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ACT I. SCENE; Count Baldwin’s Houf.
Enter Villeroy and Carios,

Cagros.
WHIS conftancy of yours will eftablifh 4n immortal
i reputation among the women.

Vil. 1f it would eltablith me with Habella

Car. Follow her, follow her:. Troy town was won
at 1aft.

7il. 1 have follow'd her thefe feven years, and now
bat live in hopes..

Car. But live in hopes! Why, hope is the ready
t6ad, the lover’s baiting-place ; and for aught you
know, but one ftage fhort of the pofleflipn. of your
miftrefs.

Vil, Bat my hopes, I fear, are more of my own
making than her’s; and proceed rather fron my wifhes,
than any encouragement fhe has given me.

Car. That 1 can’t tell: the fex is very variouss
there are no certain meafures to be prefcrib'd or fol-
low’d, in making our approaches to the women. . Al
that we have to do, [ think, is toattempt ‘em in the
weakelt part, Prefs them but hard, and they will all
fall under the necefiity of a furrender at laft, ‘That
favour comes at once; and fometimes when we lealt
expect it,

Zil.. 1 thall be glad to find it fo,

Car, Yon will find it fo.  Every place is to be
taken, that is not to.be reliev'd 1 {he mutt comply.

Jil, I’'m going to vifit her,

Car. What interelt a brother.in-law can have with
her, depend upon. ‘

Zil. I know your intereft, and [ thank you.

Car. You aré prevented ; {ee. the mourner comes 3
She weeps; as feyen years were {even hours ;

So frefh, unfading, is the memory

Of my poor brother’s, Biron’s, death :

1 leave you to yonr opportunity. < [Exa Vil

Tho’ I have taken care to root her from our houfe,

1 would tranfplant her into Villcroy’s
Az There
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There is an evil fate that waits upon her,
1o which, I with him wedded—Only him :
His uphart family, with haughty brow,
( Tho’ Villeroy and myfelf are feeming friends)
Looks down upon our houfe; his fifter too,
Whofe hand T afk’d, and was with fcorn refus’d,
Lives in my breaft, and fires me to TEVENZE. mtmmrs
They bend this way
Perhaps, at laft, fhe feeks my father’s doors :
They fhall be fliut, and he prepar’d to give
"The beggar and her brat a cold reception.
That boy’s an adder in my path—they come,
Y'll fland-a-part, and watch their motions. [Retires,
Enter Villeroy, avith Iabella and ber i1ile Son.

4/a. Why do you follow me? you know [ am
A bankrupt every way ; too far engag’d’
Ever to make return; I own you have been
More than a brother to me, my friend :
And at a time when friends are found no more,
A friend to my misfortunes,

Zil. 1 muft be always your friend. _ -

£/a. I have known, and found you
Truly my friend ; and would I could be yours ;
Bu¢ the unfortunate cannot be friends:
¢ Fate watches the firft motions of the foul,
¢ To difappoint our wifhes ; if we pray
* For bleflings, they prove curfes in the end,
¢ To ruin all about us.” Pray be gone,
Take warning, and be happy.

Vil Happinefs!
There’s none for me without you: ¢ Riches, nanie,
¢ Health, fame, diftin&ion, place, and quality,
¢ Are the incumbrances of groaning life,
¢ To make it but more tedious without you.’
‘What ferve the goods of fortune for? To raife
My hopes, that you at Iaft will fhare them with me,
¢ Long life itfelf, the univerfal prayer,
< And heav’n’s reward of well-defervers here,
¢ Would prove a plague to me ; to fee you always,
¢ And never fee you mine! flill to defire,
¢ And never to enjoy 2
4/z. 1 muft not hear you,
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Vil. Thus, at this awful diftance, I have ferv’d
A feven year’s bondage—Do I call it bondage,

When [ can never with to be redeem’d ?

No, let me rather linger out a life

Of expe@ation, that you may be mine,
Than be reftor’d to the indifference

Of feeing you, without this pleafing pain :
I’ve loft myfelf, and never would be found,
But in thefe arms.

Ifz. Oh, I have heard all this !

——.But muft no more ——the charmer is no more:
My buried hufband rifes in the face

Of my dear boy, and chides me for my ftay:

Cantft thou forgive me, child?

Child. Why, have you done a fault? You cry as if
you had. Indeed now, I've done nothing to offead
you : butifyou kifs me, and look fo very {ad upon me,
I thall cry too.

{fa. My litile angel, no, you muft not cry :
Sorrow will overtake thy iteps too foon:
1 fhould not haften'it.

7il. Whatcan T fay!
"The arguments that make againft my hopes
Prevail upon my heart, and fix me more ;
¢ ‘Thofe pious tears you hourly throw away
¢ Upon the grave, have all their quick’ning charms,
¢« And more engage my love, to make you mine:’
When yet a virgin, free, and undifpos’d,
1 lov'd, but faw you oaly with my eyes;
I could not reach the beauties of your foul:
I have fince liv'd in contemplation;
And long experience of your growing goodnefs:
What then was paffion, is my judgment now,
Thro” all the feveral changes of your life,
Confirm’d and fettled in adoring you.

Ifa. Nay, then 1 muit be gone. If you're my friend;

If-you regard my little intereft,
No more of this; you fee, I grant you all
That friendthip will allow: be ill my friend ;
That's all I can receive, or have to give.
I’m going to y father; he needs not an excufe
To ufe me ill; pray leave me to the trral,
A 3 1/129 :
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Fil: I'm only bom to be what you would have me,

The creaturs of your power, and muft obey ;
In every thing obey you. Iam going :
But ,_0.11 good fortune go along with you, { Bree,

7/a. 1 thall'need all your wifhes [Kuocks.
Lock'd! and faft!

