars, but wars more' advantageous to his people |
than peaceitfelf. All thefe bleflings they thought |
muft now be loft; fome perhaps feared for them- |

felves, but all trembled for their king and country,
Scanderbeg alone was himfelf on this occafion:
he Jaboured for their prefervation without partaking
of their fears; he ordered -the fortifications of
Croia to be repaired and improved: and fending
thence all who might be ufelefs or burthenfome, he
fupplied it with provifions and ammunitien for
twelve mouths, added one thoufand three hundred
men to the inhabitants for its defence, and ap-
pointed Uranaconties governor, a man every way
equal to fo important a truft. Of all that were
able to bear arms he chofe only ten thoufand men,
with which {fmall army he remained in the open
country and fent the reft to defend the cities, and
other defenfible places in his dominions. Amu-
rath, who travelled {low by reafon of his great
age, fent forty thoufand light horfe before him t0
befiege Setigrade on the borders of Macedon,
‘the {econd city for frenigth in Epirns; whillt he
himfelf followed with the bulk of hisarmy. The

Turks
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Turks were no fooner encamped before that city,
but Scanderbeg cut off two thoufand of them, to
give them atafte of what entertainment they were
to expect in Epirus. A few days after Amurath
arrived and befieged the city with his whole force,
but with no appearance of fuccefs, being repulfed
with great lofs in all his attacks. Atlength avil-
lain poifoned the fountain which fupplied the whole
city with water, which obliged the garrifon to fur-
render. Amurath, as he promifed, bountifully
rewarded the traitor, but had him fecretly made
away with foon after,

The Sultan, having once more recruited his ar-
my, prepared for the fiege of Croia; mot doubt-
ing but that the reduétion ef the capital would
be followed by the fubmiffion of the whole king-
dom. Croiais fituated on an afcent in the plain
of Tyranna, and in two places only acceflible,
being everywhere elfe defended by impregnable
rocks. The numerous troopsof Amurath not only
blocked up the city, but covered the plains to the
mountains of Tumeneftra, where Scanderbeg lay
with his forces to obferve the enemy. The Sultan,
who knew his vigilance, firlt took care to fortify
his own camp and then fummoned the city : but re-
ceiving a refolute anfwer from the governor, he
mounted his cannon and battered the walls with
fuch fury, that a breach was foon made. = Encou-
raged by this fuccefs he commanded his troops to
an affault, but was forced, after the lofs of eight
thoufand Janiffaries, to retreat with fhamé and
confufion to oppofe Scanderbeg, who had entered
the trenches, fired the camp in feveral places, and
with dreadful havock and confufion drove all be-
fore him. The old Sultan, being deeply affeed
with the diftractions ofPhis people, gave himfelf
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up a prey to melancholy. The whole army was
difpirited : the council and officers, more anxious
for their mafter’s life than the fuccefs of the war,;
negletted every thing but the care of his perfon.
His fon Mahomet only, who gave early proofs of his
favage ‘difpofition, drove the unwilling foldiers to
the breach, where they were flaughtered on heaps
without gaining the leaft advantage, and many re-
ceived their death from the hand of that cruel
prince for flying to avoid it. Scanderbeg, who
never flept above two hours at a time during
this fiege, and even then armed, with his horfe
and weapons by him, gave the Turks no reft
night or day, but, by aflaulting them fometimes in
one place and fometimes in another, kept them in
perpetual fear. Mahomet burning with rage left
the trenches with a great number of troops, refolv-
ing at all events to afcend the mountains, and en-
gage his enemy there. Scanderbeg, who never
failed of the beft intelligence, being informed of
this, left five hundred men with an able officer to
guard the paffage, which they did fo effectually
that Mahomet fpenta great deal of time and loft
abundance of men to no purpofe. Scanderbeg in
the mean while with eight thoufand men marched
round to the oppofite fide of the Turkifh camp,
where he was leaft expeted, and forcing theirtren-
ches made fuch terrible flaughter of the enemy
that their former loffes feemed nothing in compari-
fon to this. Mahomet, who had no reafon to boaft
of his fuccefs, hearing this returned with his troops
to oppofe Scanderbeg and fave the reft of the camp,
being purfued by the five hundred Epirots to his
very entrance into the trenches ; which Scander-
beg then quitted, having prevented Mahon"tet’ﬁ de-
fign, defiroyed a vaft number.of his enemies, and

< plundered their camp without the lofs of one fin-
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gleman on his own fide. The leaft alarm, or even
he name of Scanderbeg, which the Epirots fre-
quently made ufe of in their attacks to terrify their
enemies, was now {fufficient to firike a panick
through the Ottoman army and put the whole
camp into confufion. Inftead of battering the
city, they placed their cannon on the lines that
encompafled their camp to defend themfelves ; but
this availed them little, for Scanderbeg continued
to infeft and deftroy them almoft at his pleafure.
To add to their misfortunes, their provifions began
to fail them. To remedy this evil, Amurath fent
to Defia, a city of the Venetians; where for his
money kiis agents were furnifhed with a2 great quan-
tity of provifions ; but Scanderbeg intercepted the
convoy and fentit all to his own camp, leaving the
Sultan tof{upply himfelf from his own dominions
or where elfe he could. Amurath, to leave no
means unattempted to: make himfelf mafter of
Croia, ordered it to be undermined ; but the rock
on which the city was founded, could not be fuffici-
ently penetrated. He thentried to corrupt the go-
vernor, or raife a mutiny in the city by the force of
his bribes ; but being difappointed in both, he was
prevailed upon to offer peace, defiring only a {mall
yearly tribute to fave his honour : but Scanderbeg
abfolutely refufing, he abandoned himfelf to defpair,
tore his white beard and curfed his deftiny, thathad
referved him to this fhame in his old age. He
would fometimes boaft of his former glory, and
count over the battles he had fought and the vic-
tories he had gained, and fo aggravate his prefent
miferies by the memory of his paft trinmphs. Find-
ing himfelf near his end he fent. for his {fon and the
chief officers of hisarmy, towhom he complained
bitterly, and with many tears, of his hard fortune in

] being:
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being compelled to refign his breath in an obfcure
country and in the fight of anenemy; and turning
towards his fon, intreated him to revenge his death,
After which being fpeechlefs he ftruggled for fome
time in extreme agonies, and{o expired. The Sul-
tan’sfate determined the fiege of Croia. Mahomet
with his broken and dejected troops took the fhort-
eft way out of Epirus ; but being clofely purfued
by Scanderbeg, who treated them after his ufual
manner, that miferable army was much more re-
duced before they entered their new mafter’s do-
minions. What thankfgiving to the Giver of Vic-
tory, what praifes of their king’s wifdom and mag-
nanimity, what mutual congratulations on their
deliverance filled the mouths and hearts of the
Epirots on this occafion we need not defcribe: the
thoughts of every reader, who knows the value of
liberty, will more than {upply that omiffion.

Scanderbeg, now at leifure, to the great joy of
his fubjetts, married the daughter of Aranthes Co-
nino, prince of Durazzo; a lady of incomparable
beauty, and adorned with every pofiible virtue in
its higheft perfe@tion. After which, accompanied
with his fair queen, he vifited every part of his
Jingdom tocomfort and glad the hearts of his peo-
ple, whofe delight he juitly was, after their affliéti-
ons. In his progrefs he adminiftered juftice with
mercy ; and indeed o prudent was his government
at all times, that during his whole reign, except
when the Turks infefled the country, perfons loaded
with gold might have travelled from one end of
Epirus to the other without being molefted. He
was fo far from opprefling his fubje&ts, that it be-
came a proverb amongft the neighbouring princes,
that the Turks dominionsare Scanderbeg’s reve-
nues.

Maho-
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Viahomet, who fucceeded his father, proved a
very victorious but a very impious prince. His
mother, the daughter of the Defpot of Servia, was
a2 Chriftian; and it was thought by fome, that he
would be a favourer of that religion, but he de-
ceived their expeftations and profeffed Mahometa-
pifm, but was fecretly a contemner of both. Am-
bition was his God, and his praftice was fuitable
to his faith. He conquered the two empires of
Conftantinople and Trapezond, twelve kingdoms,
and five hundred cities, and was therefore called
Mahomet the Great. And yet this mighty con-
queror, during the life of Scanderbeg, couldnéver
fubdue Epirus, nor any part of it, nor even keep
the city of Setigrade, which was recovered from
the Turks foon after the death of Amurath, Not
that he was wanting in his endeavours ; he had no-
thing more at heart: all his acquificions coft him
lefs perhaps than his unfuccefsful attempts upon
this little kingdom . After he was eftablifhed in his
throne he had almoft continual wars with Scander-
beg: he tried flattery as wellas force, and invited
that prince to his court under pretence of love and
admiration of his perfon and courage, and a defire
to fee him and renew their former acquaintance.
He twice invaded Epirus in perfon, each time with
two hundred thouland men; but was both times
forced to return with infinite fhame and lofs. Nay
he defcended to the meaneft and worft of villanies ;
he hired two traitorsto afaffinate Scanderbeg, who,
tothe eternal infamy of their abettors, were difco-
vered and juftly punifhed.

If any thing can be more wonderful than the
attions of this great man’s life, it is that he fhould
be preferved amidft fo many dangers to which his
own courage and the malice of his enemies conti-

; P g nually
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nually expofed him, to die in peace. Being with
his wife and fon at Lyfla, he was attacked with a vi-
olent fever; and apprehending it to be mortal, he
recommended to the princes his confidents, and
the Venetian ambaflador, unanimity and the care
of hisfon, who was then in his minority, and to
whom he gave much excellent advice : but above
all things charged him, ‘if he fhould live to under-
take the government of his kingdom, {o to rule as
to be rather beloved than feared by his fubjeds;
whofe fidelity to himfelf he praifed, and for whom
he exprefled the greateft affe®ion. While Scan-
derbeg was thus fetting his houfe in order and pre-=
paring for death with the piety of a Chriftian, and
the refolution of a hero; news was brought him
that the Turks had entered the dominions of the
Venetians, Upon which, dying as he was, he
rofe and called for his armour; but the frength of
his body not an{wering the vigor of his mind, he
fainted, and was by his weeping attendants carried
again to his bed, Recovering his fpeech he bid
his officers haften to the afliffance of his friends,
and tell the T'arks, that ¢ he was detained for the
¢¢ prefent at Lyfla, but that he would be with them
¢ to-morrow.” Thefe words of Scanderbeg, fpo-
ken in his weaknefs before he had recovered the per-
fect ofe of his reafon, being reported by his offi-
cers, reached the Turkifh camp that evening, and
filled it with fuch terror, that expecting every mo-
ment to be attacked, the whole army remained all
nicht under arms, and at the approach of day
qﬁ:itted their ftation and fled as if Scanderbeg had
been indeed at their heels, to the mountains of
Scutaria, where the greater part of them miferably
peri thed. While the 'I_‘urks were H)'ing when none
purfued, with fervent devotion and perfet refigna-
tion
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tion to the divine pleafure Scanderbeg died. Iis
affiited kingdom and Chriftian confederates fuf-
tained. this irreparable lofs on the 17th of January
1467, inthe 63d year of 1'_|is age. He was interred
with great magnificence 1n the cathedral church
of St. Nicholas at Lyffa. This city about nine
years after was taken by the Turks ; who, though
they hated him living, with much reverence took
up “his bones ; which with great ccm}cmion (every
one ftriving for a part though ever fo fmall) they
divided amongft them ; and after every one had fet
his portion in filver or gold, d adorned 1t with
jewels according, to his fancy or abi ity, they fuper-
ftitioufly wore them as facred charms or amulets
againt cowardice and ill fortune.

Scanderbeg was of a fair complexion ; his fea-
tures regular, andhis countenance manly and ma-
jeftic, In fhort, _his face was perfettly handiome
without the lealt unbecoming {ofty Hi e
was high, his limbs proportionably large and ex-
quifitely well made. His ¢ itution nat ly
good, was foimproved by ter ind exercife,
that he could bear the extremeit v itudes of heat
and cold and the grculci’t labour without any appa-
rent inconveniency.  His ftrength was wonderful ;
of which we have in feveral authors many furpri-
fing inftances: as his cutting two men afunder
with a fingle ftroke of his fcimitar; hiscleaving a
man at one blow from head to chine; his cutting
through head pieces of iron; 'his killing a wild
boar at one ftroke, and cutting off' the head of a
wild and fierce buffalo at another, {9c. Mahomet
the Great, hearing of thefe and otherinftances of
the like nature, defired to fce Scanderbeg’s fcimitar,
imagining there muft be fomething extraordinary
in it ; but finding it like others, he complained
that Scanderbeg had deceived him, whohad{ent him

word,

SAature
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word, that “¢ hewas ready atany time to convinee
¢ him of thegoodnefs of his weapon, but then it
¢¢ muft be in his own hand, whichhe could not-yet
“¢ {pare from the defence of himfelf and his coun-
Lo o e

The excellency of his mind, his furprizing ge-
nias and exalted virtue, are fo vifible not only in
the whole courfe but almoft every aétion of his life,
that it 1s only repetition to fay he was pious, wile,
liberal, juft and merciful, cantious, not foon of-
fended and eafily appeafed. Of his forgiving tem-
per take this inflance. A kinfman of his, who
had bafely betrayed his counfels and joined with his
enemies the Turks, after fome time returned ; and
with a halter about his neck threw himfelf at his
feet : Scanderbeg not only raifed him from the
ground and embraced him with great tendernefs,
but immediately reftored him to his former com-
mand and fhare in hisconfidence and favour.  That
his judgment was perfect in his youth without the
help of experience, witnefs his conduét under Amu-
rath and his artful recovery of his native domini-
ons: and that time did not in the leaft abate the
ardor of his courage, we have the ftrongeft proof
{rom his behavious when in the article of death. It
is afferted from the undoubted evidence of thofe
who {erved under him, that in his wars with the
Turks be killed above three thoufand of them with
his own hands, and that his troops were never de-
feated in any battle in which he was prefent. He
did not ufe tofay to his foldiers, goon, butfollow
me. In battle he excrted himfelfwith fuch violence,
that the blood has been feen to burfl from hismouth
and other parts of his face. He was never known
to retreat from a fingle advesfary but once; and
that in the fellowing manner. Scanderbeg giving
fome
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fome orders to his army, a private foldier, with
more petulance perhaps than malice, contradicted
him; which he fo refented as to draw his fabre 5
upon which the fellow rode away as faft as he could
and Scanderbeg after him, till they came to the
brink of a river; when the foldier turned about
and drawing his fabre, told Scanderbeg ¢ that he
¢« was forry to oppofe his prince, but nature bid
¢ him defend his life:” 'This refpectfnl but refo-
late behaviour fo charmed Scanderbeg, that he re-
tired and told the foldier, ¢¢ he had much rather
¢ have fuch a man for his friend than enemy,”
and returning with him to the camp immediately
advanced and efteemed him ever after. Profperity
never made him vain, nor adverfity dejefted: he
had learned both how to want and how to abound.
He had no ambition, no avarice, no luxirious ap-
petite to gratify : he fought not for pow but liber-
ty;; he fpoiled hisenemies to hamble them, and to
{ubfit his own people, not to- enrich him{felf.
When his affairs would permit he kept a fumptuous
table for his officers and friends; but he himfelfeat
but once a day, and that but {paringly. He never
flept more than five hours in the twenty-four, and
intimes of danger would fatisfy himfelf with two.
His {oldiers were richly habited, but their king
generally very plain, but upon proper accafions he
would appear dreft and attended with the utmoft
magnificence.

