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FALAE CURIOSELY.

AGIES T LS CTE N E T
A Room in \VILMOT?S Houfe.

OLp W1 LMOT (;/Um.‘.

#¥HE day is far advanc’d ; the chearful fun

l Purfues with vigour his repeated courfe ;
No labour leffening nor no time decaying
His ftrength, or fplendor : evermore the fame,
From age to age his influence fuftains :
Dependent worlds, beftows both life and motion
On the dull mafs that forms their dufky orbs,
Chears them with heat, and gilds them with his

brightnefs.
Yet man, of jarring elements compos’d,
Who pofls from change to change,from the firlt hour
Of his frail being till his diffolution,
¥njoys the fad prerogative above him,
To think, and to be wretched —What is life,
To him that’s born to die | or what that wifdem
Whofe perfection ends in knowing we know no-
thing !
Meer contradi@ionall! A tragic farce,
Tedious tho’ fhort, and without art elab’rate,
Ridiculouﬂy fad—
Enter Ranpar.,

Where haft been, Randal ?
RANDAL.

Not out of Penryn, fir; butto the ftrand,

To hear what news from Falmouth fince the ftorm
Of wind laft night.
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FATAL CURIOSITY.

OLD WILMOT,.
It was a dreadful one.

RANDAL,
Some found it {fo. A noble fhip from India,
Ent’ring into the harbour, run upona rock,
And there was loft.

OLD WILMOT.
What came of thofe on board her 2

RANDAL.
Some few are {fav’d, but much the greater part,
’ I'is thonght, are perifh’d.

OLD WILMOT.
They are paft the fear

Of future tempefts, ora wreck on fhore ;
Thofe who efcap’d are #ill expos’d to both.

RANDAL.
But I’ve heard news, mach ftranger than this fhip-

wreck

Herein Cornwall. The brave Sir Walter Raleigh,
Being arriv’d at Plymouth from Guiana,
A moit unhappy voyage, has been betray’d
By bafe Sir Lewis Stukely, his own kinfman,
And feiz’d on by an order from the court ;

i

And ’tis reported, he mulft lofe his head,
To fatisfy the Spaniards.
OLD WILMOT.

Not unlikely 3
His martial genius does not {uit the times.
There’s now no infolence that Spain cun offer,
But to the fhame of this pacifick reign,
Poor England mulft fubmit to— Gallan: man!
Pofterity perhaps may do thee juitice,
And praife thy courage, learning and integrity,

When




AT AL CURIOS TN 5
When thou’rt paft hearing : thy fuccefsful enemies,
Mauch fooner paid, have thf..u reward in hand,
And know for what thcy]:ibmn'nl —"mLh events
Muft, queftionlefs, excite all thinking men,
To love and practife virtue !
RANDAL.
Nay, ’tis certain,
That virtue ne’er appears{olike itf
So truly bright and great, as when oppreft.
OLD WILMGT.
I underftand no riddles.—Where’s your miftre(s 2
RAND AL,
I faw her pafs the high-ftreet t'wards the minfter.
OLD WILMOT.
e doth well.

> maid,

She’s gone to v ifit Charlot—SI
In the j}: t bofom of that
There dyvells r an the rigid race
Of .-1n1--wl pe d, ortaught,

With what amazing conftancy and truth,

Doth fhe fuftain the abfence of our fon,

Whom more than lifefhe loves! how thun for him,
V.’ hom we fhall ne’er fee more, the rich and great!
Mho own her charms more than inlpnl)-'t'nc want

Of fhining heaps, and figh to make her happy.
Since our misfortunes, we h wve found no friend,
None who regarded our diftrefs, but her;

And fhe, by what I have obferv’d of la te,

Is tired, or exhaufted —curft condition !

To livea burden to one only friend,

And blaft her youth with our contagious wae!
Who that had reafon, foul, orf: '11fc would bear it
A moment longer ! —then Hus honeft wretch ! ——-
I muft difmifs him-—-\Vh\ fheuld [ detain

ateful, gen’rous \umh to perifh with me
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6 FATAL CURIOSITY.

His {ervice may procure him bread elfewhere,
Tho’ I have none to give him..— Prithee, Randal,
How long haft thou been with me?
RANDAL.
Fifteen years.
I was a very child when firft you tock me,
To wait upon your fon, my dear young mafter !
T oft have wifh’d, I’d goneto India with him;
Tho’ you, defponding, cive him o’er forloft.
[OLp WiLmoT avipes bis eyes.
T am to blame— this talk revives your {forrow
For his abfence.
OLDWILMOT.
How can that be reviv'd,
Which never died ?
RANDAL,
The whole of my intent
Was to confefs your bounty, that {fupplied
The lofs of both my parents: I was long
The object of your charitable care.
OLD WILMOT.
No more of that: thou’ft ferv’d me longer fince
Without reward : fo that account is balanc’d,
Or rathér 'm thy debtor—I remember,
When poverty began to fhow her face
Within thefe walls, and all my other {ervants,
Like pamper’d vermin from a falling houfe,
Retreated with the plunder they hafg:\iu’d,
And left me, tooindulgent and remifs
For fuch ungrateful wretches, tobe crufh’d
Beneath the ruin they had help'd to make,
That you,more good than wife, refus’d to leaye me.
RANDAL,
Nay, I befeech you, iir!l—
OLD



FATAL CURIOSITY,

OLD WILMOT,.
With my diftre(s,
In perfeft contradi&ion to the world,
Thy love, refpeét and diligence increas’d ;
Now all the recompence within my power,
Is to difcharge thee, Randal, from my hard,
Unprofitable fervice.
RANDAL.

Heaven forbid!
Shall I forfake you in your worft neceflity #—
Believe me, fir, my honeft {foul abhors
The barb’rous thought.

OLD WILMOT,
What! canft thou feed on air?
1 have not left wherewith to purchafe food
For one meal more. ;
RANDAL.
Rather than leave you thus,

T’ll beg my bread, and liveon others bounty
While I ferve you.

OLD WILMOT.

Down, down my {welling heart,
Or burit in filence : ’tis thy cruel fate
Infults thee by his kindnefs—he is innocent
Of all  the pain it gives thee— Go thy ways —
I will no more fupprefs thy youthful hopes «
Of rifing in the world,
RANDAL,
*T'is true, I’'m young,

And never try’d my fortune, or my genius :
‘Which may perhaps find out fome happy means,
As yet unthought of, to fupply your wants,

B 4 OLp




AT AL SCHRLEOSTEY.
0L D WelvE-M: O,
Thou tortur’ft me - T hate all obligations
Which I can ne’er return—And who art thou,
That I fhou’d ftoopto take ’em from thy hand |
are for thyfelf, buttake no thought for me;
I will not want thee — trouble me no more.
RANDAL.
Be not offended, fir, and T will go.
I ne’er repin’d at your commands before ;
But, heaven’s my witnefs, ‘1 obey you now
Vith firong relu@ence, and aheavy heart.
Farewell, my worthy mafer! [Going.
OLD WILMOT,
Farewel —ftay—
As thou. art yet a {tranger to the world,
Of which, alas! I've had too much experience,
I fhou’d, methinks, before we part, beftow
A little counfel on th»——-}u\ thy eyes—
If thou weep’ft thus, Ifhall l,mcccd no farther.
Doft thou a{plrb to ;rcn_meﬂ, or to wealth,
Quit | d the llP“lO]‘t.th e {earch
Of wifdom there, and ftudy human kind:
No fcience will avail thee without that; ;
But thatobtain’d, thou need’ft not any other.
This will inftruét thce to conceal thy views,
And wear the face of pmmty and honour,
Till thou haft gain’d thy end ; wh:ch muit be ever
Th y own adv 'mt‘u;(‘, at that man’s expence
Who fhall be weak enough to think thee honeft.

RANDAL,
You mock me, fare
O L D~ W-I'L M<O"T,
I never was more ferious.

R AN~



FATAL CURLOSITY:
R A
Why fhould you counfel what you fcorn’d to prac-

tife ?

OLD WILMOT.
Becaufe that foolith feorn has been my mz

T’ve been an idiot, but would have
And treatmankind,as they would tr
As t\"" deferve, and I’vebeen t
[hou’ft feen m' me, and thofe who
tune fall, and begg
Shun my exam] sle ; treafure up i}

The world’s beforethee —be a lenave, and pio "'p”r.
‘What art thou damb? [ After a long panfe.]
RANDAL.