Where is the charity that us’d to fland
In our forefather’s hofpitable days
At great men’s doors, ready for our wants,
Like the good angel of the family,
With open arms taking the needy in,
To feed and cloath, to comfort and relieve em?
Now even their gates are fhut againft their poor.
[8ke knocks again.
Enzer Samplon 10 hber.

Samp. Well, what's to do now, I trow? You knock
as loud as if you were invited ; and that’s more than
I beard of; but I can tell you, you may look twice
about you for a welcome in a great man’s family, before
you find it, unlefs you bring it along with you,

I/a. 1 hope 1 bring my welcome along with me:
Is your Jord at home?

Samp. My lord at home!

I/a. Count Baldwin lives here fiill?

Samp. Ay, ay, Count Baldwin does live here; and
T am his porter; but what’s that to the purpofe, good
woman, of my lord’s being at home?

4/a. Why, don’t you know me, friend?

Samp. Not I, not], miftrefs; T may have feen youn
before, or fo; but men of employment muft forget
their acquaintance; efpecially fuch as we are never to
be the better for. [ Gaing 10 JSbut the door, Nurfe enters.

Naurfe. Handfomer words would become you, and
mend your manners, Sampfon: do you know who
you prate to?

Zja. 1 am glad you know me, nurfe.

Nurfe. Marry, heav’n forbid, Madam, thatT fhould
ever forget you, or my little jewel: pray go in [//abella
goes in awith bher child ] Now my blefling go along
with you, wherever you go, or whatever you are
about.  Fie, Sampfon, how could’ft thou be fuch a
Saracen? A Turk would "have been a better Chriftian,
than to have done fo barbaroufly by fo good a lady.

Samnp .
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Samp, Why look you, nurfe, I know you of old: by
your good-will you would have a finger in every body’s
pie, bat mark the end’ on’t; if I am called to aceount
about it, I know what I have to fay.

Nurfe. Marry come up here; fay your pleafure, and
fpare not. Refufe his eldeft fon’s widow, and yonr
child, the comfort of fecing him? She does not trouble
him fo often.

Samp. Not that I am againft it, nurfe, but we are
but {ervants, you know: we muft have no likings, but
our lord’s; and muft do as we are ordered.
¢ Nurfe. Nay, that’s true, Sampfon.
¢ Samp. Befides, what I did was all for the beft : T
have noill-will to the young lady, s a body may
fay, upon my own account; only that I hear fhe is
poor ; and indeed I naturally hate your decayed gene
try ; they expect as much waiting upon-as when they
had money in their pockets, and were able to con-
fider us for the trouble,

* Nurfe. Why, thatis a grievance indeed in great
families, where the gifts, at good times, are better
than the wages. It would do well to be reformed.’
Samp. But what is the bufinefs, nurfe? You have
been in'the family before I came into the world : what’s
the reafon, pray, that this daughter-in-law, who has
{o good a report in- every body’s mouth, is fo little fet
by, by my lord?

Nurfe. Why, I tell you, Sampfon, more or lefs: Il
tell the truth, that’s my way, you kunow, without
adding or diminifhing.

Samp. Ay, marry, nurfe.

Naurfe. My lord’s eldeft fon, Biron by name, the fon
of his bofom, and the fon that he would have lov’d beft,
if he had as many as king Pyramus of Troy. _

< Samp. How !\ King Pyramus of ‘Troy! Why,
¢ how mapy had he?

¢ Nurfe. Why, the ballet fings he had fifty fons; but
¢ no ‘matter for that’ This Biron, as | was faying,
was a lovely fweet gentleman, and indeed, nobody
could blame his father' for loving him: he was a fon
for the king of Spain ; God blefs him, for I was his
nurfe. But now I come to the point, Sampfon; this

Biron,

a a & nla e
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Birony without atking the advice of his friends, hand
overhead, as young men will have their vagaries, not
having the fear of his father before his eyes, as I may
fay, wilfully marries this Ifabella.
Samp. How, wilfully ! he fhould have had her con-
fent, methinks.
Nurfe. No, wilfully marries her; and which was
worfe, after fhe had fettled all her fortune upon a nun»
nery, which fhe broke out of to run away with him.
They fay they had the church’s forgivenefs, but 1 had
rather it had been his father’s.
Samp. Why in good truth, ¢ thefe nunneries, [ fee
¢ no good they do. I think the young lady was in the
right to run away from a nunnery:’ and I think our
young ‘mafter was not in the wrong but in marrying
without a portion.
Jurfe. ‘That was the quarrel, I believe, Sampfon:
upon this, my old lord would never fee him: difin-
herited him ; took his younger brother; Carlos, into fa-
vour, whom he never car’d forbefore ; and at laft forc’d
Biron to go to the fiege of Candy, where he was killed, \
Samp, Alack-a-day, poor gentleman,
Nurfe. For which my old lord hates her, as if fhe
had been the caufe of his going thither.
Samp. Alas, alas, poor lady! fhe has fuffered for it ;
fhe has liv'd a great while a widow.
Nurfe. A great while ‘indeed, for a young woman, ’
Sampfon.
Samp. Gad fo! here they come ; I won’t venture to
be feen. u
Enter Count Baldwin, follozved by abella and her Child.
C. Bald. Whoever of your friends dire€ied yob,
Mifguided, and abus’d you——Thete’s your way ;
1 can afford to fhew yon out again;
‘What could you expeét from me? - X
Ifz. Oh, 1 have nothing to expe& on earth!
But mifery is very apt to talk:
I thought I might be heard.
C. Bald. What can you fay?
Is there in eloguence, can there be in words
A recompenfing pow’r, a remedy,
A reparation of the injuries,