THE
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Spoken by Mr. CissER.

‘S;ﬁ' C R ED to wirtue, liberty andtruth,
The Mufes bloom in everlaftin
Prefi’d like the palm, they rife beneath their aveight,
And foar above the reach of time, or fate.
When brafsy or marble, faithlefs to 1)
No longer bear the name, nor guard the
Of kings, or beroes, to their charge configr’d,
But yield to age, and leave no track behind ;
The poet’s pen, awith never dying lays
Preferwes their fame and celebrates their praife.
Let artful Maro, or bold Lucan tell,
How regal Troy, or Reme, more awfnl fell;
Nations r!e'ﬁrq;"ff revive, /3',-" empires fbine,
And freedom glows in each immortal line.
In wain awonld fattion, wvar, or lazsiefs
Which marr the patricl’s fcheme, bisfame devour;
When bards, by their fuperior force, canjave
From davk obliwion and defeat the grave.

Say, Britons, muft thisart Drfake your 1flé,
And leave to vagrant apes ber native foil 2
Muf fbe, the deareft ﬁ'icaz({ that freedom kno
Driven from ber feat, [feck refuge awith her fuss
Forbid fo preat afbame, andfave the age
From fuch reproach, you patrons of the flage.

yorith.

¢ 17

Since avell wve knoaw, there's xota theme ja dear,
> o ¥
As wirtuous freedom, to a Britifb ear;
T’ indulge fo juft a tafie, to night Sfing
A pious bero, and apatriot king;
] v ey
By nature forn’d, by Providence defign’d
o fcourge ambition, and to right mankind :
T -ge ambition, 1 to right kind
Such Caftriot avas, O might it but appear.
That be retains the leaft refemblance here !~
2 Shewuld
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Shauld but the fmallef? portion of that fire,
Which filPd bis ample breaft, _our fcenes infpire,
The.abjedt flave, 10 his reproa ch fball jee,
T hat i.u}'a as dare deferveit, may be free :
And confeious h;m./,) confefs avith fbame,
Thet blind ambition wanders fron: ber aim 3
Wobile wirtub leads ber wotaries to fame.
Ji- i
i At DramaTis Personaz.
T UR K S.
Amurath, Mr. Quin.
Mzahomet. Mr. W, Mills.
Helena. Mrs. Thurmond,
1 | Oftnyn: Mz, Berry.
o Kifler Aga. Mr Heavit.
I Cleora. Mrs. Pritchard,
g i} CrH Rl S AN S
! I Scanderbeg. Mr. Milward.
¢ Aranthes. Mr. Mills.
Althea. Mrs. Butler,
Amafhe. Mr (.!z’..’?);;,
Paulinus. Mr. Finffon:
Guards, Mutesy BEunuchs, and Attendiints. |

S CE N E. The Plain and Mountains near Cro1a,
the Metropolis of ALBANIA.
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CHRISTIAN HERO,
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A Reoyal Pavilion, HELLENA on a Sofa in a melan-
choly Pofture. CLEORA attending near ber. . Eu-
nuchs, Mutes, Singers and Dancers.

S ON G.

"The regent of night with her beams
Had chequer’d each valley and grove,
And {well’d with herinfluence the ftreams,
When Fatima, pining for love,
To the ocean, defpair for her guide,
Repair’d for relief from her pain ;
Where plunging, receive me, fhe cry’d,
I’m fair, young and royal in vain.

HELLENA 7ifes and comes foraard,

HELLENA.
O more, Cleora! Iaccept thy love,
But thy officious kindnefs is in-vain.
Itis not mufick, nor the {prightly dance,
The harmony of motion,. orof found,
That can afluage my grief.
CLEOR A,
Let all retire.
[Exeunt Eunuchs, &c.
How long, my royal miftrefs, will you footh
"T'his {ecret, pining grief ? how long averfe,
To ev’ry dawn of joy, thus{eek retirement;
Vor. I. Q. And
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And fhun the gay delights, the pomp and power,
That ever wait the daughter of our {ultan,
And firft of womankind ?
HELLEN A.

How long fhall love
And torturing defpair, like ling’ring fevers,
ff 1 Feed on the {prings of life and drink my blood ?
ff e How long fhall Amurath, my awful father,
i ; Tho? prefs’d and overwhelm’d with difappointments,
Provoke the malice of his adverfe ftars,
And urge his own deftruétion; whillt in vain
With unrelenting hatred he purfues,
Whom heav’n protels, ‘th'ever victorious hero
Of Epirus?

CLEORA,
Thus do you always talk,
Of love and death, defpair and the Epirot.
e Why will you ever ftrive to hide the caufe,
e The cruel canfe of all this mighty anguifh?
Believe me, princefs, *tis better to intruft
A faithful {lave, than keep the fecret thus '
h To rack your breaft; ’twill eafe thofe pains——— |
HELLE NA.
o L That death
! i | Alone canscure : ‘but yet, my belt Cleora,
Such is thy truth, thy tendernefs and love,
I can deny:thee nought. Yes, thou fhalt know
All thou defic'ft, and fhare the very heart
B (Eed Of {ad Hellena.—You muft think I love.————
i A What el{e con’dmakethy princefs farmore wretched
fitiedh Than the meaneft flave, and who but Caftriot
Cow’d merit fo fublime a;flame as mine?
CLEOR A:
>T1s asTfear'd : dhe’sloftbeyond redemption. [4fade.
H/E L=
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HELLEN A.
A royal hoftage to my father’s court
When young he came, who lov’d him as a fon ;
L asa brother; folfondly thought,
Nor found my error, till the fatal ame,
That now confumes me, cherifh’d by my weaknefs,
Was grown too great, too fierce to be controll’d.
O matchlefs prince ! who can difplay thy worth?
Thou favourite of heaven, and firft of men !
In courts more foft, more lovely, more attra&ive
Than thofe fair youths who with eternal bloom
Enjoy the fragrant manfions of the bleft -
In council wifer than a whole divan ;
Inanger awful ; and in war as fierce
As thofe bright minifters, whom heav’n fends forth
To punifh the prefuming fons of men ;
In juftice th’ image of that facred power, <
Whom he flill ferves with moft unfeign’d devotion ;
Like him in mercy too, in bounty like him ;
Excellingin magnificence.the pringes
Of th’ Eaft, yet temperate and felf-denying
As a Dervife.—Who know, and love thee ngt,
Avow their. malice and contempt of virtue,
CLEORA.
Think, princefs, think what ’tis you fay ;. of whom
It is youdpeak. QCan he, that cruel chrifhian,
That enemy ’our prophet and -yourfather,
Deferve fuch praife from you ?
HELLENA,
Unjuft Cleora!

To callhim cruel—But thon know’ft him not 3
Or fure thy gentle nature wou’d abhor
To wronghim thus, .And wherefore doft thou urge
His diff’rent faith to me ? Love bufies not
Himfelf with reconciling creeds, nor heeds

Qz : The
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Thejarrings of contentious priefts : from courts
To fhades, from {hades to courts he flies
Fo conquer hearts, and overthrow diftin&ion,
Treating alike the monarch and the flave ;
But thuns the noifyfchool, and leaves the race
Of proud, litigious men to their own folly 3
Who wife in words alone, confume their days
In fierce debate, nor know the end of life.
CLEORA.
Now I no longer wonder you contemn’d
Amafie and his flame.
HELLEN A.
O name him not,
The moft detefted traitor! who, tho’ next
Tn blood, and late the deareft friend of his
Indulgent prince, without a caufe renounc’d
His faith, his country, and his vow’d allegiance.
CLEORA.
Say notwithout 2 caufe, his love to you=——
HELLEN A,
Tnfolent flave! ambitious bloody traitor !
To claim my love for cruelty and frand !
Muft I have been a recompence for murther!
Forregicide, the murther of his king!
But his defeat has freed me from thatdanger 2
My father now retraéts his former promife,
And treats him with averfion and contempt.
CLEORA.,
May treafon ever meet the like reward.———
But fee the man we {peak of comes this way.
HELLEN A,
1 woun’d avoid him, do thou hear his meflage ;
His name is hatefal, but whene’er Ifee him,

5 IVI_::
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My blood runs back, my finews all relax,

And life itfelf feems ready to forfake me.
[Exit HELLEN A.

Enter AMasie,

CLEOR A.
What wou’d you, prince ?
AMASIE.,

I am inform’d the fultan
Paft this way, andcame in hopes to have found him
With the princefs.
CLEOR A.
Your hopes deceiv’d you, Sir.
AMASIE.
May I not fee
The princefs ?
CLEORA.
No.
AMASIE.
Ibring her happy news.
CLEOR A,
Nor happinefs, nor truth can come from thee ;
For ev’ry word, and ev’ry thought of thine
Are full of deep deceit, and threaten mifchief.
[Exit CLEORA,
1 AmAasiEe alone.
Seen and avoided !—rated by her flave !
Sufpetted by the fultan ! —{corn’d by all l—
Is this the gratitude of Turkifh courts?
}lns my reward for heav’'n and honour loft ? ——
Soul poifoning envy, eldeft born of hell,
'l?hou {in of devils, and their torment too,
I'o whatcentempt, whatmis’ryhaft thou brought me?

Q_3 111
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Tl-tim’d refle@ion !—TI fhall fill fucceed = —

Love and ambition, hatred and revenge—-—

There’s notawifh my reftlefs {foul has form’d,

Butfhall be quickly crown’d—then whence this an-
uifh ?

Sure ’tis much hardérto attain perfetion

In ill, than tobe truly good.—The fultan!——.

Enter- AMURATH and VisiER.

AMURATH,
Away; my fame is loft; my laarels won
‘With pain and toil, andwater’d with my blood,
That well Thop’d wou’d flourifh o’er my grave
‘When I that planted.them (hou’d be but dult,
Are wither’d all. O! wherefore did 1 tempt,
In the declining winter of my age,
The vigour of ayouthful rebel’s arms?
Whofe curft fuccefs, ’gainft fuch prodigious odds,
Makes credibility doubt what fhe fees,
And truth appear like falfehood.

AMASIE. |
Mighty {ultan!—

AMURATH:

What woud’ft thou, flave! Thou renegade, thou
ipy!
Hence from my fight: avaunt, perfidious traitor.
V' ISTER:

My ever gracious lord, you wrong thé prince;
None can be more devoted to your fervice.

AMURATH.
*Tis falfe. Did he hot lead my {pahies forth
With hate profeft, and boafts of fure revenge
On Scanderbeg ; then leave my gallant troops




THE CHRISTIAN HERO. 23

To {well the triumph, and to glut the rage
Of that damn’d, damn’d deftroyerof the faithful?
VISIER,

O righteousheav’n! whenwillthy judgments ceafe ?

For fix revolving moons have we in vain

Beifieg’d yon city, proud, imperious Croia ;

With famine, peftilence, and Scanderbeg

More terrible than both,. like threat’ning meteors,

Hov’ring o’er our heads. Our ftrengths confum’d ;

By painful watchings and inceffant toils

Do not our numbers ev'ry hour decreafe ?

Are we not all devoted to deftruétion ?

Thofe that efcape the plague, of hunger die;

Or fav’d from famine, perith by the fword.

Yet to behold you thus, burning with rage,

And tortur’d by defpair, affiiéts us worfe

T'han all our other griefs. Why will you ftill refufe

"The only help your prefent ftate admits,

"That {fov’reign balm for minds like yours difeas’d,

And cure for ev’ry ill— all healing patience ?

AMURATH.

Name patience again while th’ Epirot lives

And lives. vi€torious, and thou art thyfelf

A bafe, infulting traitor. Hear me, Allah,

If thou art ought befidean empty name,

If thou doft fill exift, as priefts affirm,

Decree our fate, and govera all below,

Behold, and aid a canfe fo much your own.

To flaves, to fubjetts and'to priefts give patience,

But if it be within your power to grant

Ought thatis worthy of a monarch’s prayer,

Give me revenge, or I'll renoence thy worfhip.
[Shonts:

Ha! whence thofe loud, thofe joyful acclamations? .

Q.4 AMASIE,
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AMASIE

But thatit pleas’d my lord to firike me dumb,
I had ere this inform’d him of - the caufe.

uft heav’n, at length indulgent to your wifhes,
Has bleft you with the power to end our woes,
Or wreck your vengeance on the man you hate.

AMURATH.

Ha! whatfay’ft thou? take heed thou trifleft not:
A fecond time thon’ft rais’d my expettation;
If thou deceiv’ft it now, asat the firft,

Death is the lighteft ill thou haft to fear:

But if, beyond myhopes, thou tell’ft me truth,
Thou fhalt no longer droop heneath our frown,
(Your fervice {lighted, and your love defpis’d;)
Our formerlavifh grant fhall be renew’d,

And my Hellena be thy rich reward,

Awmaste Fkneeling.
Bounty immenfe! thus let—
AMURATH,
Rife, «and proceed ;

Make it appear thatvengeance may be had ;

Let it be merely poflible—O Allah!

I afk no more .and leave the reft to me.

AMASIE.

Fverinvincible, you’re notto learn

That Aranthes, prince of Durazzo, who derives
His high defcent from Charlemagne, that molt
Illuftrious Frank, Santon and king, has long
Approv’d himfelf afpiring Caftriot’s friend,
And firm ally. His wifdom, wealth and power
May well indear him to that haughty rebel ;

But yet a tie much frronger binds their friendfhip :
The fair Althea, davghter to Aranthes,
Beholds the youthful congueror her flave :
Nor are his ardent vows prefer’d in vain ;

With
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With confcious virtue, join’d with true affettion,

With majefty and mildnefs fweetly temper'd,

The charming maid ‘(forall who fee her muft

Confefs her charms,) returns his conftant flame.

This friend and miftrefs, the partner and hoped

Reward of all his toils, arein your power.

AMURATH.

Prophet, thou’rtjuft; where are his conqueftsnow?

Anguifh has left my {oul to live in his.

Perhaps ere this the news has reach’d his ears.