Amazement ties my tongue.
Where are your former. principles ? -
OLD WILMOT.
No matter ;

Suppofe T have renounc d em: Lhave p-‘ﬁir‘n"
Andlovethee flill 3 thereforéwould have thee think,
The world is all a ﬁ,tu- of dr:':p deceit,
And he who dealswith mankind on'the fquare,
Is his own-bubble, and. undoes himfelf. [Exiz.

RANDAL.
Is this the man I thought {o wife and juft ?
What teach, and counfel me to bea villain !
Sure grief has made him frantick
_r\,.u.n d his thape —1I fhal
High-minded he was ever, and 1“1D1\J\‘1L"‘1ll’. 3
Iw t .” iful and generous Lo a faulc:
eafure hc lov’d, buthonour was his idol.

0 f.ht' hange! O horrid transformation !
Soan o ‘“ma\l.. funk to ruin,
Become - loathiome fhelter and abode




10 FATAL CURIOSITY.

Of lnrking ferpents, toads, and beafls of prey:

And {caly dragons hifs, and lions roar,

Where wifdom taught, and mufick charm’d before.
[Exir,

5= Co BN E I

A Parlour in Cuarvot’s Houfe.

CHARLOT anp MARIA.

CH-A RIL.O5Fs
What terror and amazement muft they feel
Whodie by fhipwreck!:

MARI A.
’T1is a dreadful thought!

CHARLOT.
Ay, isit not, Maria ! tadefcend,
Living and confcious, to that wat’ry tomb ?
Alas! had we no forrows of our own,
The frequent inftances of others woe
Muft givea gen’rous mind a world of pain.
But you forget you promis’d me to fing.
Tho’ chearfulnefs and I have long been ftrangers,
Harmonious founds are ftill delightful to me.
There is in melody a {fecret charm
That'flatters, whileitadds to my difguiet,
And makes the deepeft fadnefs the moft pleafing.
There’s fure no paflion in the human foul,
But finds its food in mufick—T wou’d hear
The ﬁmg compos’d 11;.' that un}".:zpp_y' maid,
Whofe faithful lover fcap’d a thonfand perils
From rocks, andfands, and the devouring deep;
And after all, being arriv'd a: home,
Pafling a narrow brook, was drowned there,
And perifl’d in her fight,

SONG,




FATAL CURIOSITY.

S ON G.
Mar, Ceafe, reafe, heart-eafing tears;

Adieu, you flatfring fears,
Which fewen long tedious years
Taught meto bear.
Tears are for f:'l_gr/}!n' woes 3
Fear no fuch danger knomws,
As _’f}zrcrr,'fwrjf‘/rj oS,
Endlefs defp
Dear caufe of all my pain,
On the wide (Formy main,
Thou awaft preferv’d in vain,
T 5o’ flill ador’d ;
Had’f? thou died there unfeen
My “f‘-z',’:':,r/ eyis bad been
Sav’d from the borrid [} fcene
Maid &er deplor’d.
[Charlot finds @ letter.
CHARLOT.
What’s this ? —a letter fuperferib’d to me !
None could convey it here but you, Maria,
Ungen’rous, cruel maid! to ufe me thus!
‘To join with flatt’ring men to break my ‘peace,
And perfecute me to the laft retreat !
MARTIA.
Why fhould it break your peace, to hear the fighs
Of honourable love, and know th’ effecls
Of your refiftlefs charms !—This letter is—
ESHEACR T O TS
No matter whence—retura it back unopen’d :
Thave no love, no charms but for my Wilmot,
Nor would have any,

MARTI A,



FATAL CURIOSITY:

MARTIA,
Strange infatuation !
Why fhould you wafte the flower of your days
In froitlels expe@ation—Wilmot’s dead ;
Or living, dead to you.
C HA'R-L'OT,
I’11 not defpair.
Patience thall cherifh hope, nor wrong his honour
By unjuft fufpicion. Iknow his trath,
And will preferve my own. But to prevent
All future, vain, officious imporrunity,
Know, thou inceflant foe of my repofe,
Whether he fleeps fecure from mortal cares,
In the deep bofom of the boift’rous main,
Or tolt with tempefts, fiill endures its rage;
Whether his weary pilgrimage by land
Has found an end, and he now refts in peace
In carth’s cold womb, or wanders o'er her face ;
Be it my lotto wafte, in pining grief,
The remnant of my days for known Icfs,
Or live, as now, uncertain and in doubt.
No fecond choice fhall violate my vows :
High heaven, which heard them, and abhors the per-
jur’d, :
Can witnefs, they were made without referve ;
Never to be retrafted, ne’er difivlv’d
By accidents or abfence, time or death.
MARTA,
I know, and long have known, my honeft zeal
"To ferve vou gives offence - but be offended—
This is no :ime for flatt'sv—did your vows
Oblige you to fupport his gloomy, proud,
Impanient parents, to your atter ruin —
You well may weep to think on what you’ve done.
G:H AR O

=3
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FATAL CURIOSITY. 13

CHA R L 0%

vccp to think that Ic ) 10 MOre
For their q') yort - what wi -l become of 'em ! —
The hoary, helplefs, miferable pair!

MARTIA.
Then all thefe tears. this forrow is for them.
CHARLOT.,

Taught by aflictions, Ihavelearn’d to bear
Much greaterills than poverty with p atience.
When luxury and o m.muun s banifh’d,
The calls of naturé are but few ; and thofe
.

Thefe hands, notus’d.tol: Umm, m.y lunpiy
But when I think on what my friends i‘lllu (uffer,
My fpirits fail, andI’'m o ‘erwhelm’d with grief,

MARTIA.

What I wou’d blame, you force me to admire,
And mourn for you, a
Your pﬁmnm, conftancy, a
Merit a better fate.

CHARLOT.
So },11’1"“ ould tell me,

And vain {elf-love, burl believe them m:t'
Anc 1f by w anting pl c:xlmu I have gain’d
Humility, I’m richer for my lofs.

MARTIA.
You have the heavenly art, {lill to improve
Your :"nnd by all events But heré comes one,
Whofe pride feems to increafe with her misfortunes.
Enter AGNES.
Her faded drefs unfz 1ably fine
conf'mls her poverty, as that

As il

Strain’d comj J“.ri'mcc her haughty, fwelling heart.

‘Tho’ per 3‘1“1 with want, fofar fremafking,

She



14 KATAL :CURIOSIFT:Y:

She ne’er receives a favour uncompell’d,
} And while the ruins, {corns to be oblig’d
\ She wantsme gone, and I abhor her fight. X
1 [Exit Mar1a.

CHARLOT.
This vifit’s kind.
AGNES.
Few elfe would think it {o :
Thofe whowould once have thought them{elvesmuch
‘ honour’d
i By the leaft favour, tho’ ’twere but a look,
i I could have thewn them, now refufe to {ee me.
£ >T'is mifery enough to be reduc’d
i To the low level of the common herd,
‘| Who, born to bege’ry, envy all above them ;
: But ’tis the curfe of curfes, to endure
The infolent contempt of thofe we fcorn.
CHARLOT,
By {corning, we provoke them to contempt ;
And thus offend, and f{uffer in our turns :
(il We muft have patience.

AGNES,

No, I {corn them yet.
But there’s noend of fuff’ring: who can fay
Their forrows are compleat? my wretched hufband,
Tir'd with our woes, and hopelefs of relief,
Grows fick of life.

CHARLOT.
May gracious heaven {upport him
A GNES,
. And, urg’d by indignation and defpair,
i Would plunge into eternity at once,
I By foul {elf-muder: his fix’d love for me,

Whom




FAT AL CURIOSELY:

Whom he would fain perfuade to thare his fate,
And take the fame, uncertain, dreadful courle,
Alone withholds his hand.

CHARLOT,.

And may it ever!
AGNES.

T’ve knowh with him the two extremes of life,
The higheft happinefs, and deepeft woe,
With all the fharp and bitter aggravations
Of {uch a vaft tranfition—{uch a fall
In the decline of life!——Ihave as quick,
As exquifite a fenfe of painashe,
And wou’d doany thing, but die, toendit;
But there my courage fails _ death is the worit
"That fate canbring, and cuts off ev’ry hope.