The
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The great calamities, that you have brought
On me, and mine? You have deftroy’d thofe hopes
I fondly rais’d, through my declining life,
-To reft my age upon; and moft undone me.,
Z/a. 1 have undone myfelf too.
C. Bald. Speak it again; ;
Say flill you are undone; and I will hear you,
With pleafure hear you.
I/a. Would my ruin pleafe you?
C. Bald. Beyond all other pleafures.
I/a. Then you are pleas’d—for I am moft undone.
€. Bald. 1 pray’d but for revenge, and heav’n has
And fentit to my wifhes : thefe grey hairs [heard,
Would have gone dow n in forrow to the grave,
Which you have dug for me without the thought,
The thought of leaving you more wretched here.
{/a. Indeed I am moft wretched—¢ When 1 [oft
¢ My huiband
¢ C. Bald. Would he had never been;
¢ Or never had been yours.
¢ Ifa. I then believ’d
¢ The meafure of my forrow then was full :
¢ Butevery moment of my growing days
* Makes room for woes, and adds them to the fum.?
I Joft with Biron all the joys of life :
But now its laft fupporting means are gone,
All the kind helps that heav’n in pity rais’d,
In charitable pity to our wants,
At laft have left us.: now bereft of all,
But this 1aft trial of a cruel father,
To fave us both from finking. Oh, my child !
Kneel with me, knock at nature in his heart :
et the refemblance of a once lov’d fon
“Speak in this little one, who never wrong’d you,
And plead the fatherlefs and widow's caufe.
Oh, if you ever hope to be forgtven,
As you will need to be forgiven too,
Forgetiour faults, that heaven may pardon yours?
C. Bald. How dare you mentidn heav’n! Call to mind
Your perjur'd vows; your plighted, broken faith
"To heav’n, and all things holy; were you not
Devoted, wedded to a life reclufe,
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The ficred habit on, profefs’d and fworn;

A votary for ever? Can you think
"The facrilegious wretch, “that robs the thrine,
Is thunder- proof ?
#/a. There, there, began my woes.
¢ Let women all take warning at my fate 3:

¢ Never refolve, or think they can be fafe,
¢ Within the reach and tongue of tempting men.””
Oh! had I never feen my Biron’s face,

Had be not tempred me, I had not falP’n, .

But lill continued innocent and free
Of a bad world, which enly he had pow’r
To reconcile, and make me try. again. [thoughts;

C. Bald. Your awn inconftancy, ¢ your graceiefs
¢« Debauch’d and’ reconcil’d you. to the world ;.
He had no hund to bring you back again,
But what you gave him, Ciree, you prevail'd.
Upon his honelt mind, transforming him
From virtue, and himfelf, into what fhapes
You had occafion for; and what he.did
Was firlt infpir'd by you. ¢ A cloyfer was P
¢ Too narrow for the work you had in hand ; % s
Your bufinefs was more general ; the whole world |
To be the fcene: therefore you {pread your charms-
¢ To catch-his foul, to be the infrument,
The'wicked infiroment of your cucfed flight. :
“Not that you valued him ; for any one, feome.’” {
¢- Who could have ferv’d the turn, had been as wel:
Zfa. Oh'!-T have fins to heav’n, but none to him,
C. Bald. Had my-wretched fon

Marry’d a beggar’s baftard 5 taken her

Qut of ber rags, and made her of my blood,

’I'he mifehief might have ceas’d, and ended there, .

But bringing you into a family,

Entails a curfe upon the name, and houfe,

"That takes you in :. the only. part of me

"Thatdid receive you, perifh’d for his crime.

*Tis a defiance to offended heav’n

Barely to pity you: .your fins purfue you :
¢- The heavieft judgments that can fall upon you,

& Are your jult lot, and but prepare your doom & !
¢ Hxpect ’em, and defpair~—Sirrali, rogue, :
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¢ How durft thou difobey me I’ [Fo the Porter.
4/a. Not for myfelf—for I am paf the hopes
“Of being heard—but for this innocent —mm—mm—

And then I'never will difturb you more.

C. Bald.'1 almoft.pity the unhappy child : .
But being yonrs v <

I/a. Look-on him as yourfon’s ;

And let his part in him anfwer for mine.
“Oh, fave, defend him, fave him from the WIOngS
That fall upon the poor!

C. Bald. It touches me
And T will fave him—Butto keep him fafe;

Never come near him more.

Jfa. What! take him from me!

No, we muft never part: ’tis the lat hold

Of comfort I have left ;- and when he fails,

All-goes along with him: Oh! ¢ could you'be

¢ The tyrant to divorce life'from my life?’

I live but in my child.

No, let me pray in vain, and beg my bread

From door to door, #to0 feed his daily wants,

Rather than always lofe him. [your prayer.

C. Bald. Then have your ¢hild, and feed him with
Fou, rafcal, flave, what do I keep you for?

How came this weman in?

Samp. Why indeed; my lord, Idid as good as tell
‘her, before, my thoughts upon the matter :

C. Bald. Did you fo, Sir? Now then tell‘hermine;
Fell her i dent you toher.  [Thrafls bim towards her.
There’s one more to provide for.
~ Samp. Good, my lord, what I did was in perfett
obedience to the old nurfe there. I told her what it
would come fo.

G. Bald. What! this-was aplot upon me. And you
‘t00, beldam, were you in the confpiracy ? Begone, go
all together s ¢ 1 have provided you an equipage, now
¢ det up when you pleafe, She’s old enough to do you
¢ fervice; I have none for her. The wide world lies
¢ before you : begone;’ take any road but this'to beg ot
farve in=—° I fhall be glad tohear of you:’ bgt never,
never fee me more— [ He drives 2em off before bim,

4/z. Then Heav’n have mercy on me!