Hispromis’d joys are come to fwell my heart;

I have’em all, butdoubled by his pain.

Hafte and inform us by what means, Amafie,

Thefe precious pledges came into our hands.

AMASIE.

This morning from Durazzo they fet forth,

Slightly attended for the chriftian camp,

Feuring no danger ; forthey knew your army

Had been for months immur’d within thefe plains;

"The neighb’ring mountains being all poffeft

By their rebellious minion’s conquering troops.

Of this inform’d, not daring to approach

Your facred prefence, I inform’d your fon,

Your empire’s fecond hope, the brave prince Ma-

homet.

Strait with two thoufand horfe guided by me,

Who, as a native here, beft knew the route

The little troop muft take; heleft the trenches:

The foe was quickly found; tho’ few in number

They yet refifted long, and dearly fold

Their liberty or lives: Arantheslaft

Yielded himfelf and daughter to our power.
[Shouts.

Enter
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Enter ManoMET, ARANTHES, ALTHEA, Lords
and Ladies in Chains. ¢ |
MAHOMET.
Long live great Amurath, my royal father 3
O may his days for ages yet roll on,
And ev’ry day encreafe his fame like this!
AMURATH.
Rife to my arms; thou bring’ft melifeand fame,
And what my foul much more defir’d, revenge.
‘When from the womb theybroughttheeto thefe arms,
The firft- dear fruit of my Maria’s love
And Heir to all my kingdoms; ev’n then
I clafp’d thee with lefs joy, than at this moment.—
But let us view the captives thoa haft brought.
Now by our prophet’s head, anoble troop ;
A fairer purchafe never grac’d my arms.
This muft be Aranthes, and this his daughter.
They feem tofcorn their fortune: confeious m: ajefty
Frownson his brow, and beauty{miles on hers.
Proud chriftian, now whereis your prophet’s power ?
ARANTHES.
Where it was ever, {ultan ;—in himfelf,
AMURATH.
If it be fuch as vainly you fuppole, -
Why art thon f'z}len thus bcncun my po.vcr.
Whofe eyes ne’er pitied, and whofe handne’er fpar’d
The followers of his fe&.
AR ANTHES.
Prefumpttiotts man!
Shall finite knowledge tax eternal wifdom?
Or fliamelefs guilt d.’uc, with m\ idious eyes,
To fearch for l'pntq in purity itfelf,
And call l'np.‘I'tl’l]JuﬁlCe to account?
z Impious
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Impious;and vain! it is enonghiwe know
Such is his will, whoorders all things right,
To make ev’n thefe thy chains, infulting king,
Eafy to us; and well content we bear ’em.
A-MUR AT H.
11 doth it fuit with your reputed wifdom
T’abet a rafh rebellicus boy.
ARANTHES.

Rebellious!
By the heroic virtue ‘of the youth,
And more th’ eternal juftice of our caufe,
I muft retort the'charge. Since firft the angels
By their ambition fell ; the greateft rebels,
The moft accurs’d, perfidious and ungrateful,
Are thofe; who have abus’d'the fovereign power.
‘Why fhines the fun, why do. the {eafons change,
The tecming earth lavifh her yearly ftore,
Ana all to blefs the fons of meén in vain ?
O! is it not that tyranny prevails,
And the true end of governientis loft;
That thefe, who fhou’d defend each in his right,
Betray their truft, and {eize upon the whole?
This, this is to rebel againft that power,

By which kings reign, and turn thearms of heaven

Againft itfelf. Then take the rebel back.

A virtuous prince, the patron of mankind,

With juft contempt may hear a lawlefs tyrant

Arraign that conduét, which condemns his own.
AMURATH.

*Tis hard to fay whether thy infolence,

Who tho’ in chains dar’ft brave me to my face,

Or the unprincely meannefs of thy (oul,

Who wou’d by law reftrain the will of lings,

Amaze me moft. Let Scanderbeg and you
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Like fools contend, and fhed your blood in vain,
‘While fubjeés reap the harveft of your toil ;
O’ercome, that you may live the {lave of flaves;
I fight to reign, and conquer for myfelf.
ARANTHES.
A gen’rous {lave wou'd {corn the abjeét thought,
What fhou’d a king do then?
AMUR AT H.
Think like aking,
Whofe gloryis his power.
ARANTHES.
Of doing good.
AMURATH,.
Of doing what hewill ; the other’s none.
ARANTHES.
Has heav’n no power becaufe it dothnoill ?
AMURATH.
Were thefe the thoughts of other chriftian princes,
Wou'd they ftand neater and unmov’d behold
Th’ Epirot and thyfelf {fuftain this war;
Norlend you their afliftance ?
ARANTHES:
Foul difhonour !
O everlafting fhame! woun’d they unite,
Afftiéted Europe wou’d no longer groan
Beneath your yoke and mourn her freedom loft:
Nor Verna’s nor Bafilia’s fatal fields
Smoke with the blood of chriftians unreveng’d:
But to the {candal of our holy faith,
Some fuch there are, who owe their very lives,
Their peace and fafety to the blood of others,
Yet think them{elves born for themfelves alone.

A MU=
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AMURATH.
"T4s timeto quit a caufe fo ill fupported 3
And your misfortunes may inform your friend,
What fure deftru&tion waits the defp’ratewretch,
That tempts his wrath, who rules o’er half mankind,
And firikes the reft with terror at his name.
ARANTHES.
Ceafe thy vain boafts, and by example learn
The frail uncertain ftate of human greatnefs.
Where are now th’ Affyrians, where the Medes’;
The Perfians and their conquerors, the Greeks ;
Or the ftupendous power of ancient Rome?
Has not the breath of time blafted their pride,
-And laid their glory wafte ?
AMURATH
I need not boaft
T’aflert my power o’er thee. And yet perhaps
On Scanderbeg’s fubmiflion we may grant
Your freedom, and vouchfafe to give him peace.
ARANTHES.
If hy fubmiffion vainly you defign
Difhonourable terms, afhameful peace,
Give up fuch thoughts’; thofe his great foul muit
{corn ;
Nor wou’d we be redeem’d at fuch a price:
Hope not to triumph overhim in us.
AMURATH.
“Where is the majefty thatus’d to awe :
My trembling flaves ? artthou in love with death?
ARANTHES.
No; nor with life, when purchas’d at th’expence
Of others happinefs, or my own honour.

A MU~
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AMURATH.
Behold this maid, this comfort of thy age.
I, asa father, know what ’tis to love
A child like this—I have been deem’d a man,
A brave one too—T'he fair, facred to peace,
Have never yet been number’d with my foes :
But if prefumptuoufly thou doft difpute
Thy own and daughter’s ranfom on my-terms 3
Or teach thy pupil to oppofe my will,
Renounce me, heav’n, if like thy bloody -priefts,
Thofe confecrated murtherers of thy feét, :
I caft not off all bowels of compaffion,
All pity, all remorfe—Her tender fex,
Her youth, her blooming beauty fhall notfave her.
Away ; Pll hear no-more. -~ Prudence may yet
Infiruét you to avoid th’impending ruin.
Amafie, we commit him to your charge.
ALT HE A.
O.my father! tho’ torn from your embraces,
Your precepts, yourexamplefhall be ever
Prefent with Althea ; in doubts my guide,
In troubles.my {upport.
A RAN-T/H-E-S,
This wounds indeed. !
*T'is hard-to part and leave her thus expos’d ;
But heav’n muftbeobey’d.[4/ide. Farewellmy.child!
Tho’ reafon and religioniteach us patience, i‘
Pain will be felt and nature have her courfe. [ 4fide. !
[Exit ARANTHES. l
AMURATH, |
Mournnot,brightmaid; you can have nonghtto fear: |
A father and alover rule your fate,

ALTHE A,
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ALTHE A.
1 fee and fcorn your arts, infidious king :
And for your threats, purfuc ’em when you dare 3
Your pride to fee your cruelty defpis’d,
Shall give you greater pain than you inflict,
And turn your ragetofhame. O prince beloy’d !
O my aflianc’d lord ! let not my danger
One moment ftop the progrefs of your arms :
I have my wifh if dying Imay fhare
In your renown, and juftify your choice.
AMURATH.
Ofmin, attend the lady to Hellena.
[Exeunt AMURATH, &C,
VISIER.,
Fair princefs, you fhall know no more reftraint
Than what is commeon to the fex with us.
ALTHE A.

Lead me to.inftant death, or let me groan

Whole years in chains—difpofe me as you pleafe—
Tho’ my lov’d fire and lord no more I {ee,

You hopein vain toconquer them in me.
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A Plain the avhole Length of the Stage. One Side lined
avith Chriftian, the other with Turkifh Soldiers.

VISIER axp P AULINUS.

VISIE R,
LRE ADY has the trumpet’s lofty found

% Fromeithercamp twice echo’d thro’ the plain;
At the third fummons both the kings appear.
May gracious heaven; in pity to mankind,
Incline their breafts to theath the fword, to ftop
The tide of blood, and give the world repofe.

P-AULINUS.
What may we not expet from fuch atreaty ?
And yet the caution us’d on either fide
To guard againft {urprize, betrays diftruft.
V ISIE-R.
A thoufand injuries, fuppos’d or real,
With keen refentment whet cnchjcalouschief,
And feem to urge fufpicion,
PAULINUS.
Scipio,

And the fierce African, whom he {fubdu’d,
With greater ardor never ftrove.t’attain
For Rome, or Carthage, univerfal fway ;
Than your great fultan to impofe the yoke
Of arbitrary power and make men flaves ;
Or our brave prince to guard their liberties,
Or break their chains and purchafe freedom for ’em.
VISIER:.

(=]
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Nz SEIcER:
Then their known zeal for their refpettive faith
Muft yet much farther alienate their minds,
PAULINUS,
"Tis hardly to be thought a youthful hero,
With victories replete, will {toop to take
Abjeét conditions from a beaten foe.,
V.ISIER.
Or that an artful prince will fail t’improve
Ev’ry advantage to increafe his power,
PAULINUS.
Fortune flands neuter, and impartial heaven
Holds with an equal hand the trembling beam :
Superior wifdom, fortitude, and courage
Mutt turn the feale (Trumpers. ) Butfee their guards
appear.
The greatintelligencies that inform
The planetary worlds, if fuch there be,
With all their vaft experience might attend
This interview, and pafs improv’d away.

Enter Amurars, ScANDERBEG, MAHOMET,
ARANTHES, Amasig, £,
AMURATH.

Dothit not fiwell thy fond, ambitious heart ?

Doft thou not burft with pride, vain boy, to fee

The majefty of hoary Amurath,

Whofe nunierous years are fewer than his conquefts,

Reduc’d to terms, and ftoop to treat with thee ?

SCANDERBEG.

With gratitude and wonder I confefs

Myfelf th’ unworthy inftrament of heaven,

To feourge thy falfhood, cruelty and pride,
foral, R And
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And free a virtuous people from thy chains.

With pity I behold your fierce impatience,

Your arrogance and fcorn ; ev’n while the hand ;

Of righteous heaven is heavy on thy crimes,

And deals theeforth a portion of thofe woes,

Which thy relentlefs heart, with lawlefs luft

And never f{ated avarice of power,

Has fpread o’er half the habitable earth.
AMURATH.

And miuft T anfwer to thy bold impeachment ¢

Thou infidel relaps’d ! thou very chriftian !

Without diftinétion and withouta name

But what implies thy guilt. In vain thy flatt’rers
Proclaim thee king of Macedon; Epirus,

Illyria, Albania and Dalmatia ;
: Gain’d by furprize, by treachery and fraud ;

What art thou but the more exalted traitor ?

SCANDERBEG.

Let abjett minds, the flaves of mean ambition,

Affeft vain titles and external pomp ! |

And take the fhadow for fubftantial glory. ;

Superior birth, unmerited {uccefs,

TThe name of prince, of conqueror and king,

Are gifts of fortune and of little worth.

They may be, andtoo often are, pofleft

By fordid fouls who know no joy but wealth;

By riotous fools, ortyrants drench’d in blood ;

A Creefus, Alexander, or 2 Nero.

The beft are fure the greateft of mankind.

Our aftions form our charafters. Let me

Approve myfelf a chriftian and afoldier, \
And flatt’ry cannot add, or envy take
Ought that I wifli to have, or fear tolofe.
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AMURAT H.

Canft thou behold unmov’d, thou fteady traitor,
"Thy moft munificent and loving patron,
Preft with the weight of more than four{core years,
With feeble hands compell’d to reaflume
The ftubborn reins of power, and tafte again,
‘When '1ppet1Le is pall’d, the bitter fweets
Of fovereign command ! fhov’d T defcend
To reafon with thee, what cou’dft thou reply?
Have I not been a father to thy youth ?
Did I not early form thy mind to greatnefs,
And teach thy infant hands the ufe of arms?
Tho’ the unerring maxims of our ftate
(The only rule of right and wrong in courts}
ad mark’d thee for deftruction ; ftill I fpar’d thee.
Trufted, belov’d, advanc’d thou haft betray’d me :
Firft feiz’d the provinces you call’d your own,
Then join’d my foes to rob me of my fane ;
The perjur’d Uladiflaus, fierce Hunniades,
And the Venetians, who have fince forfook thee.
Tho’ to remote M‘lrrncﬁ:lI retir’d,
Quitting the toils of empire to my {on,
To feek for reft and find a peaceful grave ;
Yet there the cries and clamours of my {laves,
Who fled the terrors of thy dreadful name,
Forbad their old o’erlabour’d king repofe ;

" Forc’d me once more in hoftile fteel to clothe
Thefe weary limbs, and roufe to their defence.
But chat thy foul is loft to all remorfe,
Thy black ingratitade muft fright thyfelf.

SCANDERBEG,

Can all your kingdoms bribe the voice of truth ?
‘Which, whileyou i‘pLK.L, pleadsforme inyour breaft;
Or rage efface the mem’ry of your guilt,

More than ten thoufand witnefles againft thee ?
Rz But
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But flander, like the loathfome leper’s breath,
Infecs the healthful with its poifonous fteams,
Unlefs repell’d, and bids me guard my fame.
My anceftors for ages fil1’d thisthrone,
A brave, a virtuous, legal race of princes.
No arbitrary tyrants ; the {fame laws,
That made them kings, declar’d their people free.
My royal father, fam’d for his fuccefs
In-war and love of peace, had govern’d long;
When with refiftlefs force your conquering troops
Pour’d like a deluge o’er the realms of Greece :
To {ave his people from impending ruin,
At your requeft, the pious gen’rous prince
Gave up his fons as hoftages of peace.
He died——the beft of kings and men, O Caftriot!
I were unworthy of thy race and name
Couw’d I unmov’d remember thou’st no more
1 won’d have faid, he died in firm reliance
On your promife given, your faith and honour ;
But fure the memory of fuchalofs
May well o’er-bear, and drive me from my purpofe.
’Twas then in fcorn of ev’ry obligation,
Of truth and juftice, gratitude and honour,
Of nobleft truft and confidence repos’d :
You like a lawlefs, moft perfidious tyrant,
Amidft her griefs, feiz’d on his widow’d kingdom.:
And to fecure your lawlefs acquifition
Oh ! how fhall I proceed !—My bleeding heart
Is pierc’d anew, new horrors wound my foul
Atevery paufe ; whenever I rehearfe,
Whene'er I think upon thy monftrous crimes—
O Repofio ! Staniffa! Conftantine!
My flaughter’d brothers, whofe dearblood fiill cries
Aloud to heaven---your wrongs fhall find redrefs.
Juftice defer’d deals forth the heavier blow.