CHARLOT.
We muft not chufe, but ftrive to bear our lot
Without reproach, or guilt: but by one act
Of defperation, we may overthrow
The merit we’ve been raifing all our days;

15

And lofe our whole reward — and now, methinks,

Now more than ever, we have caufe to fear,
And be upon our guard. The hand of heaven

Spreads clouds on clouds o’er our benighted heads,

And wrapt in darknefs, doubles cur diftrefs.
I had, the nightlaft paft, repeated twice,
A frange and awful dream : Iwould not yield
To fearful fuperftition, nor defpife
The admonition of a friendly power
That wifh’d my good.

AGNES.

> I’ve certain plagues enough,
Without the help of dreams, tomake me wretched.

CH AR~




16 AT AL LR L O S TEREVE
C HARE T
I woi’d not ftake my !\‘11'7})?;‘;17; or duty
On their uncertain credit, nor on ought
1’u :afon, and the known decrees of heaven.
ams have {on {1 1 events to come,
7 excite to vig

lance and care,
In fome important hour, when all our weaknefs
>} 11 lJ 1.2
Shall be attack’d, a

d all our ftreng e needful,
To thun the gulph that gapesfor our deftruttion,
And fly from guilt, and everlafting ruin.
My vifion may be fuch, and {ent to warn us,
Now we are try’d by multiply’d aﬁiicrl(»m,
T'o mark each motion of oar {welling hearts,
And not attempt to extricate ourfelves,
And feek deliverance by forbidden ways:
But keep our hopes and innocence entire,
Till we’re difmift tojoin the happy dead
In that blefs’d world, where trahfitory pain
And frail imperfeét virtue is rewarde d
With. endlefs pleafure and confummate joy';
Or heaven relieves us here.
AGNES.
Well, pray praceed;
You've rais’d my curiofity at leaft.
CHARLOT,.
Methought Ifat, ina dark winter’s night,
My garments thin, my head and bofom b:u‘e,
On the wide fummlt of a barrtn moun-mn 3
Defencelefs and expos ’d, in that highregion,
Toall the cruel rigours of the {’cnfon
The fharp bleak winds pierc’d thro’ my fhiv’ring
frame,
And ftorms of hail, and fleet, and driving rains
Beat with impetuous fury on my head,

Drench’d




FATAL CURIOSITY. 17
Drench’d my chill'd limbs, and pour’d 2 deluge
round me,
On one hand, ever gentle Patience fat,
On whofe calm bofom I declin’d my head ;
And on the other, filent Contemplation.
At length, to my unclos’d and watchful eyes,
That long had roll’d in darknefs, and oft rais’d
‘Their chearlefs orbs towards the ftarlefs {ky,
And fought for light in vain, the dawn appear'd 3
And I beheld a man, an utter ftranger,
But of a graceful and exalted mien,
Who prefs’d with eager tranfport to embrace me.
~—1I thunn’d his arms—but at {fome words he {poke,
Which I have now forgot, I turn’d again,
Bit he was gone—And oh ! tran{porting fight !
Your foh, my deareft Wilmot! fill’d his place.
AGNE S.
If Iregarded dreams, I thould expe&
Some fair event from your’s: Ihave heard nothing
T'hat fhould alarm you yet,
CHARLOT.

But what’s to come,
Tho’ more obfcure, isterrible indeed.
I\'Icthnught we parted {oon, and when I {fought him,
You and his father — Yes, you both were there—
Strove to conceal him from me: 1 purfued
You with my cries, andcall’d on heaven and earth
To judge my wrongs, and force you to reveal
Where you had hid my love, my life, my Wilmot! —

AGNE S.

Unlefs you mean £ affront me, {pare the reft.
*T'is juft-as likely Wilmot thou’d return,
As we'become your foes.

Y on i U b S Cha




18 FATAL CURIOSITY.

CHARLOT.
Far be fuch rudenefs
From Charlot’sthoughts: but when Theardyouname
Self-murder, it reviv’d the frightful image
Of fuch a dreadful fcene.
AGNES.
You will perfift!——

CHARLOT.
Excufe me 3 I have done. Being a dream,
I thought, indeed, it cou’d not give offence.
AGNES,
Wot when the matter of itis offenfive | ———
Vou cou’d not think fo, had you thought at all;
But I take nothing ill from thee———adien;
I’ve tarried fonger than I firt intended,
And my poor hufband mourns the while alone.
[Exit AGNES
CHARLOT. :
She’s gone abruptly, and I fear difpleas’d.
The leaft appearance of advice or caution
Sets her impatient temper in a flame.
When grief, that well might humble, f{wells our
ride,
And F;Jr-ldﬁ increafing, aggravates our grief,
The tempeft muft prevail till we are loft.

When heaven, incens’d, proclaims unequal was
With guilty earth, and fendsits fhafts from far,
No boit defcends to ftrike, no flame to burn
The humble fhrubs that in low valleys mourn ;
‘While mountain pines, whofe lofty heads afpire
To fan the ftorm, and wave in fields of fire,

And ftubborn oaks that yield not to its force,
Are burnt, o’erthrown, or fhiver'd in its courfe.

5 SCENE
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SCENE IL
The Town and Port of Penryn.
Young Wirmot and EUSTACE in India habits.

YOUNG WILMOT.
Welcome, my friend! to Penryn: here we're {afe.
EiIESHTACEY
Then we’re deliver’d twice; firft from the fea,
And then from favage men; who, more remorielefs,
Preyon fhipwreck’d “wretches, and {poil and murder
thofe
Whom fatal tempefts and devouring waves,
In all their fury, fpar’d,
YOUNG WILMOT.
It isa fcandal,
Tho® malice muftacquit the better fort,
The rude unpolifht people here in Cornwall
Havelong lain under, and with too much juftice :
Cou’d our f'upcuors find fome happy means
T'o mend it, they would gain immortal honour,
For’tis an evil grown almoft inveterate,
And afks a bold and {killful hand to cure.
EUSTACE.
Your treafure’s fafe, I hope.
YOUNG WILMOT.
’T'is here, thank heaven!
Being in jewels, when I faw our danger,
Ihid itin my bofom.
EUSTACE,

I obferv’d you,
And wonder’d how you couw’d command your
hmlghts,
In fuch atime of terror and confufion.

Cz Youre



20 FATAL CURIOSITY.

YOUNG WILMOT,
My thoughts wu’c then at home—O England!
E 'V~l ind !

Thou feat of plenty, liberty and 1{'1]*11,
With tranfport lhahnldtu,wm ant fields,
Thy lofty mountains rich with ufeful ore,
'l hynumerons herds, thy flocks, and winding ftreams:
After a long and tgleUaﬂbILHCC Euftace |
With what ('lL]‘“‘ht we breath ournative air,

And tread the r,;anl {oil that bore us !.xﬁ

s faid, the world isevery wife man’s countrys
Yet after having view’d its various nations,
I’m weak enough ftill to prefer my own
Toall I’ve feen befide—You fmile, my friend,
And think, perhaps, ’tis inftinét more than reafon:
Why be it fo. 1In .‘11‘& receded reafon
In the wifeflt of usall, dlld may {ometimes
Be much the betterguide. But be it cither ;
T muit confefs, nnt even death 1!1Llf
Appear’d to me with twice its native horrors,
hen apprehended in a foreign land.
Death is, nodoubt, in ev'ry placc the fame;
et obm vation muit convince us, moft men,
Who have it in their power, chufe to expire
Where they firft drew their breath.

EUSTACE.
Believe me, Wilmot,

Your grave refleftions were not what I fmil’d at’;
T own their truth. That we're return’d to E nrrhnd
Affords me all the pleafure you can feel
Merely on that acceant: yetlmuft think
A warmer ps!.mn gives you all this ti‘.mi'porr.
You have not \'Jdndu d, anxious and impatient,
From clime to (Ilm;., :mc' compaft fea and land
To purchafe wealth, only to fgmd yourdays

8}

In



CATAL CURIOSITY:.
In idle pazn'v and luxury at home :

I know thee better; thou art brave and wife,
And mauft have no‘..lur ai
YOUNG WILMOT.