[ Exit with her Child, followed by Sampfon and Nutfe,
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A CF 15
SCENE couinues
Eunter Villeroy and Carlos, meeting,

Vil. MY friend, I fear to afk—but Habellg—————
The lovely widow’s tears, her orphan’s cries,
Thy father muft feel for them——No, I tead,
I read their cold reception in thine eyes—
Thou pitielt them—tho’ Baldwin—but I fpare him
For Carlos’ fake ; thou art no fon of his,
There needs not this to endear thee more to me. [embrace.
Car, My Villeroy, the fatherlefs, the widow,
Are terms not underftood within thefe gates—
You malt forgive him; Sir, he thinks this woman
Is Biron’s fate, that hurried him to death ——
I muft not think on’t, left my fricndfhip flagger.
My friend’s, my fifler’s mutual advantage
Have reconcil’d my bofom to its tafk.
77l Advantage! think not I intend to raife
An intereft from Ifabella’s wrongs.
Your father may have interefled ends
In her ondoing ; but my heart has none ;
Her happinefs muft be my intereft,
And that I would reftore,
Car. Why fo I mean.
Thefe hardfhips that my father lays upon her,
P’'m forry for; and wifh I could prevent;
But he will have his way. :
Since there’s no hope from her profperity, her change
of fortune may alter the condition of her thoughts, and
make for you. '
Zil. She is above her fortune.
€ar. Try ber again. Women commonly love ac~
cording to the circumftances they are in.
Vil.. Common women may.
¢ Gar. Since you are not acceffary to the injuftice,
¢ you may be perfuaded to take the advantage of other -
¢ people’s crimes,
¢ ¥il. -1 muft defpife all thofe advantages,
¢ That indire€tly can advance my love.’ o
No, though I live but in the hopes of her,
And languifh for th’ enjoyment of thofe hopes;
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1’d rather pinein a confuming want
Of what I with, than have the blefling mine,
From any reafon but confen:ing love.
Oh! let me never have it to remember,
T could betray her coldly to comply :
When a clear gen'rous choice beftows her on me,
I know to value the unequal’d gift:
I would not haye it, but to value it.
Car. Take your own way ; remember what [ offer’d
came from a friend.
7il, T underftand it fo. [I’ll ferve her for herfelf,
without the thought of a reward. fEx.
Car. Agree that point between you. If you marry
her any way, you do my bufinefs.
I know him—What his gen’rous foul intends
Ripens my plots—1"1l firft to Ifabella.
I muft keep up appearances with her too. - [Exit,
SCENE, Ifabella and Nurfe; Habella's Son ar play,
I/a, Sooner, or later, all things pafs away,
And are no more. ' The beggar and the King,
With equal fteps, tread forward to their end :
The reconciling grave fwallows difiintion firt, that
made us foes,
¢ Though they appear of different natares now,
¢ They meet at laft ;>
Then all alike lie down in peace together.
When will that hour of peace arrive for me !
In heav’n I fhall find it—not in heav'n,
If my old tyrant father can difpofe
Of things above—but, there, his intereft
May be as poor a5 mine, and want a friend
-As much as I do here.
Nurfe. Good madam, be comforted.
I/a. Do 1 deferve to be this out-caft wretch ;
Abandon’d thus, and loft? But ’tis my lot,
"Ehe will of heav’n, and I muft not complain ;
1 will not for myfelf : let me bear all
T he violence of your wrath ; but fpare my child :
Iet not my fins be vifited on him ¢
They are; they muft; a general ruin falls
On every thing about me: thou art loft,
Poor nurfe, by being near me,
B Nofz,

13

| Weeping .
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lurfe. I can work, or beg, to do you fervice.
Z/a. Could I forget :
What I have been, I might the better bear
What I'am deftin’d to: 1’m rot the firit
That have been v_vretched : but to think how much
I have been happier ! ——Wild hurrying thoughts
Start every way from my diftracted foul,
To find out hope, and only meet defpair.
‘What an{wer have I?
Lnter Sampfon.

Samp. Why truly, very little to the purpofe: like a
Jew as he is, he fays you have had more already than
the jewels a.e worth:: he wifhes you wonld rather think
of redeeming 'em, thapn expe@ any more money upon
’em. [ Exir Samplon.

Z/a. *Tis very well .
So:—Poverty at home, and debts abroad!

My prefent fortane bad; my hopes yet worfe!
What'will become of me !
This ring is all I have left of value now :
>Twas given me by my huiband ; ‘his firlt gift
Upon our marriage: I’ve always kept it;
With my belt care, the treafure next my life:
And now but part with it to fupport life,
Which only can be dearer. Take it, nurfe,
*Twill ftop the cries of hunger for a time.
* Proyide us bread, and bring a fhort reprieve,
¢ To put off the bad day of beggary,
¢ That will come on too foon,” 'l ake care of it:
Manage it as the laft remaining friend [tel]
That wonld relieve us. [ Exiz Nurfe,] Heav’n can only
‘Where we fhall find another——-My dear boy !
The labour of his birth was lighter to me
‘Fhan of my fondnefs now ; my fears for him
Are more, thania that hour of hovering death,
They could be for myfelf——He oinds me not,
His little fports have taken np his thonghts
Oh, may they never feel the pangs of mine.
Thinking will make me mad: why muft I think,
When no thought brings me comfort?