AMU-
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AMURATH,.
Shall the great monarchs of our fublime race
Cut off their brothers, when they mount the
throne,
Vet {pare the lives of chriftians they fufpeét ?
Their death was wife, and I approve it yet,
But curfe my folly that preferv’d thy lite.
SCANDERBEG.
What was then my life # debarr’d of my right,
And keptt’augment the number of your flaves,
The mll/ benefit you €’er confer’d,
Was that yqu train’d me to the ufe of arms:
You had my  fervice and was overpaid ;
Yet thofe whom I oppos’d were, like yourfelf,
T'yrants, who made a mcrchandize of men ;
And propagate religion by the {fword.
Ever determin’d not to ffain my hands
With chriftian blood, when you commanded me
To turn my arms againft th’ Hungari: ‘n 1»._11",
I purpos’d from that hour, by h eaven’s affiltance,
At once t’avoid the guilt and fl't:c my coumly.
AMURATH.
O traitor ! doft thou gloryin thy fhame?
‘Think not I have fmrrr)t 1]1\’ vile declenfion.
Yes, on that fatal, that detefted day,
then deep Moravia’s waves, dyed with the blood
Of forty thoufand of my. faithful flaves,
Lofing their azure, flow’d in purple tides ;
Too well I know, thou didft forfake thy charge;
And erethe news of thy revoltarriv’d,
Surpriz’d my bafla that cv.mnmqhul. e s
].JIOVL outmy garrifons, and ravifh’d from me
"T'his fair and fertile kingdom.

R 3 Scan-
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SCANDERBEG,
g Falfe afperfion
The charge impos’d was ne’er accepted by me.
1 arm’d my fubjeéts for their common rights ;
The loveof liberty, that fired their fouls,
T'hat made them worthy, crown’d them with {fuccefs,
Idid my duty *T'was but what Low’d
To heaven, an injur’d people and myfelf.
AMURATH.
Vou will be juftified in all that’s paft :
But I fhall bend thy ftubborn temper yet.
1 know the worth of thofe dear pledges now
Within mypower. Thou know’{t me too--then think,
And yield in time, while mercy may be had,
SCANDERBEG.
1know your mercy by my brother’s fate.
AMURATH.
Then you may judge the future by the paft.
SCANDERBEG.
Tho’ pity be a ftranger to your breaft,
Your prefent dangerous ftate may teach you fear.
AMURATH.
Danger and I have been acquainted long ;
Full oft Pave mether in the bloody field,
And drove her back with terror on my foes :
Your other phantom, fear, I know her not;
Or in thy vifage I behold her now.
SCANDERBEG,
1 fear not for myfelf.
AMURATH.
Yet ftill thou fear’ft.

Confefs thyfelf fubdu’d and fue for favour.
S C AN=
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SGANDERBEG.
When I fubmit to guilt, Tl ownyour conqueft.
AMURATHa.
Think on your friends.
SCANDERBEG.
Affliftions are no crimes,,
AMURATH.
You wou’d redeem them ! - i
SCANDERBEG.
Yes ; on any terms,
That honour may permit, and juftice warrant,
AMURATH,
Hear the conditions then.
SCANDERBEG.
Why finks my heart ?
Why dol tremble thus ? when at the head
Of almoft twice a hundred thoufand fouls

I with a hundred charg’d this fierce old chief,
Thou art my witnefs, heaven, I fear’d him not.
[Afde.
AMURATH,
When Ilook back on what you were before
Your late revolt, charm’d with the pleafing view,
Twifh to fee thofe glorious days reftor'd ;
When I with honour may indulge my bounty,
And make you great and happy as yow’re brave.’
SCANDEREBEG.
Flattery | — Nay, then he’s dangerous indeed! [ 4fide.
AMURATH.
Renounce theerrors of the chriftian fect,
And be inftruéted in the law profeft
By Ithmael’s holy race ; that light divine,
R 4 That
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That darts from Mecca’s ever {acred fane,
T*illaminate the darken’d fouls of men,
And fill ’em with its brightnefs.
SCANDERBE G,
O Altheal [ A4fida.
AMURATH.
Break youralliance with the chrifiian princes,
And let my foes be thine.
SCANDERZBEG,
That follows well ;
'Th’ abandon’d wretch, that breaks his faith with
[heav’n,
Will hardly ftop at any future crime. [Afide
AMURATH.
r0. th” advantage that
little part of {
le to n

F

Give upt

your arms
cious G
4 i,ﬂ‘.\'f.’l‘ .
y fubftitute

Its cities and. its peoy
And in return reign thot
O’erall my Lr)nanx 'd provinces m Europe,
From Adria nople to the walls of Buda.
SCANDER-BEG
Aflift me, heav’n ! aflift me tofuppref
The rifing indignation in my luri ti’w
That {tra g
Aranthes!

les, hes
Althea! how qnlh p*cﬂ.u’C"')“ e
VISIER.
He’s greatly mov’d, hisvifage flames
AMASIE.
Juft fo he looks when rufhing on the
T'he eager blood ftarts from his trembli
AMURATH,
I wait your refolution.

o
o

vith' wrath.
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SCANDERBEG,
Three days the truce concluded is to laft ;
That fpace I afk to anfwer your demands.
AMURATH.
*Tis well; enjoy your wifh - but yet remember
Honour and int’reft, gratitude and love
Bleed while you paufe, and prefs you to comply.
Farther, to favour you in all I may,
Aranthes fhall attend you to your camp:
Confuw:t, refolve, your intereils are the fame;
Althea juftly claims the care of both.
[Exit AMURATH, &3,

SCANDERBEG.
O thou, who art my righteoufnefs and ftrength,
Diftrefs’d and tempted, ftill in thee I traft:
The pilot, when he {fees the tempeft rife,
And the prood waves infult the low’ring fkies,
Fix’d to the helm, looks to that power to lay
The raging ftorm, whom winds and {eas obey.

[Exit ScanperBEG; Ten

Avasie alone.

Shouw’d he comply, as fure he’s hardly prefs’d ;
Reftor'd to favour, where ismy revenge?
He’s but a man - lefs tempted I fell worfe;

But I’'m not Scanderbeg~——— fay, herefules;
It follows that the fultan, in his rage,

Murthers the captives, tho” we all thouw’d perifh.
Which fide foe’er I view, Ilike it not.

There is no peace for me, while Caftriotlives ;
Plagued and diftrefs’d, he foars above me {till ;
Infults miy hate, and awes me with his virtue.

His virtue! ha! how have I dreamt till now,

How fcap’d thethonght? hisvirtue fhall betray him.
Hypocrify, that with an angel’s likenef(s

5 May
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May well deceive the wifdom of an angel,
Shall re-inftate me in his gen’rous heart :
Which if I fail to pierce, may all the ill

1 ever with’d to him fall on myfelf.—

Th’ amorous prince-—1 know his haughty foul
111 brooks his fubtle father’s peaceful {chemes.
He loves Althea, and depends onme

T affift his flame.

Enter MAHOMET.

MAHOMET.
Amafie, what fuccefs?
You faw the captive princefs—
AMASIE.
Yes, my lord.
MAHOMET.
Curfe on the jealous cuftoms of our court:
Why is that privilege deny’d to me?
AMASIE,
You know why I'm indulg’d.
MAHOMET.
'Tistrue, but fay,
What haft thoy done that may advance my hopes?
AMASIE,
T’ve thought, my lord
MAHOMET.
What tell’ft thou me of -thoughts!
Haft thou not fpoke ?—what{ays the charming fair?
s=ees Shall I be bleft ?
AMASIE,
Spoke, what? alas! my prince!
Tow little do you know that haughty chriftian
red in the rigid maxims of her feét,
4 Chafte

1
B
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> a5 its precepts, modt feverely virtuous,
Althea wou’d treat me with the laft contempt,
Shou’d I but name your gen’rous paflion to her;
And proudly term it fhameful and unjuit.

MAHOMET.

Now as vou wou’d avoida prince’s hatred,

That mult one day command you; orexped
F’er to attain my fifter’s love, the {cope
Of your ambition, aid me with your coun{el.
My blood’s on fire, and I will quench the flame,
Tho’ univerfal ruin fhou’d enfue.
3y heaven I will ; I’ll plunge in feas of blifs,
And with repeated draughts of cordial love,
Expell the raging fever from my veins.

AMASIE,
Glorious mifchief! - [4fde.] IfTjudge right her will
Is ne’er to be fubdu’d, you can’t poilefs
Her mind, my lord—and without that you know—
MAHOMET.
Her mind! a fhadow! give me folid joys,

And let her chriftian minion take the reft.

I love her for myfelf ; my appetite
Muft be appeas’d; or live my conftant plague.

Let me but clafp herin my longing arms,

Prefs her foft bofom to my panting breaft,

And crown my wifhes ; tho’ attain’d by force,
Tho’ amidft ftrugglings, fhrieks and gufhing tears;
Orwhile the faints beneath my ftrong embrace,
And I have all my raging paflions crave.

AMASIE,
Already T’ve conceiv’d the means to ferve you, -

But time muftgive th’ imperfeét embryo form,
And hail th’ aufpicious birth.

1

MAHOMET.
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MAHOMET.
She’s juftly mine,
The purchafe of my fword. Our prophet thus,
By manly force all prior right defiroy’d;
Power was hisclaim; he conquer’d and enjoy’d :
Beauty and fame alike hisardor mov’d ;
Fiercely he fought, and as he fought he lov’d.
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Al o
SUCHDEMINGE ST,
The Chrifian Camp.
SCANDERBEG anp ARANTHES,

ARANTHES.
LTHE A mourns for this your fond delay,
% And thinks already fhe has liv’d too long ;
Since living fhe protraéts the tyrant’s fate,
And clouds the matchlefs luftre of your arms.
SCANDERBEG.
Juftice herfelf would here fufpend her fword ;
Nor with one undifcriminating blow,
Blind as fhe is, deliroy both friends and foes.
ARANTHES,
It is appointed once for all to die:
Then what am I, or whata child of mine,
Weigh’d with the honour of the chriftian name,
To bid the caufe of liberty attend,
While gravely you debate thefe very trifles,
The time and circomftances of ourdeath :
As juftly nature might {ufpend her courfe
To wait the diflolution of an infect.
—No, let mebear defiance tothe fultan ;
Tell him, thatyou already are determin’d;
And dare his worit.

SCANDERBEG,
Not for ten thoufand worlds 2
Wou’d I {o tempt the fretful tyrant’s rage,
The pangs of death are light to thofe of abfence;

Then who can bear eternal feparation ?
Tranf-
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"T'ranfported as youare w ith pious zeal,

Look mw‘ru fearch your heart, and then confefs

The love of heav’n excludes no ed friendfhip,

Think if my t dﬂn\tu your’s, how you wou’d aét,

Wou’d you not p aufe, conclude, retract, and paufe
again

To the laft moment of the time prefixt?

Wou’d you not count it virtae to co r._a.m]

Tho’ againft hope and 1L1r"mk with defpair ?

I know 'you vou d for tho’ your tongue be mute,

Spite s confefs 1t
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¢ of yourfelf, your fireaming ey
\ R A'N-THES.
My weaknefs is no precedent for you.
SCANDERBEG.
If thas the friend, nuft the lover fuff
Think good \r;:'m‘:s, if you everlov’d,
What-Iendure : think on / ‘hllc:‘.'bcha.um,
And judge from thence the atnefs of my pain,
ARANTHES,
Why will you dwell upon the d:
The ﬁl(.nqth of Sampfon prov d mn we 15
David’s integrity was no defence
The king, 'E"IL. hero and the Unphu fell
Beneath the fame inevitable p-,\.L! :
The wifdom of his fonwas folly here ;
And he that comprehended all things c‘ {e
Knew not h mliclf till dear experience taus
Him late repentarnce, anfrmfh, grief and fhame:
Then think no more but ¢ give ns upatonce;
Give up Althea; heaven dcm inds it of you3;
For w ]nl; fhe lives, your virtue is not {afe

SCANDERBEG.
Is this a father’s voice?

r

m
or mc,

AR AN-
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ARANTHES,
Woun’d T had died,
Tre I was honour’d with a father’s name ;
Or that my child had been lefs good and fair.
What was my greateftjoy, isnow my grief:
Ev'ry perfeftion wrings my heart with pain.
For all her charms are now fo many {nares,
Which you muft break, or be undone for ever.
— Still unrefolv’d—forgive me if I think,
You have the weaknefls now of other men.
SCANDERBEG.
If to rejoice when virtae is rewarded ;
Or mourn th’ afli&ions of the good and brave,
Who mourn not for themfelves; if love and friend-
thip
Denote me weak, I wou’d be weaker fill.
He who difclaims the foftnefs of humanity,
Afpiring to be more than man, is lefs.
Vet know, my father, rev’rend good Aranthes!
Whatever tender {fentiments I feel ;
Tho’ as a man, a lover and a friend,
I fear the fultan’s cruelty and malice ;
Yet as a chriftian, I defpife’em both. .
"Tis not for man to glory in his firength ;
The beft have fallen, and the wifeft err’d.
Yet when the time thall come, when heaven fhall by
Its providence declare, this is my will,
And this the facrifice thatI demand,
Why who can tell, but full of that fame energy,
Which fivells your breat, Imay reply ev’n fo,
Thy will be done.
ARANTHES.
How have my fears deceiv'd me?
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SCANDER E G.

*he careful gard’ner turns the hm pid ftream,
This way, or that, as fuits his purpofe beft.
The wrath of man fhall praife his maker's name
The refidue, refirain’d, reft on himfelf.

Let us not rafhly antedate our woes.
Tho’ I defer the {entence of your death,
Tho’ I cou’d die ten thoufand times to fave you,
I do not, nay I dare not bid you live.
ARANTHES.
Excellent man! why did I ever doubt thee ?
Your zeal’s no lefs, yourwifdom more than mine,
My time’s expir’d ; illuftrious prince —farewel!
SCANDERBEG.,
My father! my Althea!—
ARANTHES.
O my fon!