O Euftace! Euftace!
Thou knoweft, for I’ve confelt to thee, I loves
But having never feen the charming maid,
Thou can’ft not know the fiercenefs of- my flame.
l Ay hopes and fears, likethe tempeftuous feas
.nr.\\c have paft, now mount me to the tkies;
l\m-.v hurl me dewn from that fh

endous height,

s We cehters: Dl vouslcnom

€ me. to the center. 1d \,Ou INnow
How much d depends on thi mpmr’mt hour,

‘m 1 wou’d not be mrprm d mlw me thus.
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doubtful of my
er to {fee me nmr;-.

e given herfelf to fome more appy lover—
traction’sin anthoumlt |—Or ﬂmll ¢
Griev’d for my abfence and oppreft with v
funk beneath [}1"11' burd 1
nIC'[t’\nl te was flying to re
end o‘ ‘Lll my l ong "ud

truth,
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EUSTACE.
The wretch who fears all thatis poffible,
Mufk fuffer more than he who feels the worft
A man can feel, who lives exempt from fear.
A woman may be falfe, and friends are mortal 3
And yet your aged parents may be living,
And your fair miftrefs conftant.
YOUNG WwWILMOT.
True, they may ;
I doubt, but I defpair not— No, my friend ;
My hopes are ftrong and lively as my fears,
And give me fuch a profpc& of my happincfi,
Asnothing but fruition can exceed :
They tell me, Charlot i as true as fair,
As good as wife, as paflionate as chafte ;
That {he with fierce impatience, like my own,
Laments our long and painful {eparation;
That we fhall meet, never to part again;
That I fhall feemy parents, kifs the tears
From their pale hollow cheeks, cheartheirfad hearts,
And drive that gaping phantom, meagre want,
For ever from their board ; crown all their days
T'o come with peace, with pleafure, and abundance;
Receive their fond embraces and their bleflings,
And be a bleffing to ’em.
EUSTACE.
’Tis our wealknefs 3
Blind to events, we reafon in the darlk,
And fondly apprehend what none e’er found,
Or ever fhall, pleafure and-pain unmixt ;
And flatter, and tormentourfelves, by turns,
With what fhall never be.
Y OUNG WILMOT.
1’1l go thisinftant
o feck my Charlot, and explore my fate.
EUSTACE.
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BELUESIT ATCHES
What in that foreign habit !
YOUNG WILMOT.
That’s a trifle,
Not worth my thoughts.
EUSTACE.,
The hardfhips you’veendur’d,
And your long ftay beneath the burning zone,
Where one eternal fultry fummer reigns,
Have marr’d the native hueof your complexion :
Methinks you look more likea {fun-burnt Indian,
Than a Briton.
YOUNG WILMOT.
Well, ’tis no matter, Euftace;
I hopemy mind’s not alter’d for the worfe;
And for my outfide - But inform me, friend,
When I may hope to fee you.
FAUES "TEACiR:
‘When you pleafe :
You’ll find me at the inn,
YOUNG WILMOT.
When I have learnt my doom, expeét me there.
*T1ill then, farewell.
B S T A OIS
Farewell ; fuccefs attend you.  [Exiz EusTACE.
YOUNG WILMOT.
¢ We flatter and torment ourfelves by turns,
¢ With what fhall never be.” Amazing folly!
We ftand expos’d tomany unavoidable
Calamities, and therefore fondly labour
T? increafe their number, and inforce their weight
By our fantaftic hopes and groundlefs fears,

C4 For

»




FATAL CURIOSITY,

For one fevere diftrefs impos’d by fate,

What numbers doth tormenting fear create ?
Deceiv’d by hope, Ixion like, we prove
Immortal joys, and feem to rival Jove ;

The cloud diffolv’d, impatient we complain,
And pay for fancied blifs fubftantial pain.




FATAL CURIOSITY.

ACC bl
SCENE L

Cuarvor’s Houfe.

Enter CaarLOT thoughtful; and foon after Mar1s
from the other fide.

MARI A.
AD AM, a ftranger in a foreign habit
Defires to fee you.
CHARLOT,
In a foreign habit—
Tis ﬂr'mrre, and unexpected —but admit him.
[Exit MaRr1A,

Who can this ftranger be? Iknow no foreigner,
Eﬁfﬂ-)‘_;'ﬁng WILMOT.
»~—Nor any man like this.
YOUNG WILMOT.
‘Ten thoufand joys ———
[Going to embrace her.
EHARLOT,

You are rude, fir— pray forbear, and let me know
What bufinefs brought you here, or leave the place.
YOUNG WILMOT.

She knows me not, orwill not feem to know me.

[/J'Jf,:fﬂ.’.?.

Perfidious maid! am I forgot or fcorn’d ?
CHARLOT,.
Strange queftions from a man I never knew!

YOUNG
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YOUNG WILMOT.
With whataverfion, and contempt fhe views me!
My fears are true ; fome other has her heart:
[ . —She’s loft——my fatal abfence has undone me.
/= [ i
| [ —O! con’d thy Wilmot have forgot thee, Charlot!
| 111 " CHARLOT.
f Ha! Wilmot! fay! whatdo your wordsimport?
i O gentle ftranger! eafe my {welling heart
A That elfewill burft! canft thou informme onght—
| ‘What doft thou know of Wilmot ?
! YOUNG WILMOT.
.} ? This I know,
it | When all the winds of heaven feem’d 1o confpire
il Il Againft the fformy main, and dreadful peals
| Of rattling thunder deafen’d ev’ry ear,
| And drown’d th’ affrighten’d mariners loud cries ;
‘While livid lightning fpread its fulphurous flames
Thro’ all the dark horizon, and difclos’d
'The raging feas incens’d to his deftruétion ;
When the good fhip in which he was embark’d,
| Unable longer tofupport the tempeft,
| Broke, and o’erwhelm’d by the impetuous {urge,
Sunk to the 00zy bottom of the deep,
And left him ftruggling with the warring waves;
In that dread moment, in the jaws of death,
‘When his ftrength fail’d, and ev’ry hope forfook him,
Andhislaft breath prefs’d towards histrembling lips,
"The neighbeuring rocks, thatecho’d to his moan,
Return’d no found articulate, but Charlot.
CHARLOT,
i The fatal tempeft, whofe defcription ftrikes
| "The hearer with aftonifhment, is ceas’d ;
Al - ‘ And Wilmotis at reft. The fiercer ftorm




de.
il

1
15

FATAL CURIOSITY:

Of {welling 1‘1ﬁ10n5 that o’erwhelms the foul,

And rages “worfe than the mad foaming feas

Inw hich he perifh’d, ne’er fhall vex him more.

YOUNG WILMOT,.

Thou feem’#t to think he’s dead ; enjoy that thought;
Perfuade yourfelf that what you with is true,

And triumph in your fa 1“100:[—\ e;, he’s dead ;
You were 1\15 fate. The croel winds and waves,

That caft him pale and breathle ofs on the fhore,
Spar’d him for greater woes—tc know his (.,lm:lot,
I a.rrrc*tm*': all her vows to him and heaven,

o cafthim from her tt mvrrhl:s——thcn then hedied;
But never muft have ret. Ev’n now he wanders,
A fad, repining, difcontented ghoft,
unfubftantial thadow of hlmfnlf
yurs his plaintive groans in thy deaf ears,
unfeen, before thee,
CIHYATRELT O
’Tis enough———
Detefted falfhood now has done its wordt.
And art thou dead ?—and wou’dft thou die, my
Wilmot!

For onethou thought’ft unjufl >—thou foul of truth!
What muft be done ?—which way fhall I exprefs
Unutterable woe? or how convince
fhy dear departed {pl.lt of the love,
Th’ eternal | lU‘.C, and never-failing faith
Of thy much injur’d, loft, k‘ml ing Charlot?

YOUNG WILMOT.
Be f1ll, my flutt’ring ]‘"“xt, hope not too foon ;
Po.hn.l'); I dream, aud this is all illufion.

CHARLOT.

If, as fome teach, the mind intunitive
Free from the narrow bounds and flavifh ties
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Of fordid c'lrtn, that circumfcribe its power
While it remains below, roving at large
Can trace us to oar moft conceal’d retres
Seeall we at, and read on ery thou
T'o thee, Wilmot! g I appeal,
If e’er I fwerv’d in aé ‘d or t'mu'r]lt
From the fevereft cor nftancy of truth,
Or ever with’d to tafte :xj{;_v on earth
‘That center’d notin thee, fince laft we parted ;
I\,l’w we ne’er mee et again,” but tw) loud wi 'ongs
So clofe the ear of muc*; to my cries,
That I may never fee thofe bright abodes
Where truth and virtue only have admiffion,
And thou inhabit’ft now.

YOUNG WILMOT,;

Aflilt me, heaven'!