Nurfe reixrns

Nurfe. Oh, Madam! you arestterly ruin’d nnéi un-

one ;
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done ; your creditors of all kinds are come in upon
you : they have muftered up a regiment of rogues,
that are come to .plunder your houfe, and feize upon
all you have in the world: they are below. What
will you do, Madam?
I/a. Dok nothing; no, for I am born to {uffer,
Enter Carlos o ber.
Car. Oh, fifter! can [ call you by that name,
And be the fon of this inhuman man,
Inveterate to your ruin? Do not think
I am a-kin to his barbarity :
¥ mauft abhor my father’s ufage of you ;
And from my bleeding bonelt heart muft pity,
Pity your loft condition. Can you think
Of any way that I may ferve you in?
But what enrages moft my fenfe of grief,
My forrow for yonr wrongs, is; that my father,
Fore knowing well the florm that was to fall,
Has order’d me not to appear for you.
Z/a. 1 thank your pity ; my poor hafband fell
For difobeying him, do not you ftay
To venture his difpleafure too for me.
Car. You muft refolve on fomething— [Exir.
Fa. Let my fate
Determine for me ; T fhall be prepar’d,
The worft that can befil me, is'to die s [ 4 noife,
When once it comes to that, it matters not
Which way ’tis brought about: whether I flarve,
Or hang, or drown, the end 1s fill the {fame ;
Plagues, poifon, famine, are but feveral names
Of the fame thing, and all conclude in death.
~—Bat {udden death! Oh, for a {udden death,
Te cheat my perfecutors of their hopes,
Th’ expeéted pleafure of beholding me
Long in my pains, ling’ring in mifery.
It wall not be, that is deny d me too.”
Hark, they are coming ; let the torrent roar :
It can but overwhe!m me in its fall ;
And life and death are now alike to me.
: [ Exeunt, the Nurfe leading the Child.
SCENE, Carlos and Villeroy avith Officers.
74, No farther violence
. B2 The
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"The debt in all is but four thoufand crowns :
Were it ten times the fum, I think you know
My fortune very well can anfiwer it.
You have my word for this: DIl fee you paid,
Of. That’s as much as we can defire: fo we have
the money, no matter whence it comes.
Zil. § o-morrow you fhall have it,
Car. Thus far all’s well
Enter Habella, and Nurle with the Child,
And now my fifter comes to crown the work, [ 4fide.
Zfa. Where are the raving blood-hounds, that puifue
Ina full cry, gaping to {wallow me?
I meet your rage, and come to be devour’d ;
Say, which way are you to difpofe of me!
To dungeons, darknefs, deash!
Car. Have patience,
{fa. Patience
Of: You'll excufe us, we are but in our office s
Debts muft be paid. ¢
§/z. My death will pay you all, [ Diffractedly.
Of While there is law to be had, people will have
their own.
Vil. *Tis very fit they fhould; but pray be gone.
To-morrow: certainly—— [Exeunt Officers,
Ifa. What of to-morrow ?
¢ Am I then the {port, o
¢ The game of fortune, and her laughing fools?
¢ The common fpedacle, to be expos’d
¢ From day to day, and baited for the mirth
8 Of the lewd rabble ? Muft I be‘referv’d
For freth afflictions ?
Vil. Yor long happinefs
Of life, T hope. -
Ija. There is no hope for me.
The load grows light, when we refolve to bear :
1’m ready for my tiial,
Car. Pray be calm,
And know your friends. e
1/z. My fiiends! Havel a friend ? -
Car. A faithful friend ; in your extremeft need,
Villeroy came in to {ave you-—
J/a. Save me! How?

Cars
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Car. By fatisfying all your creditors,
I/a. Which way ? For what? :
¥il. Let me be underftood,
And then condemn me: you have given me leave
"To be your friend ; and in that only name
I now appear beforé you. I could with
There had been no occafion of afriend,
Becaufe I know you hate to be oblig’d ;
And fill more loth to be oblig’d by me.
Z/z. *Twas that T wonld avoid
#il. I'm moft unhappy that my fervices
Can be fufpeGed to defign upon you ;
I have no farther ends than to redeem you
From fortune’s wrongs ; to thew myfelf at laft,
What I have long profefs’d to be, your friend :
Allow me that; and to convince you more,
That I intend only your intereft,
Forgive what I have done, and in amends
(If that can make you any, that can pleafe youn)
T’ll tear myfelf for ever from my hopes,
Stifle this flaming paflion in my foul,
¢ ‘That has o long broke out to trouble you,’
And mention my unlucky love no more.
I/a. This generofity will ruin me. [ dfidés
¥11. Nay, if the blefling of my looking onh you
Difturbs your peace, I will do all I can
To keep away, and neverdee you more,
Car. You muft not go.
7il, Could Ifabella fpeale
Thofe few fhort words, 1 thould be rooted here,
And never move but upon her commands.
Car. Speak to him, fifter; do not throw away
A fortune that invites you to be happy.
In your extremity he begs your love;
And Has deferv’d it nobly. Think uport
Your loft condition, helplefs and alone.
Tho’ now you have a friend, the time muft come’
That you will want one; him you may fecure
To be a friend, a father, a hufband to you.
Jfa. A hufband!
Car. You have difcharg’d your duty to the dead,
And to the living ; ’tis a wilfulnefs. ,
B3 Not:

[ 4fide.
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Not to give way to your neceflities,
Thart force you to this marriage.
Nur. What muft become of this poor innocence ?
To the Child,
Car. He wants a father to prote his vguth, "
And rear him-up to vittue : you muft bear
The future blame, and anfwer to the world,
When you refufe the eafy honeft means
Of taking care of him. :
¢ Nar. Of him and me,
¢ And every one that muft depend upon you:
¢ Unlefs you pleafe now to provide for us,
* We muft all perith.’
Car, Nor would I prefs you
Z/a. Do not think I need
Your reafons, to confirm my gratitude ;
I have a foul that’s truly fenfible
O_f your great worth, and bufy to contrive, [7Zo Vil
If poffible, to make you a return.
Zil. Oh, eafily poflible!
Z/a. It cannot be your way : my pleafures are
Bury’d, and cold in my dead huiband’s grave ;
And I fhould wrong the truth, myfelf, and you,
To fay that I can ever love again.
I owe this declaration to mylelf:
But as a proof that [ owe all to you,
If after what 1 have faid, you can refolve
"T'o think me worth your love—W here am I going?
You cannot think it; *tis impoflible.
Vil. Impoflible!
Z/z. You fhould not afk me now, not thould T grant;
T am fo much oblig’d, that to confent
. Wou'd want a name to recommend the gift:
*Twoun’d thew me poor, indebted, and compell'd,
Defigning, mercenary: and I know
You would not wifh to think I could be boaght.
¥il. Be bought! where is the price that can pretend
T bargain for you? Not in fortune's power. .
The joys of Heav'n, and Jove, muft be beftow’d ;
‘T hey are not to be fold, and cannot be deferv’d.
1/a. Some other time I’l] hear you on this fubje&,
¥il, Nay, then there is no time fit for me.
[ Folloaing bers
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Since you confent to hear me, héar me now ;
That you may grant: you are above
The little forms which circumferibe your fex
We differ but in time, let that be mine,
Ifa. You think fit
To get the better of we, and you fhall 5
Sincg you will have it fo I will be yours.
7il. 1 ake you at your word,
I/a. 1 give you all,
My hand; and would I had a heart to give
Bat if it ever can feturn again,
*Tis wholly yours.
#il. Oh, ecftacy of joy!
Leave that to me,  If all my fervices,
« If profperous days, and kind indulging nights;’
1f all that man can fondly fay or do,
Can beget love, love thall be born again.
Oh, Carlos! now my friend, and brother too:
And, nurfe, 1 have eternal thanks for thee.
Send for the prieft— [Narfe goes out in bafis.
This night you muft be mine.
Let me command in this, and all my life
Shall be devoted to you.
Ifa. On your word, -
Never to prefs me to put off thefe weeds,
Which beft become my melancholy thoughts,
You fhall command me.
Vil. Witnefs, Heaven and earth
Againft my foul, when [ do any thing
To give you a difquiet.
Car. 1long to wifh you joy.
7il, You'll be a witoefs of my happinefs?
Car For once T'll be my fifter’s father,
And give her to you.
Vil. Next, my Ifabella,
Be near my heart: I am for ever yours. [ Exeunt.

ACT-11l, SCENE, Count Baldwin's Houfe.
Enter Count Baldwin and Carlos,
C. Bald. MARRIED to Villeroy, fay’ft thou?
Car. Yes, my lord. -
Laft night the priet perform’d his holy office,
And made ‘em one, C. Bald.
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€. Bald. Misfortune join ’em!
And may her violated vows pull down
A latting curfe, a conflancy of forrow
On both their heads—¢ I have not yet forgot
¢ Thy flighted paflion, the refus’d alliance ;
¢ But having her, we are reveng'd at full.
¢ Heav’n will purfue her ftill, and Villeroy
¢ Share the judgments the calls down.’ . '
Car. Soon he'll hate her;
Tho® warm and violent in his raptures now ;
When full enjoyment palls his ficken'd fenfe,
And reafon with fatiety retyros,
Her cold conftrain’d acceptance of his hand
Will gall his pride, which (tho” of late o’erpower’d
By ftronger paffions) will, as they grow weak,
Rife in full force, and pour its vengeance on her.
C. Bald. Now, Carlos, take example to thy aid;
Let Biron’s difobedience, and the curfe
He took into his bofom, prove a warning,
A monijtor to thee, to keep thy duty
Firm and unfhaken.
Car. May thofe rankling wounds
Which Biron’s difobedience gave my father,
Be heal’d by me
C.'Bald. With tears I thank thee, Carlos—
And may’ft thou_ever feel thofe inward joys, i
Thy duty gives thy father—but, my fon, ‘
We muft not let refentment choak our juftice ;
*Tis fit that Villeroy know Hle has no claim
From. me, in right of lfabella Biron,
( Whofe name britigs tears) when wedded' to this wo-
By me abandon’d, funk the little fortune | man,.
His uncle left, in,vanity and fondnefs:
I am poffeit of thofe your brother’s papers,
Which now are Villeroy’s, and fhou’d aught remain,
In juitice itiis his; from me to him
You fhali convey them—follow me, and take ’em.
[Exit C. Baldwin:
Car. Yes, I will take ’em; but e'er | part with ’em,
I will be fure my intereft will not fuffer
By thefe his high, refin’d,. fantaitic notions
Of equity and right— What a paradox
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Is man! My father here, who boafts his honour,
And even but now was warm in- praife of juftice,
Can fteel his heart againft the widow’s tears, £
And infan:’s wants ; the widow and the infant
Of Biron: of his fon, his fav’rite fon.

Tis ever thus weak minds, who court opinion,
And, dead to virtuous feeling, hide their wants
In pompous affeGtation—Now: to Villeroy—
Ter this his friends, for he is much belov’d,
Croud to his houfe, and with their nuptial fongs
Awake the wedded pair: T'li-join the thiong,

And in my face, at lealt, bear joy and fiiendfhip. [Exirs
SCENE, @ Ball in Villeroy’s Honfe. A Band of
Mufic, with the Friends of Villeroy.

Enter a Servant.