Our part is litth, in this noble confli&t,

'The worft is death ; your’s harder, bur more “10;10115,
To live and fﬁru. Heaven infpire thy foul

‘With more than Rm.nn loxtltudc and courage :

‘They roorlv fled to death, t’avoid misfortures;

May chriftian patience teach thee to o’ercome ’em.

[L\ 7 ARANTHES.

2

ScANDERBEG alone.
In this extremity fhalll invoke
Thy awful genius, O majeftick Rome;
Or JuniusBrutus, thine; who facrificed
To public liberty, pat ternal love :
The younger Bratus; or the Greek Fimoleon ;
Of felf- denial greatexamples all :
But all far fhort of what’s req Ullc’u of me.
Thefe patriots offer’d to an injur {.: world

But rb",ulty wretches, who deferv’d their fates.
Would
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Wou’d they have given up the beft of men,

And the moft perfeét of the gentler fex

Lo death, toworfe thandeath, atyrant’s rage?

No, nature unaffifted cannot do it,

To thee Ibow me then, fountain of life,

Of wifdom and of power,

Who know’ft our frame, and mad’ft us what we are;
I afk not length of days, nor fame, nor empire:
Give me to know and to difcharge my duty,

And leave th’ event to thee— Amafie here |

Enter AMASIE, awho bueels and lays his faword at
SCANDERBEGS JEet,

AMASIE,
Well may you tarn away, juftly difdain
Toeaft one look upon the 'loft Amafie.
Conftant as trath, inflexible as juftice,
Above ambition, and the joys of fenfe,
You muft abhor the wretch, whofe fatal weaknefs
Betray’d him to fuch crimes, as malée him hateful
To heaven, to all good men and to himfelf,
. SCANDERBE G
What com’ft thou for, whatcan’ft thou hope fromme?
AMASIE.
I comé for juftice,
: SCANDERBEQ.
Juftice muft condemn thee,
AMASIE,
I Ila\r:e condemn’d myfelf; but dare not die,
Till you, the proper Judge, confirm the fentence,
SCANDERBECG,
When firft you fell, I deeply mourn’d your lofs ;
But from that.moment gave you up for ever.
Vor. I. S AMasik,
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AMASIE.
Still you're my prince! my native rightful prince,
SCANDERBEG.

Then what art thou?
AMASIE,
The blackeft, worft of traitorss

SCANDERBEG.

Be that thy punifhment.
AMASIE.
: Dreadful decree!
’T'3s more than I can bear—leaveme not thus.
Ts not the blood, that runs in either’s veins,
Deriv’d from the fame fource? wasl notonce,
Howe’er unworthy, honour’d with your friendfhip,

Nam’d your fucceffor? {o belov’d, fotrufted,
and all the good

That all the envious pin’d,
Look’d up with wonder at the glorious height,
Fo which your partial friendfhip had advanc’d me.

SCANDERSB E G.
Il judging man, thou aggravat'ft thy crimes.
AMASIE.
Ibut excite your juftice.
Behold my guilty breaft ; ftrike and maintain
wipe ont this ftain

The honour of our houfe,
Of its illuftrious race and blot of friendfhip.

SCANDERBEG:
ere to fall by me,

"That cannot be;

If your ambition W
You fhou’d have met me in the front of battls

With manly oppofition, and receiv’d
"The death thou feek’ft-for in the rage of war.
My fword defcends not on a profirate foe.
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Tho’ you’ve deferv’d to die, I’ve not deferv’d
To be your executioaer.
AMASIE,
Juft heaven!
Are you a chriftian prince, and will you fpare
A black apoftate?
SCANDERBEG.
Heaven can rightitfelf
Without my aid, nordol know on earth
So great, {o jult an object of compaflion.
Liveand repent.
AMASIE,
Thaveand do repent,
But cannotlive. The court of Amurath
Abhors a chriftian ; ev’ry chriftian court
Detefts a traitor.
SCANDERBE G.
Miferable man! [dfide.
AMASIE,
We're taught that heav’nis merciful and kind,
SCANDERBEG.
What wretch dares doubt of that ?
AMASIE.
Then why am I
Deny’d to fue for peace and pardon there,
Since I muft never nope for them on earth ?
SCANDERBEG.
Have I the feeds of frailty in my nature ?
Am I a man, like him, and can I {ee,
Unpitying and unmov’d, the bitter anguifh,
The deep contrition of his wounded {oul ?
It will not be —O nature take your courfe,
g §z il
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1l not refift your tendereft impreflions. [ Afide.
Supprefs the tamult of your troubled mind;
You have o’ercome 3 I feel and fhare your forrows.
AMASIE.
O be lefs-good, or I fhall die with fhame.
SCANDERBEG,
I have been too flow to pardon. [Embracing,
AMASIE.
O my prince !
My injur’d prince !
SCANDERBEG.
Thy friend, thy friend, Amafie.
: AMASIE. .
How have you rais’d me from the laft defpair?
And dare you truft this rebel, this apoftate?
SCANDERBEG.
>Tis héaven’s prerogative alone to fearch
The hearts of mens; and read their in moft thoughts:
I wou’d be circumfpett, not over wife ;
Nor for one error, lofe a friend forever.
No, let me be deceiv’dere want humanity.
AMASIE.
The wifdom and beneficence of heaven
Flow in-your words and blefs all thofe who hear’em.
[Trampets found a parkeys
SCANDERBEG.
What means this fummons to a fecond parley ?
AMASIE,
The fultan’s hafte anticipates my purpofe. [Afide:
Something that much concerns your loveand honour,
I have to fay ; but muft defer it now, g

4+ And
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And once more join his council ; if I’'m feen,
I lofe the only means that’s left to ferve you.

SCANDERBREG,
You will return ——

AMASTIE,.
As certainas the night ;

About the which you may expeét me.

SCANDER BEG.
You’'ll find me in my tent; the word’s, Aktbea.

Entcr OFFICER.

OFFICER.
The Vifier, with the princefs of Durazzo,
Demands an audience,
SCANDERBEG.
Fly, and introduce ’em.
Can this be true ?
AMASIE.
Moft true. ‘The fultan hopes
That your Althea’s eyes will conquer for him :
Heaven guard your heart, Farewell—at night expect
me.
He’s well deceiv’d : Hypocrify, I thank thee.
Dark and profound as hell, whatline canfathom,
Or eye explore the fecret thoughts of men ?
Yet once I fear’d I thou’d betray myfelf,
And be indeed the penitent Ifeign’d ;
So much his virtue mov’d me. 'Curfe his virtoe !
He ever will excellme— Let him die,
Tho’ all my peace die with him —wretched man !
When.fhall Ereft from envy and remorfe ?  [4/ide.

[Exit Amasiz.

Sy - Scan-
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SCANDERBEG.

I (hall'once more behold ‘Althea then.
So wretches are indulg’d the fight of heaven
To fharpen pain, and aggravate their lofs.
T'he blended beauties of the teeming {pring,
Whate’er excellsin nature’s works befides,
Are vile to her, the glory of the whole.
Flowers fade and lofe theirodours, gems theirbright-

nefs,
And gold its eftimation in her prefence.
But fee, fhe comes— Sure fuch a form betray’d

The firflt of men to quit his paradife,
And all the joys of innocenceand peace,
For thofe he found in her ; yet had the lovely,
Alas! too lovely parent of mankind,
Poflefs’d a mind, as much {uperior to
Her outward form, as my Althea doth ;
Mankind had never fell.
FEnter Vis1ER, ALTHEA, £5¢c. SCANDERBEE®
Fneels and kiffes her baud.
SCANDERBEG.
O my princefs !
ALTHEA.
My ever honour’d lJord !
SCANDERBETG,
To be your flave,
A captive to your charms, ismore than to
Belord of -human kind.
ALTHEA.
The Vifier, prince—
[SCANDERBEG #i/2s.
VISIER.

Tar be it, noble Scanderbeg, from me
To intercept my royal mafter’s bounty,
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‘Who wills you to enjoy free_dom of {peech,
Uninterrupted, with the chriftian princefs.
I’ll with the guards retire and wait your leifure.
[Exit Visizr, &,
SCANDERBEG,
O my Althea !
ALTHE A,
Speak, I'm all attention.
SCANDERBEG.
O who can raife his thoughts to the occafion ?
Or doing that, reduce fuch thoughts to words ?
A LEITHEEA,
I will aflift you—we muft part for ever.

SCANDERBEEG.
Ts that, isthat {o eafy ? righteous heaven !
It doth amaze me, and confound my reafon
To hear thee, thus calm and ferene, pronounce
The dreadful fentence.

ALTHEA.
Is it not determin’d ?

SCANDERBEG.
To give thee back to flavery and chains !
To bear the malice of a bloody tyrant,
Enrag’d by my refufal ! —O Althea!
Tho’ heaven muft be obey’d, fome:hing is due
To virtuous love. We may, we muft confels
A fenfe of {uch unutterable woe;
When in return of my inceflant vows,
You deign’d to crown my love, when expeftation
Of the long figh’d for blifs had raif’d my joys
To thatexalted pitch, that Ilook’d down
With pity on mankind; and only griev’d
To think they ftood expos’d to difappointment,

S 4 Mis’ry
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Mis’ry and pain, while I alone was happy-—
I Then, then to lofe thee—
A-L-F-H E A, !
O complain no more.
You move a weaknefs here, unworthy her,
Who would afpire to deferve your love.
T wou’d have died like the mute facrifice ;
Which goes as.chearful and as unconcern’d,
To bleed upon thealtar, as to fleep
Within its nightly fold.
SCANDERBEG.
Coud’ft thou do this !
. ALTHEA.
Had I not feen you thus, I think T fhou’d:
But at your grief my refolution fails me:
T’m fubdued: the woman, theweak, fond woman,
Swells in my heart, and gufhes from my eyes.
g SCANDER BEG,
What have I done ? the greatnefs of thy foul,
- Not to be comprehended but by. minds
i Exaltedsas thy own, ftagger’d my reafon;
And what was prudence and fuperior virtue,
I thought 4 wrong to love. Rafh, thcmghtlefs man !
"To force a tendernefs thou can’ft not bear,
That ftabs the very foul of refolution,
And leayes thee without ftrength to. ftem a torrent,
That afks an angel’s force to. meet its rage.
HiE ALTHE.A;
sl To combat inclination, to{ubdue
filkd Our own.defires, and conguer by fubmifiion ;
ik Are virtues, prince, no,angelever knew.
§ AR S While thefe are your’s; fhall Lindulgemy grief 2
I J. i ~— The ftorm is 0'er, and L am calm.again.
: S'e'A"N-
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SCANDERBEG,
O thou eternal fource of admiration !
What new wonder haft thou prepar’d to charm
My ravifh’d foul ? where didft thou learn the art
To flop the tide of griefin its full flow,
And triumph o’er defpair ?
ALTVHE A
In you I triamph.
Tho’ rack’d and torn with more than mortal grief;
Amidft the pangs of difappointed love
And {uffring friendfhip, doI notbehold thee,
Still conftant as the fun, that keeps its courfe,
Tho’ ftorms and tempefts vex the nether fy,
And low’ring cloudsawhile obfeure his brightnefs?
SCANDERBEG.
Excellent, heavenly maid! thou rob’ft thyfelf,
And attribut’ft to me thy own perfections.
ALTHE A.
Have you once queftion’d whether you fhould part
With two the deareft things to man on earth,
A friend and miftrefs, or renounce your faith,
The int’reft of .mankind and caufeof virtue?
SCANDERBEG.
That were to purchafe ev’n thee too dear :
That were a mifery beyond thy lofs :
That were, my princefs ! 'to deferve to lofe thee.
AL THEA.
That gracious pawer that wrought you for this
: purpofe,
That made you great to ftruggle with adverfity,
And teach luxurious princes, by example,
What kings fhou’d be;. and fhame ’em into virtue;
Beholds, with pleafure, you difcharge the truft,.
And: a&k up tothe dignity you’re form’d for.
- § SC A N-




266

THE CHRISTIAN HERO.

SCANDERBEG.
O whither wou’d thy dazzling virtue foar ?
Is’t not enough we yield to our misfortunes,
And bear afli&tions, tho’ with bleeding hearts ?
Wou'd’ft thou attempt to raife pleafure from pain,
And teach the voice of mourning, fongs of joy ?

ALTHEA.
Small is my part and fuited to my ftrength.
‘What is dying ? a wanton Cleopatra
Cou’d fmile in death and infants die in fleep.
What tho’ my days are few and fl’d with forrow !
Cou’d vain profperity to hoary age
Afford a happinefs to be compar’d
Todying now in fuch a glorious caufe ?
Lamented and belov’d by thee, the beft
And greateft of mankind—Then let us hafte
And clofe the fcene.—You, good Paulinus, let
The Vifier know, I’'m ready to return.
Why are you pale, why do gufhing tears
Blot the majeftick beauty of your face
Why is the hero in the lover loft ?

SCANDERBEG.
Letangels who attend in crowds to hear thee ;
Let all the fons of liberty and fame ;
Thofe, who ftill wait, and thofe who have obtain’d
The end of all their labours ; heaven and earth ;
Angels and men; the living and the dead ;
Behold and judge if ever man before
Purchas’d the patriot’s name, or fav’d his country,
His faith and honour, at a price fo dear.

Enter Visier.
VISIER.

Well prince, may we not hope that thofe bright eyes
Have charm’d your foul to peace ? who wouw’d refift,
I When
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When honour’s gain’d by being overcome ?
To yield to beauty, crowns the warrior’s fame.
SCANDERBEG.
T’m not to learn how to efteem the princefs 3
But know the fultanover-rates his power,
When he prefumes to barter for her love.
Her mind is free and royalas his own ;
Nor is fhe to be gain’d by doing what
Wou’d forfeit her efteem. And I muftthink
'This hafte to know my mind, 1s fraud or fear,
What needs there more ? the truce is unexpired :
If your proud mafter wifhes for a peace,
We yet may treat on honourable terms.
In the mean time receive the princefs back.
YIS EER.
Think what you do, great fir.
SCANDERBEG.
I know my duty.
ALTHEA.
Farewell, my lord !
SCANDERBEG.
Farewell | —prote¢t her heaven !
ALTHE A.
Now let the fretful tyrant form and rage,
The only danger we cou’d fear is paft.
[Exeunt ALTREA and VISIER.
SCANDERBEG.
T’encounter hofts of foes is eafier far,
Than to fuftain this innate, bofom war ;
'This one unbloody conqueft cofts me more
Than all the battles Ie’er won before,

ACT
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ARSIV

SCENE I,

The outavard Apartment in the Womens Tent. £

3

Guard of Euniichs.