Preferve my .c“ﬁn, memory and ’f“n.c!
O moderate my fierce tumultnous Jqu
Or their excefs will drive me to difira&ion.
O Charlot! Charlot! lovely, virtuousmaid!
(;.m l)’ mmmvnd in fpite of time and abfence,
ortits truth ;

Nf}

fior nn anor thy lover
t thon gaze fn wildly ? Took on me ;
Turn thy dear eyes tl erve me well,
Have{c 0.‘ch o - climates, time, and this firange habi
Sochang’d, and fo difpuis’d thy faithful W 1lmot,
That nothing in my voice, my leu:, or mien,
Remains to tell my Charlot [ am he ?

p 45

[ After vie: tg him fome time. fhe nﬁpmar"vf; aveep
vy and gives bim ber bands and then turning
ards him, finks upon bis bofor. |

1y doft thouweep ? why doft thou tremble thus?
‘»’hj doth thy panting heart and cautious touch
& Speak
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Speak thee but half convinc’d? whencearethy fears
W hy art thou filent? canft thon doubtme fisll ?
CHARLOT.
No, Wilmot! no; I’mblind with too much light
O’ercome with wonder, and oppreft with joy,
The firuggling paffions barr’d the doors of {peech 3
Bur fpeech enlarg’d affords me no relicf.
‘I'his vaft profufion of extreme delight,
Rifing at once, and burfting from m.fp“L T
Defies the aid of words, and mocks deferi iption 3
But for one forrow, one{ad {cene of anguith,
That checks the fivelling torrent of my joys,
I cou’d not bear the tranfport.
YOUNG WILMOT,

Let me know it:
Give me my portion of thy forrow, Charlot!
Letme partake thy grief, or bearit for thee.

CH-AR TS0,
Alas! my Wilmot! thefe {ad tears are thine s
They flow for thy misfortunes. I am pierc’d
\\ ith all the agonies of ftrong U‘uﬂ""lﬂ;ﬂn
Vith all the bitter anguifh you muft feel

When you fhall hear your parents

YOUNG “WILMOT.
Are no more.
CEH U ASRAL O,
You apprehend me wrong.
YOUNG WILMOT.
PerhapsI do:
Perhaps you mean to fay, the greedy grave
Was {atisfied with one, and one isleft
To blefs.my lo zing ey €s— but which, my Charlot!
—And yer forbear to fpeak, till I have L‘iouu ht—

CHAR-
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CHARLOT.
Nay, hear.me; Wilmot!
YOUNG WILMOT.
I perforce muft hear thee;
For I might think till death, and not determine,
Of two 1o dear which I cou’d bear to lofe.
CHARLOT.
fili& yourfelf no more with groundlefs fears:
Your parents both areliving; their diftrefs,
T'he poverty to which they are reduc’d,
In {pite of my weak aid, was whatI mourn’d;
And that in helplefs age, to them whofe youth
Was crown’d with full profperity, I fear,
Is worfe, muchworfe than death.
YOUNG WILMOT.
My joy’s compleat!
My parentsliving, and poffefs’d of thee!—
From this bleft hour, the happieft of my life,
T’ll date my reft. My anxious hopes and fears,
My weary travels, and-my dangers paft;
Are now rewarded all : now I rejoice
In my fuccefs, and count my riches gain.
For know, my foul’s beit treafure! 1have wealth
Enough to glut ev’n avarice itfelf:
No more fhall croel want, or proud contempt,
Opprefs the finking fpirits, or infult
The hoary heads of thofe who gave me being.
CHARLOT.
>Tis now, O riches, I conceive your worth:
You are not bafe, nor can you be fuperfiuous,
But when mifplac’d in bafeand fordid hands.
Fly, fly, my Wilmot! leave thy happy Charlot!
Thy filial piety, the fighs and tears
Of thy lamenting parents call thee hence.
: YOUNG
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YOUNG WILMOT.

T have a friend, the partner of my voyage, :
Who,in the ftormlaft night,was fhipwreck’d with me,

CHARLOT.

Shipwreck’d laft night!—O you immortal powers
What have you fuffer’d! How was you preferv’d !

YOUNG WILMOT.
Let that, and all my other ftrange efcapes
And perilous adventures, be the theme
Of many a happy winter night to come.
My prefent purpofe was t’intreat my :mgg-‘l,
To know this friend, this other better Wilmot :
And come with him this evening to my father’s :
I’ll fend him to thee.

CHARLOT.
I confent with pleafure.

YOUNG WILMOT,
Heaven’s! whata night ! —how fhall I bear my joy!
My parents, yours, my friends, all will be mine,
And mine, like water, air, or the free{plendid fun,
The undivided portion of you all.
If fuch the early hopes, the vernal bloom,
The diftant profpect of my future blifs
Then what the ruddy autumn ! —what the froit!—
The full poflefiion of thy heavenly charms!

The tedious, dark, and flormy winter o’er;
The hind, that allits pinching hardihips bore,
With tranfport fees the weeks appointed bring
The chearful, promis’d, gay, delightful {pring;
The painted meadows, the harmonious woods,
The gentle zephyrs, and unbridled flonds,

With all their charms, hisravifh’d thoughts employ,
‘But the rich harveft muft compleat his joy.

SCENE
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S CoE NS S
A Street in Penryn.

RANDAL.
i Poor! poor! and friendlefs! whither fhall Twander,
, | And to what point dire& my views and hopes?
| Il A menial fervant !'—no—what {hall I live,
' | Herein this land of freedom, live diftinguifh’d,
5 And mark’d the willing flave of fome proud fubjed,
1 [ And fiell his ufelefs train for broken fragments ;
The cold remains of his {fuperfluous board ?——

i il I wou’d afpire to i’omething more and better—
| it . Turn thy eyes then to the prolific ocean;,
| Whofe Ipacious bofom opens to thy view :
| "There deathlefs honour, and unenvied wealth
Have often crown’d the brave adventurer’s toils.
This is the native uncontefted right,
"The fair inheritance of ev’ry Briton
“That dares put in his claim—my choice is made:
A long'farewel to Cornwall, and to England.
Al If I return —But ftay, what ftranger’s this

! Who, as he views me, feems to mend his pace?

Enter Youne WiLmor.

YOUNG WILMOT.
Randal! - the dear companion of my  vouth !
sure lavith fortune means to give me all
I could defire, orafk for this bleft day,

And leave me nothing to expect hereafter.
RANDAL,

Your pardon, fir! Iknow but one on earth

Cou’d properly falute me by the title

] You're pleas’d to give me, andI would not think,

‘ That you are he—that you are Wilmot —

YOUNG
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YOUNG WILMOT.
Why ?
RANDAL
Becaufe I cou’d not bear the difappoiptment
Shou’d I be deceivid.
YOUNG WILMOT.
I’m pleas’d tohear it :
Thy friendly fears better exprefs thy thoughts
Than words cou’d do.
RANDAL,
Q! Wilmot! O! my mafter!
Are youreturn’d ?
YOUNG WILMOT.
I have not yet embrac’d
My parents---I fhall fee you at my father's.
R AN DA L.
No,I'm difcharg’d from thence---O fir! fuchruin---
YOUNG WILMOT.
I've heard 1t all, and hallen to relieve ’em :
Sure heaven hath blefs’d me to that very ead :
I've wealth enough ; nor fhalt thou want apart.
RANDAL.
I have a partalready---T am bleft
In your fuccefs, and fhare in all your joys.
YOUNG WILMOD T.
T doubt it not---but tell me doft thou think,
My parents not fufpeftine my return,
‘That I may vifit them, and not be known ?
RANDAL.
Tis. hard for me to judge. You are already
Grown {0 familiar to me, that T wonder

Vor, IL. D I 'knecw
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I knew you notat firlt: yet it may be;
For you’re much'alter’d, and they think you dead.
YOUNG WILMOT.
This is certain; Charlot beheld me long,
And heard my loud reproaches and complaints
Without rememb’ring the had ever {feen me.
My mind at eafe grows wanton: I wou'd fain
Refine on happinefs. Why may I not
Indulge my curiofity, and try
If it be poflible by feeing firit
My parents as a ftranger, to improve
Their pleaiure by furprize ?
RANDAL.
It may indeed
Inhance your own, to fee from what defpair
Your timely coming, and unhop’d fuccefs
Have given you power to raife them.
YOUNG WILMOT. ;
I remember
E’er fince we learn’d together you excell’d
In writing fairly, and cou’d imitate
Whatever hand you faw with great exaétnefs.
Of this m not {o abfolute a mafter.
I therefore beg you’ll write, in Charlot’s name
And charater, a letter to my father;
And recommend me, as a friend of her’s,
To hisacquaintance.
RAND AL.
Sir, if you defire it—
And yet—
YOUNG WILMOT,
Nay, no objettions —’twill fave time,
Moft precious with me now. For the deception,
If
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If doing what my Charlot will approve,

’Caunfe done for me and with a good intent,

Deferves thename, I’ll anfwer it myfelf,

If this fucceeds, I purpofe to defer

Difeov’ring who I.am till Charlot comes,

And thoun, and all who love me Ev’ry friend

Who witnefles my happinefs to-night,

Will, by partaking, multiply my joys.
RANDAL.