1/ Fr. Whese's your mafter, my good friend ?
Ser. Within, Sir,
Preparing for the welcome of his friends.
14 Fr. Acquaint him we are bere: yet ftay,
The voice of mufic gently fhall furprife him,
And breathe our falutations to bis eat.
Strike up the ftrain to Villeroy’s happinefs,
To ifabella’s—But he’s here already.
Enter Villeroy.
7:l, My friends, let me embrace you:
Welcome. all ——
What means this preparation? [Seeing the Mujic.
1/f Fr. A {light token
Of our beft wifhes for your growing happincfsme=
You muft permit our friendfhip——
7il. You oblige me
1/# Fr. But your lovely bride,
“That wonder of her fex, fhe muft appear,
And add new brightnefs to this happy morping.
Zil. She is not yet prepar’d ; and let her will,
My worthieft foend, determine her behaviour 3
T6 win, and’not to force her difpofition,
Has been my feven years tafk. she will-anon,
Speak welcome to you all. The mufic ftays.
[Villeroy wnd bis Friends feat themfelves.
BPITHALAMIUM,
Wonan, Let all, let all be gay, :
Begin the rapt’rous lay s Let
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Let mirth, let micth and Joys»
Each happy hour employ
_ Of this fair bridal day.
Man. Ye love-wing’d hours, your flight,
Your downy flight prepare,
Bring ev’ry foft delight
To footh the brave and fair.
Hail, happy pair, thus in each other blefl:
. Be ever free from care, of ev’ry joy poflefs’d »
Vil. 1 thank you for the proof of your affeGion :
Eam {o much tranfported with the thoughts
Of what | am, I know not what I do,
My Ifabella '—— but poflefling her,
Who wou’d not Jofe himfelf?— You'll pardon mege— E
Oh! there was nothing waating to my foul,
But the kind withes of my loving. friends—
¢ But our col{ation waits;” where’s Carlos now 2
Methinks [ arg but half myfelf, without him.
2d Fr. This is wonderful! Married a night and 2
day, and yet inraptures.
Zil. Oh! when you all get wives, and fuch asmine,,
(If fuch another woman can be found)
You will rave too, doat on the dear content,
And prattle in their praife out of all bounds.
I cannot fpeak my blifs! *Tis in my head,
*Tis in my heart, and takes up all my foul-— f
The labour of my fancy. You'll pardon me; '
About fome twelve months hence I may begin
To {peak plain fenfe—Walk in, aud honour me.”
Enter 1abella.
My Ifabella! Oh, the joy of my heart,
That I have leave at laft to call you mine!.
¢ When I give up that title to the charms

L}
L 3
€
£ 3
L

- ¢ Of any other-wifh, be nothing mine:’

But let me look vpon you, view you well,

"This is a welcome gallantry indeed !

I darft not afk, bat it was kind to grant,

Juft at thistime: difpenfing with your drefs.

Upon this fecond day to greet our friends,
I/a, Black might be ominous ;.

I would not bring ill luck along with me,
Zil. Oh! if your melancholy thoughts could cbﬁng;

Vith
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With thifting of your drefs—Time has done cures
Incredible this way, and may again.

I/a. 1could have wifh’d, if you had thought it fit,
Our marriage had not been {o public.

Vil. Do not you grudge me my excefs of love;
"That was a caufe it could not be conceal’d :
Befides, 'twould injure the opinion
T have of my good fortune, having you ;

And leflen it in other peoples thoughts,
¢ Bufy on'fuch occafions to enquire,
¢ Had it been private.’

Ifa. 1 have no more to fay.

Enter Carlos.

7il. My Carlos too, who came in to the fupport
Of our bad fortune, has an honeft right,

In better times, to {hare the good with us,

Car. | come to claim that right, to fhare your joy ;
To wifh you joy ; and find it in myfelf;

For a friend’s happinefs reflects a warmth,
A kindly comfort, into every heart
That is not envious.’
7. « He muft be a friend,
Who is not envious of a happinefs
s So abfolute as mine ; but if you are,
(As 1 have reafon to believe you are)
Concern’d for my well-being, there’s the caufe;
¢ Thank her for what I am, and what muft be.’
[ Mufic flourif,
I {ee you mean a {econd entertainment,
My deareft Ifabella, you muft hear
The raptures of my friends; from thee they {pring;
Thy virtues have diffus’d themfelves aronnd,
And made them all as happy as myfelf,
I/a. 1 feel their favours with a grateful heart,
And willingly comply.
Recirarive.
Take the gifts the gods intend ye :
Grateful meet the proffer’d joy ;

A«

&

&

Trath and honour fhall attend ye ; ¥
Charms that ne’er can change or cloy,
DusrTo.
Man, - Oh, the raptures of poffefiing,
Teking beanty to thy arms! Wam.
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Woman. Oh the joy, the lating blefling, -

When with virtue beauty charms!
Man. Purer flames thall gently warm ye ;
Woman. Love and honour both fhall charm thee.
Both, . Oh the raptures of, &c. &c.

CHorvUs.

Far from hence be care and ftrife,

Far, the pang that tdrtures-life:

May the circling minutes prove

One fweet round f peace and love !

Car. *Tis fine, indeed! :

You’ll take my advice another time, filter.

Vil. What have you done? A rifing finile
Stole from her thoughts, jult redd’ning on her cheek,
And you have dafh’d it.

Car. I'm forry for’t,

7il. My friends, you will forgive, when I own,

I muf prefer her peace to all the world?
Come, [fabella, let us lead the way :
Within we'll fpeak our welcome to our friends,
And crown the happy feftival with joy. [Exeunt.
SCENE, z Room.
Enter Sampfon and Nutfe.