Eunter K1sLER AGA.
AG A,
LS asI thought: our mafter is betray’d.
Wha ever knewa renegade fincere ¢

This dog’s a chriftian fill !

Enter AMASIE.

AMASIE.
The victim’s prepar’d,

If luft holds on-her courfe; and revels yet

In the hot veins of rafh, luxuriousyouth,

T'his chriftian heroine, this fecond Lucrece,

In Mahomet fhall find another Tarquin,

As cruel and remorfelefs as the firft,

If I fhouv’d fail in my attempt to night,

And Scanderbeg furvive — Althea ravifh’d—

He’ll with himfelf, T had fucceeded better. [.Afide,
Difmifs your ufelefs train of prying flaves ;

Tve bufinefs that requires your ear alone.

[Exeunt Eunuchs.

A Grecian chief, who owns our mafter’s caufe,
Muft be admitted to the captive princefs.

"Tis of importance to the fultan’s fervice,
That he fhou’d enter and depart unknown :
P’ll introduce him, while you' watch without
That none approach to give him interruption.

This I conceive ; but why he mov’d the lady

AG A,
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To the remoteft part of the pavilion
¥ cannot comprehend., [4fide.
AMASIE,
You know your duty 3
Your life fhall anfwer for the leaft neglett,

AR,
I fhall take care — (Ex7# AmAs1E.) to ruin thee, thon
traitor.
SCENE I

Another Apartment; Stage darken’d; Table and Lamp.
ALTHEA difcovered.

ALTHEA .
Is this a time and place for virtuous love ?
This is the wanton’s hour: now fhe forfakes
Her home, and,hidin darknefs, watches for herprey:
The {oul, whom heaven abhors, falls in her {nares:
And pierc’d with guilt, as with an arrow dies.
Yon fickly lamp, that glimmers thro” my tears,
Faintly contending with prevailing darknefs,
Spreads o’er the place a melancholy gloom,
That fopths the joylefs temper of my mind.
So a pale meteor’s dull and beamlefs flame
To the bewilder’d traveller appears,
And adds new horrors to the cheerlefs night.
— Is error then thelot of all mankind ?
It is, it is—for Scanderbeg 1s fallen.—
O:! what cou’d move him to the rath attempt 2
If he thow’d perith, asthedanger’s great,
How will th’ infulting infidels rejoice ?
How will the foe with fcornful triumph {ing,
As a fool dies, {odied this mighty chief;
His hands unbound, no fetters on.his feet,
But as an idiot by his folly falls,
So fell the champion of the chriftian caufe.
S Enter
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Enter MAHOMET dreft like SCANDERBEG, faffening
the deoron the infide.
He's come, and all my forrows are compleat.
Are you purfued ?—O my prophetick fears !
If undifcover’d you have enter’d here,
This caution’s needlefs ; if betray’d, in vain.
MAHOMET.
Of fuch a prize who can be too fecure ?
ALTHEA.
T'is not his voice—defend me, O defend me,
All gracious heaven !
MAHOMET.
Dott thou not know me, princefs ?
ALTHE A,
Alas! toowell | (Afide.) Sure you've miftook your
way,
Or came perchance to feek fome other here ;
Howe’er that be, permit me to retire.
MAHOMET,.
Miftaken fair! or isthis ign’rance feign’d ?
’Tis you alone I feek. Impetuous love,
"That will not be refifted, brought me here
To lay my life and fortune at your feet.
ALTHE A,
"Then I’m betray’d, bafely betray’d ; juft heaven !
Expos’d, perhaps devoted to a ruin,
From which the grave itfelfis no retreat,
And time can ne’er repair—be gracious, Sir,
‘T'o an unhappy maid !---Or I’m deceiv’d,
Oryou, my lord, were pleas’d to mention love ;
Of that, alas! I am forbid to hear;

Compaffion better fuits my humble Rtate, :
: That
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That I intreat ; have pity on me, prince,
Difpel my fears, andfend me from your prefence.
MAHOMET.
Grant what you afk ; I need compaffion too:
Your beauty’s neceffary to my peace :
Then yield, in pity to yourfelf and me,
What elfe I'l] take by force : confent to make me
Happy, and in return, when time fhall give
The fcepter to my hand, I’ll make thee queen
Of half the conquer’d globe.
AL T-HE A.
Know, impious prince!
If oneloofethought wou’d buy thewhole, I'd fcorn
It at that price.
MAHOMET.
Then rifled and abanden’d,
Live thou the fcorn both of the world and me.
You have your choice; Icame nothereto talk.
ALTHEA.
O! what were all my former woesto this ?
Under the pain of abfence, hard captivity
And my late fears, patience and fortitude
Were my fupport ; patience and fortitude
Are nfelefs now. Shame and dithonour are
Not to be borne, Father ! Aranthes! halte,
And like Virginius preferve your daughter.
Come Caftriot, come, Althea calls thee now
To certaindeath, tofave her from pollution,
MAHOMET.
Call louder yet ; your idols do not hear.
ALTHEA.
Tho’ none fhou’d hear, yet {orrow muft complain,;
M AHO-
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MAHOMET.
Your moving foftnefs fans my am’rouns flame —
No help can reachthee--all thy friends are abfent 3
Wifely comply, and make a friend of me:
ALTHEHA,
All are not-abfent ; he whofe prefence fills
Béth heaven and earth ; he, he is with me ftill;
Sees my. difirefs; numbers my flowing tears,
And underftands the voice of my complainings,
'Tho’ forrow drowns my fpeech.
MAHOMET,.
I’1ll wait no longer ;
Nor atk again for what I've power to take.
Now you may ftrive, as I have beg’d, in vain.
A'LTHE A,
O thou, whofe hand fuftains the whole creation 3
Who cloth’ft the woods, the vallies and the fields;
Who-hear’it the hangry lon, when he roars ;
And feed’ft the eagle on the mountain’s top ;
Shut not:thine ear—turn not away thy face ;
" Be not as one far off, when danger’s near;
Or like an abfent friend to the diftrefs’d —
Aflift me, faveme— Only thou canft fave me—
O let me not invoke thy aid in vain.
AMmuRATH avithout,
Force, force an entrance.
MAHOMET.
Ha ! who dares do this ?
[The door burjt cpens
Enter AMurATH,V1s1ER, K1SLER ACA andGuards
MAHOMET.
Sham’d and prevented! O my curfed fortune!
ALTHE A,
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AL THEA.

~J
wy

My ‘prayers are heard ; let virtue ne’er defpair.
V.ISIER.
Guard well the paffage.
A G A;

Who fecures his {word #
ValvSAEE Ry
Scanderbeg yield ! thou canft not hope tefcape.
AMURAT H.
To fall fo meanly after all thy wars—
Well may’ft thou hide thy face.
V.1SIER.
Blinded by love,
My lord, he mifs’d his way.
AMURATH.
True, Ofmyn, true:
That poor excufe for madnefs, vice and folly,
Is all this mighty hero has to plead.
— A fair account of lifeand honour loft.
I hoped not trinmph---Prophet, ’tis too much —
I afl’d but vengeance—bring him to my tent.
When mirth declining calls for fomething new,
We'll think upon the manner of his death.
MAHOMET.
Away, you dogs ! confufion, death and hell ! [ Exit.
ALTHEA.
They ftand aghaft. Deliverance waits the juft,
But thort’s the triu mph of deceitful men.
Turn’d on themfelves, their own devices cover
Them with thame. [ fde. ) [Exiz.

Ver. I, Tk Vis1ER,
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I ¥l | VISIER.
e -Pm loft in admiration !
It is the prince Mahomet.
AMURATH.
Wonder, rage
And difappointment drive me to diftradtion,
Kifler Aga, expet to anfwer this.
A G A,
Let not my lord condemn his flave unheard.
Amafie, whom Iever thought a villain,
Going this evening to the captive princefs 3
1 follow’d unperceiv’d, and {o difpos’d me
As to o’erhear him : who, with many oaths,
Aflur’d Althea, Scanderbeg was come;
Conceal’d by night, and in his faith fecure,
Once more to fee her and repeat his vows.
Of this I thought myfelf in duty bound
Tinform my-royal maiter.
AMURATH,.
You are clear.
AG A,
The caution us’d to introduce the prince,
Seem’d to confirm the truth of whatI heard,
AMUR AT H.
Leave us-~-enough ; your conduét merits praife,
[Exiz KisLER AGA.
V. I-S-T'EeRs
Th’ affrighted fairis fled to'her apartment.
AMURATH.
Degenerate boy ! thou art my witnefs, Allah,
Not {o I {pent my youth and won his mother ;
Tho’ mach [1ov’d, and long [ figh’din vain.
Tis vile and bafe to do a private wrong :

When
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When kings, as kings, doill ; the office then
y the man.

Maft jultify
Val 5 1-E R.
A believing monarch,
Obedient to the meflenger of heaven,
Can never err.

~
(%51

AMURATH.

Our prophet, by the fword,
Firft taught the ftubborn Arabs to believe,
And write his laws in blood.

VISIER.
He knew mankind.
Nay, yetthe priefts of allreligions teach,
Whate’er is done to propagate the faith,
Muft, from its end, be good.
AMURATH,
Thus do I ftand
Acquitted to myfelf ; and Scanderbeg,
Tho’ by aflaflination; juitly falls.
To morrow’s fun fhall fhine for me alone.
Yet, O! my faithful Ofmin, all’snot well:
I know not how. my fpirits kindle not
As they were wont, when glory was in view.
True I rejoice ; and yet, methinks, my joy
Is like the mirth wrung from a man in pain,
VilSIIeE RS
Guard. righteous heaven, thy great vicegerent’s
health. .

AMURATH.,
The body {fympathifes with the mind ;
As that with what we love, My languor may
Be the effe@ of my Hellena’s grief;
Ilivein her. My pleafures are improv’d,

Az My
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My pains forgot, when I behold her face ;
The tendereft, fondeft, moft belov’d of children.
VISIER.
O! whathashappen'd, fir?
AMURATH.
"This evening, Ofmin,
When I commanded her to love Amafie,
And look upon him as her futare lord,
An afhy palenefs {pread o’er all her face,
And gufhing tears befpoke her ftrong averfion :
But when t'inhance his merit I difclofed
The purpos’d murder of his native prince ;
Had I pronounc’d the fentence of her death,
Sure lefs had been her terror and furprize.
Kneeling, fhecall’d on heay’n and earth towitnefs
Her utter deteftation of the fact,
And everlafting hatred of Amafie,
His perfon and defign.
VISIER.
Unhappy princefs!
T'o be compell’d to marry where fhe hates.
AMURATH.
O! fhe abhors him, loaths his very name ;
Yet flill her filial piety prevail’d;
She hung upon my neck; pray’d for my life,
My honour, my {uccefs; andtook her leave
In fuch endearing ftrains, asif fhe never
Had been to fee me more. Her moving foftnefs
Melted my old tongh heart - 1 kifs’d her—figh’d,
And wept as faft as fhe. Our mingled tears
Together flow’d down my fhrunk wither’d cheeks,
And trickled from my beard— O! fhou’d my thirft
Of vengeance kill my child ; fhou’d fhe, tavoid
Amafie, fly to death—what cou’d fupport me ?
3 [Exeunt.
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SCENE IIL
A Waod, thro awhichis feen the Chriftian Camp.
Enter Hernvina and CLeoRa in Mens Apparel
CLEORA.
Where are we, prince(s! whither will you wander ?
HELLENA.
We've gain’d the utmoft fummit of the mountain,
T hear the neigh of horfes - See’ft thou not
Thofe lights that glimmer thro’ the trees, Cleora !
The Chriftian camp’s before us.
CLEORA,
Righteous Allah!"the Chriftian camp !—
HELLEN A.
"Tis thither I am bound.
CLEORA.
Diftraction!
HELLENA.
I am determined.
CLEOR A,
Hear me, princefs!
Once take the counfel of your faithful flave,
And yet return before our flight be known.
HELLEN A,
O! no, Cleora! I muft ne’er return.
CLEOR A.
Then in your father’s empire let us feek
Some far remote and unfrequented village ;
Where thos difguis’d, you may remain unknown
Toall, but me; till death fhall end your forrows.
Why are you come to find new dangers here ?
Alas! I thought you only fled Amafie.
43 Hzr-
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HELLENA.
Why fhou’d I fly from him ? in his t‘.f‘fpih‘.
I cou’d have died, ev’n in my father’s arms.
Death, ever at my call, had been a fure
Defence from his more loath’d embraces. Gentle
maid,

Think it not hard, that I’ve conceal’d from thee
My real intention, till ’twas paft thy power,
Had’ft thou the inclination to preventit.

CLEORA,
Break, break my heart, for IThave liv'd too long,
Since I’'m fufpeted by my royal miftrefs.

HELLEN A.
I fear’d thy fond affe@ion wou’d have weig oh’d
Each danger with too fcrupulous a hand.
T'know ’twill firike thee with the laft amazement
To hear I’ve left the bofom of a father,
Howe’er fevere to others kind to me,
T'o feek his mortal foe.
CLEORA.,
Your reafon’s loft.
HELLEN A.
No; I remember well the terrors paft,
A nd count on thofeto come : bath wor fclhﬂn death.
Confcious of my weak fex, with all its fears,
To pafs by night thro’ camps of hoftile men,
‘\ml urge the pILiLI]CC of rlnr awful prince,
Ty  fonl in fecret has folo ng ador’d—

‘Vh( n I fhall fee him, ﬂ‘ ou’d his pie reing e)e
T'race me thro’ my difguife !—O my Cleora !
Will not my falt’ring tongue, my crimfon chf‘c]h,
My panting heart an nd 11f‘mhi1'w— limbs betray me?
1t think’ft thou ? fay; fhall Tnot die with thame
When I won’d dpeak, and leave my tale untold ?
CLEORA.
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CLEORA.

Thefe and a thoufand difficulties more
Oppoi'c your purpofc ; then in time retire.

HELLENA.
No more; away; my refolution’s fixt.
The glory and the danger’s both before me,
And both are mine —you were neceflary
To my efcape—that’s paft _*Tis true, indeed,
Your {ervice has by far excell’d my bounty :
Here take thefe jewels, and go {eek thy fafety:
I can purfue my purpofe by myfelf.

Enter PauriNus, with a guard ; avho come. from
the farther part of the flage 1o the frout and fland
liftening for fome time.

CLEOR - A.

O how have I deferv’d this cruel ufage?