You grow luxurious in your mental pleafures :

Cou’d I deny you aught, I'wou’d not write

This letter.  To fay true, I ever thought

Yourboundlefs curiofity a weaknefs.

YOUNG WILMOT.
What canft thou blame in this?
RANDATIL,
Your pardon, fir!
I only fpeak in general : I'm ready
T’ obey yourorder.

YOUNG WILMOT.

I am much thy debtor,
But T thall find a time to quit thy kindnefs.
O Randal! buatimagine to thyfelf
The floods of tranfport, the fincere delight
That all my friends will feel; when Idifclofe
Tomy aftonifh’d parents my return;
And_then confefs, that I have well contriv’d
By giving others joy t’ exalt my own.

As pain, and anguifh, in a gen’rous mind,
Whilekept conceal’d and to ourfelves confin’d,
Want half their force; fo pleafure when it flows
In torrents round us more extatic grows. [ Exeunt.

Dz SCENE
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SCENE IL
A Ruoin in OLp Wirmort’'s Houje.
OLD WILMOT axp AGNES.
OLD WILMOT.
Here, take this Seneca, this hanghty pedant,
Who governing the mafter of mankind,
And awing power imperial, prates of patience;
And praifes poverty - poflefs’d of milliens:
—Sell him, and by us bread. The {canticft meal
The vilelt copy of this hook e’er purchas’d,
Will give us more relief in this diftrefs,
Than all his boafted precepts — Nay, no tears;
Keep them to move compaffion when you beg.
A GNES.
My heart may bredk, but never ftoop to that.
OLD WILMOT.

Nor wou’d I live to fee it---but difpatch,

[Exit AcNES.

Where maft I charge this length of mifery,

"That gathers force each moment as it rolls,

And muit at laft o’erwhelm me ; but 61 hope,

Vain, flattering, delufive, groundlefs hope ;

A fenfelefs expectation of relief
That has for years deceiv’d me ?---Had I thought
AsI do now, as wife men ever think,

When firft thishell of poverty o’ertool me,

That power to die implies a right to'do if,

And {hoa’d beus’d when life hecomies a pain,

What plagneshad T prevented ?---True, my wife

Ts fill 2 flave to prejudice and fear---

1 would not leave my better part, the dear [Heepss

Faithful compation of my happier days, i
0
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Tobear the weight of age and want alone.
— I’ll try once more,

Enter AGNES, and after her Youne Winmor.
OLD WILMOT.
Return’d, my life, fo foon!---
AGNES.
The unexpeéted coming of this firanger
Prevents my going yet.
YOUNG WILMOT.
You’re, I prefume,
The gentleman to whom this is direéted.
[Giwesa Letter,
What wild neglect, the token of defpair,
What indigence, whatmifery appears
In eachdiforder’d, ordisfurnithed room
Of this once gorgeous houfe? what difcontent,
What angaifh and confufion fill the faces
Of its dejeéted owners?
OLD WILMOT.
Sir, fuch welcome
As this poor houfe affords, you may command,
Our ever friendly neighbour---once we hop’d
T* have call’d fair.Charlot by a dearer name---
Batwe have done with hope---I pray excufe
This incoherence---we had .once a fon, [#eeps.
AGNES,
That you are come from that dear virtacus maid,
Revivesin us the memory of a lofs,
Which, tho’ long fince, we have notlearn’d to bear.
YOUNG WILMOT.
The joyto fee them, and the bister pain
].‘_ 15 to {ee them thus, touches my{oul
With tendernefs and grief, that will o’erfiow.
D 3 My
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My bofom heaves and fwells, as it wou’d burft;

My bowels move, and my heart melts within me,

---They know me not, and yet, I fear, I fhall

Defeat my purpofe, andbetray myfelf, [ fide.
OLD WILMOT.

The lady calls you here her valu’d friend;

Enough, tho’ nothing more fhou’d be imply’d,

T'o recommend you to our beft sitcem

---A worthlefs acquifition !~ -may fhe find

Some means that better may exprefs her kindnefls;

But fhe, perhaps, hath purpos’d to inrich

You with herfelf, and end her fruitlefs forrow

For onewhom death alone can juftify

Forleaving her folong. If itbe {o,

May you repair his lofs, and be to Charlot

A fecond, happier Wilmot. Partial nature,

Who only favours youth, asfeebleage

Were not her offspring or below her care,

Has feal’d our doom: no fecond hope fhall fpring

From my dead loins, and Agnes’ fteril womb,

To dry our tears, and diffipate defpair.

AGNES.

The laft and moft abandon’d of our kind,

By heaven and earth negleéted or defpis’d,

The loathfome grave, that robb’d us of our fon

And allour joys in him, muft be our refuge.

YOUNG WILMOT.

Let ghofts unpardon’d, or devoted fiends,

Fear without hope, and wail in fuch fad ftrains ;

Buc grace defend the living from defpair.

The darkeft hours precede the rifing fun ;

And mercy may appear, when leaft expeéted.
OLD WILMOT.

This T have heard a thoufand times repeated,

And have, believing, been as oft deceiv’d.

YOUNG
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YOUNG WILMOT.

Behold in me an inftanceof its truth.
Atfea twice fhipwreck’d, and as oft the prey
Of lawlefs pirates ; by the Arabs thrice
Surpriz’d, and robb’d on fhore: and once reduc’d
To worfe than thefe, the fum of all diftrefs
That the moft wretched feel on this fide hell,
Ev’n flavery itfelf: yet herel ftand,
Except one trouble that will quickly end,
The happieft of mankind.
OLD WILMOT.
A rare example
Of fortune’s caprice ; apter to furprize,
Or entertain, than comfort, or inftruct.
If you wou’d reafon from events, be juft,
And count, whenyou efcap’d, how many perifh’d;
And draw your inf’rence thence.
AGNES,
Alas! who knows,
But we were render’d childlefs by fome ftorm,
In which you, tho’ preferv’d, might beara part.
YOUNG WILMOT,
How has my curiofity betray’d me
Into fuperfluous pain! I faint with fondnefs ;
And fhall, if I ftay longer, rufh upon ’em,
Proclaim myfelf their fon, kifs and embrace ’em
Till their louls, tranfported with the excefs
Of pleafure and furprize, quit their frail manfions,
And leave ’em breathlefs in my longing arms.
By circumftances then and flow degrees,
They muft be lét into a happinefs
Too great for them to bear at once, and live :
That Charlot will perform: Ineed not feign
Toafk an hour forreft. [ 4fdz.] Sir, lintreat
D 4
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‘The favour to retire where; for.a while;
I may repofe myfelf. You will excufe
This freedom, and the trouble that [ give yous:
2 ong fince I have fleptf and nature calls,
OLD WILMOT.
I pray no more : believe we're only troubled,
'That you fhon’d think any excufe were needful.
YOUNG WILMOT.
The weight of thisis fome incumbrance to me
[Takes acafect out of his bofom and givesit to bis
mother. |
And its eontents of value: if you pleafe
To take the charge of it till I awzke,
I fhall not reft the worfe. If I {hou’d fleep
*Till I am afk’d for, as perhaps I may,
I beg that you wou’d wake me.
A'GNES.
Doubt it not :
Diftlratted a5 I am with various woes,
I thall remember that. [Exit.
YOUNG WILMOT.
Mercilefsoricf |
What ravage has it made ! how has it chang’d
: wely form and mind! Tfeel her ahguith,
And dread I know not what from hér defpair.
My father too—Q grant ‘em patience, heaven !
A lictle fonger, a few fhiert hours move,

And all theircares, 'and mine, fhall.end for ever.

