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THO

S;ir JOHN EYLES, Barr.

MEMBER OF PARLIAMENT FOR,
AND ALDERMAN OF,

THE CITY OF LONDON,

AND SUB-GOVERNOR OF

THE SOUTH.SEA COMPANY.

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




DEDICATTION.

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




DEDICATION.

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




DEDICATION,

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




D E Dl A T=0SN,

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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M E N.

Thorowgood. Mr. Bridgwater.
Barnwell, Uncleto George.  Mr. Roberss.
George Barnwell. Mr. Cibber, Jun.
Trueman. Mr. W. Mills.
Blunt. Mr. R. Witherhile,
WOMEN.
Maria, Mirs. Cibber.
Millwood. Mrs. Butler.
Lucia. Mis. Clarfe.

Officers with their Attendonts, Keeper, and Footmens

SCENE, Lonoox, and an adjacent Village,
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LONDON MERCHANT:

OR, THE HISTORY QF

GEORGE BARNWELL.

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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THOROWGOOD.

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-
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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
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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




GEORGE BARNWELL. frg

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
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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.
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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
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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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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




B P Ea0iaG: U= Pl

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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