If Pve difcover’d any figns of fear,

*T'was never for myfelf—Go where you pleale,

I’ll follow you to death. B

HELLENA
Kind, faithful maid —
Wherefore thou’d I involve theein myruin ?
CLEORA.
*T'is ruin to forfake you.
HELLENA.
Mine is certain;
Thou may’ft have many happy years to come.
PAULINUS.
Stand, there,—Who areyou ?--Anfier to the guard,

T 4 Pir-




a

280 THE' CHRISTIAN HERO.
HELLENA,
Fatal furprize! what muft we anfier?
CLEOR A,
Fr

PAULINUS.
Make it appear —this inftant - give the word,
—Silent — Some f']m s fent hmn the Sultan’s 5 camp.
Left, favour’d by the darknefs of zhe night,
"The traitors fhou’d efcape, guard ev’ry pafh.r-r
[Guara Is fury -ound thent.
HELLEN A.
Scanderbeg muft die.

O FETC-E Ry

Not by thy hand ;
If mine can aim arighr, thou ‘bloed y villain !

[#ounds Hervewa. She falks.
HELLENA.
Untimely fate!
C:LIE O R 245
Where are you ?
HELLEN-A.
Here on the earth.
CLEOR A.
You’re wounded then ?
HELLEN A,
Alas! to death, Cleora,
CLEOR A.

Prophet, I'do nat charge you with injuflice;
But I muft grieve, and wonder things ar¢ thus

HEL=-
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HELLEN A.
Too halty death, cou’dft thou not ftay a little,
Litdlelonger; the bufinefs of mylife
Fad foon been done, and 1 had come to thee.
PAULINUS.
Moving founds ! 1 fear you’ve been too rafh.
111 fated youths, whoare you, and from whence ?
What dire misfortune brought you to this place?
HELLEN A.
It matters not, who, or from whe we
But as you prize your royal mafter’s life,
Condué me to him ftrait: mine ebbs apace,
Vet on its fhort duration his depends.
PAULINUS,
Your adjuration is of {uch a foree,
Liis own commands wou’d fcarce ablige me more.
Sir, Pl attend you.
HELLENA.
All you fleeting powers,
Sight, {peech and motion ; O! forfake me not
So near my journey’s end ; affilt meto
Perform this only tafk, and take your fiight for ever.

S“CENBE IV,
SCANDERBEG 'S Tent.

SCANDERBE G.
Degenerate Rome! by godlike Brutus freed
From Cezfar and his temporary chain,
Your own ingratitude renew’d thofe bonds,
Beneath whofe galling weight you juftly perifh’d.
If freedom be heaven’s univerial gift,
Th’ unalienable right of humankind,
Were all men virtyous, thera wou’d be no {laves.
Defpotic
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i"“'c pfw er, that root of bitternefs,

1at tree of death, u.,ltm,md\ 1ts ba lc,‘n] arms

\lmoft from pole to po]u, eneath whofe curfed
fhade

No good thing thrives, :md ev’ry ill finds fhelter;

found no time for its detefted growth,

hm Iur the follies and the cr1 mes of mien.

In ev'ry climate, and in ev’ry age,

Where arts and arms and whllcwlt_u. flourifh’d,

Ambition, dangerous 01\.1}' to itfelf,

Crufh’d in itsinfancy, flill found a grave

Where it attempted to erecta throne,

>
e

Enter HELLENA, fufported by PAULINUS and
CLEORA ; Guards J#Lc!'fc-u‘:'i.g.
HELLEN A.
blood flows fafter, and my. throbbing heart
Beats with redoubled force, now I behold him ;
O take me to thy arms—I die, Cleora! [Saveons, A
PAULINUS,
He faints ; fupport him, while we fearch his wound.
CLEORA.
Away; and touch him not — O gracious prince !
If ever pity moved your royal breaft,
Letall depart except yourfelf and us.
SCA N DE R BE'G,
Let zll withdraw [Exit Paviinus, e
Now, gentleyouth, inform me,
Why you oppofe th’ afliftance of your friend ?
CLEOR A,
She’s gone, {he’s gone: O heavens! fhe’s paft
affiftance.

SCAN=
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SCANDERBE G.
Think whatyou fay, and ecolleft your reafon.
CcL EORA.
O mighty prince! we are not what we feem
But hnp'“[ WOMmEn.
SCANDERBG.
Ha!
CL-EOR-A.
Women 3 and fure
The moft diftrefs’d, and mekllLu of our fex.
T2 increafe your 16.11'1‘1t10.1, view this face.
ANDERBEG.
Sure I have an”n thofe lovely features w ells
But when, or where, my recolletion, fails me.
CLEORA.
And well it may. O! who cou’d know thee now?
Iﬁcvercnough,dtplofd, unhappy princefs.
SCANDERBEG.
Fearful I\mmﬂ.nn‘ {ure my eyes deceive me!
Forbid it heaven, that this “fhou’d be Hellena.,
HELLEN A
Who.was it call’d upon theloft Hellena ?
SCANDERBEG.
Ja! fhe revives ; fly inftantly for aid.
HELLEN A.
Tt was his voice—falfe maid, thou haft betray’d me,
Stay —whither s woud’ft thou go? Pm paft all aid:
The friendl y hand of death will qu':lq\ clofe
Thefe ever ftreaming eyes, and end my fhame.
O prince! the moft delJ”LlﬂlLlulleLlOV d
By rlrhtﬂcms Allah, of his works below ;
You fee the daughter of relentlels Amura th,

Sunk
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Sunk with her father’s crimes, o’erwhelm’d with
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N
..nu‘.\,
Expiring at your feet. - My weaknefs ftands
Confefs’ d but beit fo, I will nomore
Lament my painful, hopelefs, fatal fl: ime,
¢ P P
Since heaven ordain’d it for your prefervation,
SCANDERBEG.
When will my wonder and my anguifh ceafe?
HELLENA.,
I'm come to fnvc you, pnnce, from falling by
A vile aflaflin’s arm ; the falle f\r.
Has deeply {worn your death ; ev’n now he comes
To Flun'u his bloody pﬂ.n...n] in your breaft.
CANDERBEG.
F Aml miftake ! wlmt bafe detractor has
Traduc’d my friend ; and \\‘1‘011;11{!['1:2:‘, gen’rous
Princefs,
To thy ruin?

HELLENA.

Doth not the traitor come

Here by appointment ?
SCANDERBEG.

Ha!
‘ HELLEN A,
i Whence learnt I that 2

{ Benotdeceiv’d, but guard your precious life ;
Or I fhall die in yain, For me this bloody
hntmpﬂ?r’ was form’d ; my feeble che \TmS,
That wound but where I hate, the motive to
This erime,

SCANDERBEG.
Juft heaven! that I cou’d longer doubtit!

CLE-
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CL E O R A,
Alas; fhe’s going, raifz her, gently raife her
HELILENA.
My head grows dizyy.
SCANDERBEG.
].-::m it on my breaft.
HELLENA.,
This is indeed no time to &;:nd on forms.
SCANDERDBEG.
The p'n'm, the agonies, of death are on hers
And yet fhe JuHLlSll.l‘*, much lefs, than .
W !utunnuuh heart can bear it ?
HELLEN A,
Do not grieve:
And yet methinks your pity fooths my pain.
SCANDERBEG.
Why wou’dlt thou give thy life toranfom mine ?
Wou’d I had du,d, or yet cou’d die, tofave thee,
HELLEN A.
I’d not exchange my death, lament ed thus
Andin yourarms, for any other s life —
Unlefs Althea’s.
SCANDERBEG.
Althea here,
She wou’d forget her own fevere ditrefs,
And only weep for yours.
HELLENA.
May fhe be happy !
Yet had you never feen her, who can tul
You fometimes might, perhaps, have thoaghton me.

§ CAN-
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SCANDERBE G,

Je in my pl.‘cc who cou’d refrain from tears,
Unemu.l let him boaft of ln~. brutality.
P’m noet atham’d to own myfelf a man.

HELLEN A,
Farewel, Cleora!— weepnot, gentle maid ;
1 recommend E1e1, fir , to your proteétion.
And; O viftorious prince el if ¢’er hereafter
Con 1"\;1 fhow’d give my father to your fivord
—Then think on me —ful'pcnd your lifte
And fpare—O f{pare nis 15‘\,—5.1" t {
Orthink them | !mm[h din hisdaughtes’s lofs. [Dies.
SCANDERBEG

Her gentle foul is fled ; fhe refts in pe .m' ;
\f.‘.r'(:‘ we, methinks, 1 Ke rvl;ltlmm and grief,
Imm d b. the 1culpmr- s art to grace herurn ;
. lifelefs; eloguent, tho'dumb;
xcite incurious mortals to explore,
Virtues {o r and trace the 11 ning ftore,
That con’d a {o fhort fo well fupply ;
Yet mourn with us fuch excellence fhou’d die.
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The Chriftian Camp.
Enter SCANDERDEG: AMASIE in chains,
PAULINUS, t3¢.
S CANDERBEG.
O ULD love, that fills each honeft generous
7 breaft,
With dOubL ardor to excel in \nm..,
Conclude, thouwretch ! what malice firft begun,
And finifh thee a villain? thoun \.\.ou'd t die—
We’ll difappoint t"1LL —Live tortur’d with guilt,
A terror to thyfelf: or lec the {ultan,
Tl' : vile abertor (‘t thy crimes, rew ard thee ;
e know no ithment to {uit thy guilt.
11115 is a Chriftian land. Our laws were m"'ie

For men, not monfters.— Take him

*Tis needlefs to repeat that by hof u]m >
Of the worft kind, f "’hl"{\ enemies
Have broke the truce. “We’re now again prepar’d
Oncé more to prove the fortune of our arms;
{ feeing-all tre aties
en are vain, to free
e fiiends, and drive thefe fierce deftroyers
zulinus with your {fquadrons
venches weftward of the city,

e the foe, anddraw theirforce thatway ;
"Then Ill; with the remaining troops, affault
"Th’eaft ; wheré doubly intrench’d the royal tents,
The prifon of Altheaand Ler father,

Raife their afpiring heads. I need not {ay,
Acquit
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Ac-q\‘. t yourfelves 5 like men 3 T know youwell ;
Nor fpur you on with } Opeso : pi"\mi- d wealth
I have no ufelefs ftores of hoarded gold.

My revenues, you know, have bee n the fpoils

Of vanc Iul’h’d foes 3 thefe I have fhar’d amot mimru.

Wou’d you have more? ’ QOur enemieshave enou
Subdue your foes, and flthh yourd

et each com ‘ll‘t himfelf '.ntju‘
yar guide and

1n
1

‘\v ho {
Be valiant, net p’.‘uumpiulms.
Who by our weaknefls magnifies
Now follow me, my fellow-foldiers,

You rlfr'l\r the C‘LI

P Pl P
Liberty! Juftice!

S CENE
The Sultan’s T

AmuratH, K. Aca, and an Officer.

AMURATH,.
Amafie’s not return’d—fhou’d he betray
And join with Scanderbeg to free the caj
That officer’s his creature — Muftapha!
Refign Aranthes to the Kifler .'\15:1 -
Condu& him to Althea. Let Amafie,
That unaufpicious flave, be true or falle,,
Succeed or perifh, they nnll furely die:
So tell the father—hence, you {1-1\<~ be gone.

me

Now let me think —there muft have been a change,

A revolution in the fource of things.
The formerchain of beingsis diffolv’d :
Fffects roll backward, and direé their caufes,

And.

[ Drawwing his favord.
= of Iiberty and truth,

Your native land, Aranthes and Althea,

Aranthes and Althea!
.
1t s

tives ! —
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And natare is no more.. Thou hoary wretch,
T'ear thy white locks, abandon ev’ry hope,
Renounce humanity and all its tyes.
Duty and virtue, gratitude and love,
Forfook the world, when my Hellena fled.
May order ne’er return to blefs mankind ;
Letdifcord rage, ne’er let affetions meet ;
But parents curfe, and children difobey ;
Or either’s kindnefs be repaid with hate.
Till ev’ry child, and ev’ry fire on earth,
Be in each other curs’d, as me and mine.
Enter VIS1ER,
VISIER,
Not yet at reft ?
AMURATH,.
A parent and at reft ! —
VISIER.
The chriftians have ftorm’d the trenches toward the
welt; 4
Unlefs our prefence animate the troops
All will be loit.
AMURATH.
Hellena’s loft already!

VISTER.
Sure Amafie has fail’d, and Scanderbeg
Is come upon us to revenge th’ attempt.
AMURATH.
"Tis well, Wak’d from my lethargy of grief,
I yet may reach his heart.
VISIER.,

Regard your health,
And feave the bufinefs of this night to us;
A burning fever rages in your blood. [Alarm.
Your. L LU AN~
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AMURATH.
Fame calls me forth. Again I hear her voice 3
Earthfhakes, and heaven reverberates the found.
Affrighted night fits trembling on her throned like
Tumult has driven filence from her confines,
And half her empire’s loft, When glory calls,
Shall age orficknefs keep me from the field ?

No; infpite of both I’ll die like Amurath yet,
Like what I've liv’d, a foldier and a king. [Exif.
VISIER.

He's defperate and willnot be oppos’d. [Exit.

SCENE IIL
Turkifb Camps
Alarm, Soldiers flying.
SOLDIERS WITHTIN.
Fly, fly ; Scanderbeg, Scanderbeg ; fly, fly.

Enter AMURATH and VISIER, meeting the Rowt,
AMURAT H.
Turn back you flaves.
SOLDIERS WITHIN.
Fly, fly; Scanderbeg, fly!
AMURATH.
Ah! cowards, villains! doth his name affright yon?
Are there fuch terrors in an empty found ¢
And is my rage contemn’d ? but you fhall find
PDeath is as certain from my arm as his.
2 : vISIER.
O {pare your Fithful flaves ! what can men do
Againft a power, invincible, like heaven’s ?
AMU-
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AMURATH.

And mutt it be, like heaven’s, eternal too?
VIS TERI

Retife, my lord, into theinner camp,
And there fecurely wait a better hour :
For this is the Epirot’s.

AMURATH.

Slave, thoa lyeft!
This houris mine ¢ Il trinmph o’er him vet.
‘This hour his fiiend and miltrefs both fhall die,
The royal brute, tho’ in the hunter’s toils,
Pierc’d with a thoufand wounds is ftill a lion s
Dreadful in death and dang’rous to the laft.
[Exeunt.
SCENE IV,
AvruEA’s dpartment.

AL TeHEES A%

Was evernight like this ? what terrors have
Ipalt? and, O! what terrors yet{urround me ?
A loud deaf’ning found, that feem’d the voice
Of a chas’d multitude, or many waters

Vex’d to a ftorm, firft {pread thro’ all the camp ;
Then fhrieks and cries and yellings of defpair ;
Mix’d with the fhouts of vittory and joy.

Sure {leep has leftall eyes,. as well as mine.
Fate isat work ; Ifink beneath my fears,
Since I have known a danget worfe than death
My courage has forfook me.