Jow near is mifery and joy ally’d!
Nor eye, northought can their extremes divides
A moment’s fpace’is long, and ]ight‘ning {low
To fate defcending toreverie ‘our woe, :
Or biaft ourhopes, ‘and #1l'ovr joys'o'erthroty.
[E;x('uuf.
ACT
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ALC T D
SCENE L

T he Scene continued.
Enter AcNEs alone, aith the Cafket in her band.

w3 7 HO fhou’d this firanger be ?—and then this
y cafket—

He {aysitis of value, and yet truftsit,

As if a trifie, to a ftranger’s hand—

His confidence amazes me—Perhaps

It is not what he fays—I’m firongly tempted

To open i, 2 nd {ee - no, let it reft.

Why fhould my curiofity excite me,

To fearch and pry into th’ affairs of others ;

Who have timploy my thoughts, fomany cares

And forrows of my own ? —With how much eafe

The fpring gives way !—{urprizing ! moft prodi-
gious !

My eyes are dazzled, and my ravifh’d heart :

Leaps atthe gloriousfight —How bright’sthe luftre,

How immenie the worth of ‘thefe fair jewels !

Ay, fuch atreafure woun’d expel for ever

Bafe poverty, and all it’s abject train ;

The mean devices we’re reduc’d to nfe

Tokeep outfamine, and preferve our lives

From day to day; the cold neglet of friendss

The galling fcorn, or more provoking pity

Of an infulting' world — Poffefs’d of thefe,

Plenty, content, and power might take their turn,

And lofty pride bare its afpiring head

At our approach, and once more bend before us.

—A pleafing dream ! —'Tis paft; and now I wake

More wretched by the happinefs I'velolt.

For fure it was a happinefs to think,

Tho®
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Tho’ but for amoment, fuch a treafure mine.
Nay, it was more than thought —Ifaw and touch'd
The bright temptation, and I fee it yet
’T1s here—"tis mine - I have itin pofleflion ——
— Muft [ refign it? muft I give it back ?

Am lin love with mifery and want #—

To rob mylelf and court {ovat a lofs ; —

— Retain icthen But how ? — There is a way —
Why finks my heart? why does my blood run cold]
Why am I thrill’d with horror *—’Tis not choice,
But dire neceflity fuggefts the thought.

Enter OLD WiLMoOT.
_ OLD WILMOT.
The mind contented, with how little pains
The wand'ring fenfes yield to {oft repofe,
And die to gain new life! He’s fall’n aflee
Already——happy man !—What doft thou think,
My Agnes, of our unexpe(ted gueft ?
He feems to me a youth of great humanity :
Jult ere he clos’d his eyes, that fivam in tears,
He wrung my hand, and prefs’d it to his lips ;
And with a look, that pierc’d me to the foul,
Begg’d me to comfort thee : and — doft thou hear met
What art thou gazing on —fie, ’tis not well—
This cafket was deliver’d to you clos’d :
Why have you open’d it? fhou’d this be known,
How mean muft we appear?
AGNES.
And who fhall know it
OLD WILMOT.

There is a kind of pride, a decent dignity
Due to ourfelves ; which, fpite of onr misfortunes,
May be maintain’d, and cherifh’d to the laft.
‘To live without reproach, and without leave

To
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To quit the world, fhews {overeign contempt,
And roble fcorn of its relentlefs malice.
AGNES.
Shews fovereign madnefs and a fcorn of fenfe.
Purfue no farther this detefted theme:
I will not die, Iwill not leave the world
For all that you can urge, until compell’d.
OLD WILMOT.
To chace a thadow, when thefetting fun
Is darting his laft rays, were juit as wife,
As your anxiety for fleeting life,
Now the laft means for its {upport are failing :
Vere famine not as mortal as the {fword,
This warmth mightbeexcus’d—Buttake thy choice:
Die how you will, you fhall notdie alone.
AGNES.
Nor live, I hope.
OLD WILMOT.
There is no fear of that.
AGNES.
Then we’ll live both.
OLD WILMOT.
Strange folly | where’s the means ?
A G N"E*S:
The means are there ; thofe jewels —
OLD WILMOT. :
: Ha!---Take heed :
}"crnaps thou doft but try me; yet takeheed—
There’s nought fo monftrous but the mind of man
El] fome conditions may be brought t’approve ;
T'heft, {acrilege, treafon, and parricide,
When flatt’ring opportunity intic’d,
And




= i PATAL CURIOSITY.

And dejperation drove, haye beencommitted
By thofe who once won’d ftartto hear them nam'd,
AG N-E S.
‘ And add to thefe detefted fuicide,
| [ Which, by a crime much lefs, we may avoid.
‘ QLD WILMOT.
Th’ inhofpitable murder of our gueft! —
How cou 'dft thou form a thought {o very tempting,
So advanr“cmus, {o fecure and eafy ;
And yet {focruel, and {o full of hmm ?
AGNE
>Tis lefs impiety, lefs againii natare,
To take another’s life, ‘than end our own.
O'L D W I LM OT:
It is no matter, whether this or that
Be, in itfelf, thelefs or greater crime:
Howe’er we may deceive ourfelves or others,
We a& from inclination, mot by rule,
{ Or none could aét amifs---and thatall err,
d None but the confcious hypocrite denies.
O! what is man, hisexcellence and ftrength,
‘When in an hour of trial and defertion;
Reafon, his nobleft power, may be {fuborn’d
To plead thecaufe of vile affaflination !
A GNE 8.
¥You’re too {evere : reafon mayjuftly plead
For her own preférvation.
QLD WILMOT.
Raft contented:s
| Whate'er refiftance I may feem to make,
| I'am betray’d within: my will’s feduc’d,
And my wholefoulinfected, The defire
Of life returns, and brings with it a train
I of
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Of appetites that rage to be fupply’d.
Whoever Rtands to parley with temptation,
Does it to be o’ercome.
AGNES.
Then nought remains,
But the fwifz execution of a deed
That is not to be thought on, or delay’d.
We muft difpatch him {leeping : fhot’d he wake,
"Twere madnefs to attempt it
OLD WILMDOT.
True, his ftrength
Single is more, much more than ours united 3
So may his life, perhaps, as far exceed
Ours in duration, fhou'd he ’fcape this fnare.
Gen’rous, unhappyman! O! what con’d move thea
To put thy life and fortune in the hands
Of wretches mad with anguifh!
AGNES. A
By what means ?
By ftabbing, fuffocation, or by firangling
Shall we effet hisdeath ? -
OLD WILMOT.
Why, what a fiend ! —
How cruel, how remorfelefs and impatient
Have pride, and poverty made thee ?
AGNES,
2 : - Barbarous mdn?
Vhofe wafteful riots ruin’d our eftate,
And drove our fon, ere the firft down had {pread
His rofy cheeks {pite'of my fad prefages,
Earheft inteaties, agoniesand tears,
To feek his bread *mongft firangers, and to perifh
En {fome remote, inhofpitable’land =
Thelovelieft youth, in perfon and in mind,

That
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That ever crown’d a groaning mother’s pains!
Waere was thy pity, where thy patience then ?
Thou cruel hufband ! thou unnat’ral father !
Thou moft remorfelefs, moft ungrateful man,
To wafte my fortune, rob me of my fon;
To drive me to defpair, and then reproach me
For being what thou’ft made me.
OLD WILMOT.

Dry thy tears :
Tought not to reproach thee. T confefs
That thon haft faffer’d much: {0 have we both.
But chide no more: I'm wrought up to thy pur-

pofe.

The poor, ill-fated, unfufpeding victim,
Ere he reclin’d him on the fatal couch,
From which he’s ne’er to rife, took off the fath,
And coftly dagger that thou faw’ft him wear ;
And thus, unthinking, furnifh’d uswich arms
Againft himfelf. Which fhall I ufe ?

AGNES.

The fafh,
If you make ufe of that T can affift.
OLD WILMOT.
No—tis a dreadful office, and I’ll fpare
Thy trembling hands the guilt—fteal to-the door
And bring me word if he be fill afleep.
FErz’f Acnes.
OrI’m deceiv'd, orhe pronounc’d himfelf
The happieft of mankind. Deluded wretch!
Thy thoughts are perithing, thy youthful joys,
Touch’d by the icy hand of grifly death,
Are withering in their bloom—but thought extin-
uifht,
He’ll never know the lofs, nor feel the bitter

3 Pangs
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Pangs of difappointment - then I was wrong
In counting him a wretch: to die well pleas’d,
Is all the happieft of mankind can hope tor.
To be a wretch, isto firvive the lofs

Of every joy, and even hope itfelf,

As I have done — why do I mourn him then?
For; by the anguifh of my tortur’d foul,

He’s to be envy’d, if compar’d with me.