Enter ARANTHES.
. Ha! who comes
At this Iate hour ? protet me, righteous heaven!
ARANTHES.
. Why, my Althea! doft thou fiy thy father ?
Je ALTHEA,
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ALTHE A,
Sure *tis his voice! O gracious heaven! it is,
It is my father.—Moft unlook’d for joy !
ARANTHES.
Do I once more behold thee, my Althea!
ALTHEA.
Mo whofe blefs’d bounty do we owe this meeting ?
ARANTHES,
Thou deareft earthly blifs, this moment’s OUrs,
No matter how attain’d; I have thee now

In my fond arms, and wou’d indulge my joy,
Nor think how foon ’twill end. Why fhou’d poor
mortals,
To trouble born, anticipate their pains ?
ALTHEA.
I can’t conceal my fears: if you again
Mutft leave me here, thefun in all 1its courfe
Sees not a wretch fo loft as poor Althea,
ARANTHE S.
Alas! why will you urge me to difclofe
What wou’d, tho’ I were filent, foon be known #
"The wrathful fultan has pronounc’d our death.
Yes, Iamcome todie with thee, my child!
AL THE&A.

Then we fhall part no more.

My foul’s at peace—Forgive, O righteous heaven,
My weak diftruft of thy almighty power,

Thy kindnefs and prote&tion. O my father!

I wifh’d thave died alone; yet at your death,

1 muft not, dare not murmur or complain;

Since heaven with you permits me to defcend,
Pure and unfpotted to the peaceful grave.

AR A N~
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ARANTHES.

Heroic maid! O moft exalted virtue!

[ 4fide weeping.

ALTHEA.
Why do you hideyour face, why turn you fromme?
Be not furpriz’d, nor charge me with unkindnefs.
There is, my deareft father! one calamity,
Tho’ fure but one, by far more dreadful
Ev’n than thy death—O fpeak, {peak tome, fir!
AR AN HES;
Good heaven! my joy’s too great ;— Icannot fpeak.
Tears muft relieve me, or my heart will burft.

" I thank thee, heav’n! I have notliv’d in vain.
This happy hour o’erpays an age of forrow.
My child! my life! my foul! my dear Althea!
Thy bright example fires my emulation ;
Thou haft the ftart, but muft not bear away
"The viétor’s palm alone, and fhame thy father.
No, my Althea! to that bounteous hand
Which made thee what thou art, and made thee mine,
Without the leaft reluctance, Pllrefign thee, m
And feethe trial comes.

Enter KisLer Aca and Mutes.

AGA.
Forgive, fair princefs, a devoted flave, [ Kneeling.
‘Who knows nowill, but his imperial lord’s ;
No merit, but obedience. Cou’d my tears
Have mov’d the fultan, I had been excus’d
This fatal vifit.
; ALTHE A.
Kifler Aga, rife;
Spite of thyoffice, thou haft a human foul,
What are thy mafter’s orders 2 art thou come
A fecond time to my deliverance ?
U 3 Aca.
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A G A,
If
Death, fudden, viclent and immature,
Be a deliverance; you will foon be free.
ALTHEA.
To minds prepar’d, death ftrip’d of allits terrors,
In any form, at any hour is welcome.
A G A,
Whether the fultan, raging for the lofz
Of his lov’d daughter, thinks that other’s pain,
In the fame kind, wou’d mitigate his own ;
Or from fome other caufe, I cannot fay;
But he has order’d thatthe lady firft
Shou’dfuffer death, her father being prefent.—
I fee you're mov’d,
ARANTHES,
T am — but ’tis with fcorn
OF your proud mafter’s impotence and malice.
Alas! P’m not tolearn my child is mortal.
A G A.
Thefe eager blood hounds growl at my delay,
Andwill, perhaps, accufe me to the fultan.
ALT HEA;
Obey the tyrant, let them do their office.
A G A.
Tmuft; but heaven can tell with what relutance.
The only favour in my power to grant,
Is the fad choice of dying by the bowftring,
The fatal poniard, or this pois’nous draught,
AL TTHLE A
Give me the bowl. Death this way feems lefs
frightful,
Mhan from the hands of rude and barbarous men.

AR AN-=
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ARANTHES.
Farewel, my child!
ALTHEA.
Aflit me with your prayers,
ARANTHES,.
My prayers have been inceflant as thy own,
Andbothare heard —fearnot—thy crown’s prepar’d;
And heav’n, with all its glories, lies before thee :
:N‘Hllion: of angels :vait to guard the pafigae ;
Thou can’ft not mifs thy way.
ALTHE A,
Shou’d heav’n preferve you—
Shou’d you live to fee him---commend me to
My lord—tell him, that I die his—that heaven,
Which calls me now, is onlylov’d beyond him.—
That I’'m notloft - that we fhall meet again—

Bid him not grieve. — [ Alarm.
Enter SCANDERBEG, (Jc. Heflies to ALTHEA,
SCANDERBEG.

Away you facrilegious {laves —fhe Jives ——
I have her warm and panting in my arms—
Liftup thy eyes, dearer to mine thanlight.——
O let me hear the mufick of thy voice,
Left I fhou’d doubt I come too late to fave thee,
And difcord feize my foul.
ALTHE A.

Surprize is dumb.
So fudden a tranfition who can bear ?
My thoughts were all juil reconcil’d to death,
But thou haft call’d them back. The love of life,
That feem’d extingui(h’d in me, now returns.
O'! if there 1s a happinefson earth,
Here I muft find it, here and only here,

U 4 Sca
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SCANDERBEG.
Aranthes too ! —he lives ! —confummate joy !
AR ANTHES.,
And lives by thee, thou glorious happy youth-»-
O let me prefs thee in my longing arms —
My child too!—my Althea !
ALTHEA.
O my father!
ARANTHES.
Compleat felicity !
ALTHEA.,
O dangerous blifs ! [Peeps.
SCANDERBEG.
Why weeps my life?
ALTHEA.
s Some have their portion here :
Flatt’ring profperity has ruin’d thoufands,
Whom death with all its terrors cou’d not fhake.
S:C:A'N-D-ER-BE G:
Thy pious fears fhall guard us from that danger,
AT HYE A
Ts not the glory of both worlds too much
For frail, imperfeét mortals to expect 2
SCANDERBEG.
Our happinefs, tho’ great, is far from perfett ;
Since {he, the fair unfortunate Hellena,
Towhom, next heaven we owe it, is no more.
I cannot blame your tears ; this is no time
To tell the mournful tale, that muft whene’er
Remember’d, make me fad, tho’ crown’d with,
vittory,
And
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And in thy arms. Croia, reliev’d, expeéls us:
My grateful fubjets will for thy deliv’rance
Exprefs more joy, than that their foes are fled.
Enter PavrLinus and the SULTAN, prifiner.
PAULINUS.
Hail glorious king ! your conqueft is compleat;
Behold ambitious Amurath your captive.
SCANDERBEG.
Take off his chains.
AMURATH.
What pageantry s this ?
SCANDERBEG.
Sound a retreat ; fince none refift, let war
And flaughter ceafe. It grieves my foul to think
The crimes of one fhon’d coft mankind {o dear.
PAULINUS.
Sir, how will you difpofe the cruel tyrant ?
SCANDERBEG.
Give him his liberty, and leave him here
Till he fhall think it proper to'retire.
Such of his fubjeéts as attend him now,
Or thall repair hither to do him fervice,
Shall all be fafe. . His lovely, virtuous daughter,
Worthy a betterrace and happier fate,
Preferv’d my life.
AMURATH.
Dogs ! flaves! will none difpatchme ?
MuftI hear this yet be compell’d to live ?
SCANDERBEG.
Unhappy man! how will he bear thereft ?
When juftice ftrikes let guilty raortals tremble,
And all revere her power, but noneinfult
3 The




208 THE CHRISTIAN HERO,

The miferable. Her impartial fivord

Scorns to aflift man’s {eliifh, low revenge :

"T’avoid her anger let us {hun the thought.

Be witnefs, heaven ! Ipity and forgive him.
[Exeunt Scan. Aran. & ALTHEA,

AMURATH,

Can this be true! am I caft down from that

Majeftic height, where like anearthly god,

For more thanhalf an age, I f{at enthron’d,

To the abhor’d condition of a {lave ¢

A pardon’d flave ! what! live to be forgiven !

And all this brought upon me by Hellena !

Shou’d our prophet return to earth and fwear it,

I’d tell him to his face that he was perjur’d.

Hell wants the power and heaven wou’d never curfe

T'o that degree a doating, fond, old man.—

What make my child! my loving, gentle child!

The inftrument and author of my ruin!

Enter Visier, Officers, and AMASIE,
VISIER.
Beg them to halt; blaft not a parent’s eye
With fuch a fight.
AMURATH.
What fight ? but ’tis no matter ;
There’s nothing left for me to hope or fear,
V1SIER.
A mourning troop of chriflians from their camp
In folemn pomp’s arriv’d ; who, bath’d in tears,
(What en’my could refrain ?) attend a chariot,
That bears Hellena bleeding, pale and dead.
AMURATH,
Falfe Mahomet ! [ Savoons,

OFFICER,
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OFFICER.
Our royal mafter’s dead !
NVanlo ST BvRys
No! hereviyes; alas! he’s not{o happy !
AMURATH,
I faw Amafie.
VISIER:
Here the traitor ftands,
By Scanderbeg committed to your mercy,
AMAS-TE,
Hellena did prevent me.—
AMURATH.
Damn’d apoftate!
T’ve heard enough and have no time to lofe.—
Sec him impal’d alive; we’ll let him know
As much of hell as can be known on earth,
[Exit AmasIE,
And go from ‘pain to pain. Where is my fon ¢
VISIER.
Fled towards Adrianeple.
AMURATH.
He doth well :
Death has o’ertook me here. Lord of fo many
Fair, fpacious kingdoms, in ahoftile land,
Opprefs’d with age, misfortunes, griefand fthame,
Amurath breathes his laft ; and leaves his bones
T'o beg from foes anignominious grave.
Falfe or ungrateful prophet! have I {pread
Fell devaftation over half the globc,
To raife thy crefcent’s pale, uncertain light!
Above the chriftians glowing, crimfon crofs,
In hoary age to be rewarded thus —
When the Hungarian king had broke his faith ;
Dil-
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Diftrefs’d, to his own prophetI appeal’d,

A firanger, and an enemy ; hedid me right ;

Reftor’d loft viét’ry to my flying troops,

And gave the perjur’d monarch to my fword.

But I have done — Cou’dft thou repent, there's neo«
thing

In thy power worth my acceptance now.

Glory, totheel’veliv’d, but pining grief

Robs thee of half the honour of my death.

Ofmin, and yon my other faithful chiefs,

. 'The poor remains of all the mighty hoft

Ibrought to this curs’d fiege, this grave of my re-
nown,

If you return, and live tof{ee myf{on,

Bid him remember how his father fell ;

Bid him pe’er fheath the fword,

Tillmy diminifh’d fame fhire forth and blaze a-new
In his revenge—revenge me - Oh ! revenge. [Dies.
VISIER.

Eclips’d and in a ftorm our fun is fet :
Andnow, methinks, aswhen our prophet fled,
"Terror fhou’d feize on each believing heart.
Let fome inform the king—this was his fate ;
*T'is ours to be left without a guide.
Difperfe, wander, away; our thepherd’s loft.
[Exeunt.
SCENE THE LAST.
Enter SCANDERBEG, ARANTHES, ALTHEA,
Pavrinvs, and Guards.
SCANDERBEG.
That you are free and happy [ rejoice.
If 1have faithfully difcharg’d my truft
P’m well rewarded here.
P AU-
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PAULINUS.
O royal fir !
Your happinefsis oars ; this virtuous princefs
An equal blefling to yo urfelfand people.
SECOND OFFICER.
To fay each fubjeét loves you as himfelf,
Islefs than truth: we love youas weought;
Asa free people fhou’d a patriot king.
SCANDERBEG.
This is to reign, this is to be a king.
Who can controul his power, who rules the will
Of thofe o’er whom hereigns? or count his wealth,
Who has the hearts of fubje@s thatabound ?
Was ever prince fo abfoluteas I'2

PAULINUS.

Or ever fubjeés fo intirely free ?
Whofe duty’s intereft, and obedience choice.
SCANDERBEG.

For this alone was govemmentordain’d :

And kings are gods on earth but while, like gods,

They do no ill, but reign to blefs mankind.

May proud, relentlefs Amurath’s misfortunes

Teach future monarchs to avoid his crimes,

Th’ impious prince, who does all laws difown,

Yet claims from heaven a right to hold his throne,

Blafphemesthat power, whichrighteous kings obey 3

For jultice and mercy bound ev’n th’ Almighty’s
fway.

EPI-
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Spoken by Mrs. C L I V E.

= HE ferious bufinefs of thenight being over,
Pray, Ladies, your opinion of our lover 2
Will you allow the man deferwves the name,
Who quits bis miftrefs to preferwe — bis fame ?
And awbhat was fanie in that romantic age $—
But fure fuch aubims nd'er avere but on Sage.
A fatefman rack bis brains, a foldier fig
Merely to do an injur’d people right.—
What ! ferve his country, and get nothing by't!
Why, ay, [ays Bays, George Caltriot was the man ;
*Tis a knoavn truth— believe bim thofe awho can.
Not but ave’we patriots tao, the’ I am told,
T here’s a vaft diff rence’tawixt the new and old :
Say, theirs con’d fight, Dm fure that ours can fcold
But tothe giory of the prefent race,
No ffubborn principles their aorth debafe ;
Patriots awhen out, are courtiers when in place.
Sa, vice V{:rfa., turn a courtier out,
No aeather-cock more fwifily weers about.
His country now, good man ! claims all bis care.—
Who'd fee it plunder’d 2—that’s deny’d bis fhare.
Since courtiers and anti-conrtiers both hawve [hewn
That by the publick good they mean their owon :
What if each Briton, in bis private fation,
Should try to bilk thofe awho embroil the nation ;
Quit either faltion, and, like men, unite
T o do their king and injur’d country right :
Both hawe been awrong’d : prevent their gutlty joy,
Who wou'd your mutual amity deffroy.

Wox'd




EPILOGUE.

Wou'd you preferve yaur freedom ? pguard his throne,
Who makes your peace and bappinefs his own.
Wou'd you be grateful? let your monarch know
Fhich way you wo’d be beft, and make bim fo.
But fofr I methinks, 1 bear Jome fops complain
Who came prepar’dto give the ladies pain,
That they have drefs’d and fpent—Gad's curfe—

three bours in vain. J
No bints obfeene, improv’d by their broad flare,
Hue given confufion tothe tortur’dfair.
We own the charge. Let Monfienr Harleqnin
And bis trim troop your loafe applaufes win :
T oo much already bas each modeff ear
Been there infulted 5 aweé'll proteéd them bere.

EN:D - OF=¥-0 Lk
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