Enter AcnEs with Younc WiLmMot’s daggers

AGNES.
The firanger {leeps at prefent 3 but {o- reftiefs
His flumbers feem, they can’t continue long.
Come, come, difpatch — Here vefecur’d his dagger.
OLD WILMOT.
O Agnes ! Agnes! if there be a hell
"Tis ft we fhou’d expedt it.
[Goes to take the dagger but lets it fall.
AGNES.
Nay, for (hame,
Shake off this panick, and be more yourfelf.
Y OLD WILMOT.
What’s to be done ? on what had we determin’d 2
AGNES.
You're quite difmay’d. I’ll do the deed myfelf.
[Takes up the dagger.
OLD WILMOT.
Give me the fatal fteel
Tis but a fingle murther,
Neceflity, impatience and defpair,
The three wide mouths of that true Cerberus,
Grim poverty, demands—They thall be ftopp’d.
Ambition, perfecution, and reyenge
Devour
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Devour their millions daily : and fhall I —

But follow me, and fee how little caufe

You had to think there was the leaft remains

| Of manhood, pity, mercy, or remor(e

Left in this favage breaft. = [Going the Wrong wway,

A G N:E S, ,
Where do you go?

The fireet is that way.
OLD WILMOT.
True! I had forgot.
AGNES..
fi Quite, quite confourded.
OLD WILMOT.
Well, I recover.
=———1I fhall find the way. [Exits
AGNES.
O foftly ! {foftly!
The leaft noife undoes us.— Still T fear him -
— No—now he feems determin’d—O ! that paufe,
That cowardly paufe ! — his refolution fails—-
*Tis wilely done to lift your eyes to heaven ;
When did you pray before ? 1 have no patience—
How he' furveys him ! what a look was there !—
How full of anguith, pity and remorfe ! —
q Hell never do it—Strike, or give it o’er
— No, he recovers — but that trem biing arm
May mifsits aim ; and if he fails, we’re loft—
’Tis done—O ! no; helives, he ftrugeles yet.
YOUNG WILMOT.
g O ! father! father! [ 7% another Room
AGNES.
‘ Quick, repeat the blow.
What pow’r fhall I invoke to aid thee, \-’V’ilmet\!‘
soatet
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—Yet hold thyhan d---inconftant,wretched woman!
What doth my heart recoil, and bleed with him
‘Whofe murder was contriv’d---O Wilmot! Wilmot!
Enter Cuarror, Mar1a, EusTacE, RanpaL
and others.
v CHARLOT.
What firange neglect! the doors are all unbarr’d,
And not a living creature to be feen.
Enter WiLmoT and AgnEs,
CHARLOT.
Sir, we aré come to give and to receive
A thoufand greetings— Ha ! what can this mean ?
Why do you look with fuch amazementon us ?
Are thefeyour tranfports for your fon’s return ?—
‘Where is my Wilmot ? has he not been here?
Wou’d he defer your happinefs {o long,
Or cow’d a habit {o difguife your fon,
That you refus’d to ownhim ?
B AGNE S.
Heard you that ?
What prodigy of horror is difclofing,
To render murder venial !
OLD WILMOT.
Prithee, peace:
The miferable damn’d fufpend their howling,
And the fwift orbs are fixt in deep attention.
Younc WiLmor groans.
Oh! Oh! Oh!
ly EUSTACE.
Sure that deep groan came from the inner room.

RANDA L,
Itdid ; and feem’d the voice of one expiring.
t Merciful heaven ! where will thefe terrors end ?
Vou. IL E That
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That is the dagger my young mafter wore ;
And fee, his father’s hands are ftain’d with blood.
[Younc WiLmor groans again,
EUSTACE.
Another groan! why do we ftand to gaze
On thefe dumb phantoms of defpair and horror ?
Let us fearch farther : Randal, thew the way.
CIH*A R QYT
This is the third time thofe fantaftick forms
Have forc’d themfelves upon my mental eyes,
And {leeping gave me moie than waking pains.
O you eternal pow’rs ! if all your mercy
'T'o wretched mortals be not quite extinguifh’d,
And terrors only guard your awful thrones,
Remove this dreadful vifion—let me wake,
Or {leep thefleep of death.
[Exeunt Cuar., Marta, Eust. Raxpar, &e,
OLD WILMOT.
Sleep thofe who may;
I know my lot is endlefs perturbation,
AGNES:
Let life forfake the earth, andlight the fun,
And death and darknefs bury in oblivion
Mankind and all their deeds, that no pofterity
May ever rife to hear our horrid tale,
Or view the grave of fuch detefted parricides,
OLD WILMOT.
Curfes and depredations are in vain:
The fun will fhine and all things have their courfe,
When we, -the curfe and burthen of the earth,
Shall be abforb’d, and mingled with its duft,
Our guilt and defolation muft be told, |
From age to age, toteach defponding mortals,
= How
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4
How far beyond the reach of human thought
Heaven, when incens’d, can punith—die thou firft,

[Stabs Acwrs.
I dare not truft thy weaknefs,
AGNES.,
Ever kind,

But moft in this,

OLD WILMOT,
I will not long furvive thee,
AGNES,

Donot accufe thy erring mother, Wilmot !
With too much rigour when we meet above,
Riversof tears, and ages {pent in howling
Cou’d ne’er exprefs the anguifh of my heart.
To give thee life for life, and blood for blood,
Is notenough. Had I ten thoufand lives,
Td give them all to fpeak my penitence
Deep and fincere, and equal to my crime. [Dies.

Enter Cuarvor g by Mart1A, and Rawpar;
Evsrace, and the reff,
CHARLO ITe
Welcome, defpair! " I’]] never hope again—-
Why have you fore’d me from my Wilmot’s fide ?
Let me Teturn—unhand me—let me die.
Patience, that til1 this moment ne’er forfook me,
Has took her flight ; and my abandon’d mind,
Rebellious to 4 ot void of mercy
And fo unexpeéted, rages to madnefs,
=0 thou! who know’ft our frame, who know’ft
thefe woes

Are more thap human fortitude can bear,

O! take me, take me hence, ereT relapfe:

f!nd_indiih-a&ion, with unhallow’d tongue,

Again arraign your mercy, ['Fuim.r.
1 2

2 Evustace.
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EUSTACE,
Unhappy maid! this firange event my ftrength
Can f{carce fupport; no wonder thine fhon’d fail.
—How fhall I vent my grief! O Wilmot! Wilmot!
Thou trueft lover, and thou beft of friends,
Are thefe the fruits of all thy anxious cares
For thy ungrateful parents #—cruel fiends
To ufe theethus!- To recompence with death
Thy moft unequall’d duty and affe@tion.
OLD WILMOT.
‘What whining fool art thou, who wou’d’ft ufurp
My fovereign right of grief? was hethy fon ? A
Say! canft thou fhew thy handsreeking withblood,
That flow’d, thro’ purer channels, from thy loins?
EUSTACE.
Forbid it heaven! that I fhow’d know fuch guilt:
Yet his fad fatedemands commiferation.
OLD WILMOT.
Compute the fands that bound the fpacious ocean,
And fwell their number with a fingle grain ;
Increafe the noife of thunder with thy voice;
Or when the raging wind lays nature wafte,
Aflift the tempeft with thy feeble breath ;
Add water to the fea, and fire toEtna ;
But name not thy faint forrow with the anguifh-
Of a curft wretch who only hopes for this
[Stabbing himfelf.
T'o change the fcene, but notrelieve his pain.
RANDAL.
A dreadful inftance of the laft remorfe!
May all your woes end here.
OLD WILMOT.
O would they end
A thounfand ages hence, Ithen fhou’d fuffer
4 Mach
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Much lefs than Ideferve. Yet let me fay,

You’ll do butjultice, to informthe world,

This horrid deed, that punifhes itfelf,

Was notintended as he was our fon ;

For that we knew not, ’till it was too late,

Proud and impatient under our afflictions,

While heaven was labouring to make us happy,
We brought this dreadful ruin on ourfelves.
Mankind may learn—but—oh !|— [Dies.

RANDAL.

The moft will not :
Let us atleaft be wifer, nor complain
Of heaven’s myfterious ways, and awful reigns:
By our bold cenfures we invade his throne
Who made mankind, and governs but his own:
Tho’ youthful Wilmot’s fun be {fetere noon,
The ripe in virtue never die too foon. [Exeunt.

THE END.
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