Samp. Ay, marry purfe, here’s a mafter indeed!
He’ll double our wages for us! If he comes on as faft
with my lady, as he does with his fervants, we are all
in the way to be well pleafed.

Nurfe. He’s in a rare humour; if fhe be in as good
2 ong———mo :

Samp. 1f the be, marry, we may e’en fay, they
have begot it upon one another.

Nurfe. Well; why don’t you go back again to your
old count? You thought your throat cut, 1 warrant
you, to be turn’d out of a nobleman's fervice.

Samp. For the future, I will never ferve in a houfe,
where the mafler or mittrefs of it lie fingle: they are
out of humour with every body when they are not
pleafed themfelves. Now, this matrimony makes
every thing go well. There’s mirth and money ftir-
ring about, when thofe matters go as they fhould do.

Nurfe. Indeed, this matrimony, Sampfon

Samp. Ah, purfe! this matrimony is a very gh{md

thing
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thing but, what, now my lady is married, I hope
we fhall have company come to the houfe: there's
fomething always coming from one gentleman or other
upon thofe occafions, if my lady loves company. This
featting looks well, nurfe. ;

Nur/e. Odfo, my mafter! we muft not be feen, [ Exit.

Enter Villeroy awith a letter, and Habella,

Vil 1 muft away this moment—fee his letter,
Sign’d by himfelf: alas! he could no more ;
My brother’s defperate, and cannot die
In peace, but in my arms.

Jfa. So fuddenly !

7il. Suddenly taken, on the road to Bruflils,
To do us honour, love; unfortunate!
Thus to be torn from thee, and all thofe charms,
Tho’ cold to me and dead.

Ifa. P’m forry for the caufe.

’il. Oh! could I think.

Could I perfuade myfelf that your concern
¥or me, or for my abfence, were the {pring,
The fountain of thefe melancholy thoughts,
My heart would dance, fpite of the fad occafion,
And be a gay companion in my journey ;
Bat

Enter Carlos from fuppers
My good Carlos, why have you left my friends?
Car. They are departed home.
They faw fome fudden melancholy news
Had fiolen the lively colour from your cheek——
You had withdrawn, the bride, alarm’d, had follow’d :
Mere ceremony had been conflraint ; and this
Good natar’d rudenefs
’i. 'Was the more obliging.
There, Carlos, is the canfe, [Gives the letters
Car. Un'ucky accident !
Th’ archbifhop of Malines, your worthy brother
With him to-night! Sifter, will you permit it 2
Zid. It muft be fo.
Iz, You hear it muft be fo,
/il, Oh, that it muft!
Car. To leave your bride fo foon!
7:/. But having the poffeifion of my love,
1 am the better able to {upéor:

My




26 ISABELLA, A3 T
My abfence, in the hopes of my return,
Car. Your flay will be but fhort ?
Zil. It will feem long!
The longer that my Iabella fighs:
I fhall be jealous of this rival, grief,
¢ That yon indulge and fondle in my abfence.’
It takes fo full pofleflion of thy heart,
There is not room enough for mighty love,
Enter Servant, and boww-,
My horfes wait: farewel, my love! You, Carlgs,
Will aét a brother’s pare, ‘till | return,
And be the guardian here, All, all I have
That’s dear to me, I give up to your care,
Car, And I receive her as a fiiend and brother.
¥il. Nay, fir not, love! for the night air is cold,
And the dews fall—Here be oar end of parting ;
Carlos will fee me to my hotfe. {Exit aith Carlos,
4/a..Oh, may thy brother better al] thy hopes! Adie,
A fudden melancholy bakes my blood!
Fetgive me, Villeroy — | do not find
That cheerful gratitude thy fervice afks:
Yet; if I 'know my heart, and fare [ do,
> I'is not averfe from honeft obligation,
I’ll to my chamber, and to-bed ; my. mind,
My harrafs’d mind, is weary.” [Exiz.

£

AC T 1V, SCENE- g7, o ..
Enter Biron and Belford, juft arriv’d.

Bir. THE longelt day will have an end; we are
got home at laft. 5 :

Bel. Wehave got our legs at liberty 5 and liberty
3s home, where’er we g0 though mine lies moft in

ingland,

Bir, Pray let me call this yours: for what T can
command in Bruflels, you ‘fha | find your own, I
have a father here, who, perhaps, after feven years
abfence, and cofting him nothing in my travels, may
be glad to fee me.  You know my ftory ~——How does
my difguife become me?

Bel, Joft as you wonld have it; ’tis nataral, and
will conceal you,

Bir. To-morrow you fhall be fure to find me here, *
as early as you pleafe, 7 his js the houfe, you have
obfe > = - freet : Bel,

=
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Bel. 1 warrant you: I han’t many vifits to make
before T come to you.

Bir, To-night I have fome affairs, that will oblige
me to be private, ;

Bel. A good bed is the privatet affair that 1 defire
to be engaged in to might; your direGions wiil carry
me to my lodgings. [Exie.

Bir. Good night, my friend. [ Knockss
The long expeéted moment is arriv’d ! ;

And if all here is well, my paft forrows
Will boly heighten my excefs of joy ;
And nothing will remain to wifh. or Liope for!
[ Knocks again.
Enter Sampfon.

Sam. Who’s there ? What would you have?

Bir. Is your lady at home, friend?

Sam. Why, traly friend, it is my employment to-
anfwer impertinent queftions: but for my lady’s being:
at home, or no, that’s juft 4s my lady pleafes.

Bir. But bow fhall 1 know, whether it pleafes her
or no?

Sam. Why, if you’ll take my word for it, you may
carry your errand back again: fhe never pleafes to
fee any body at this time of night, that fhe does not
know; and by your drefs and appearance, I am fure,
you muit be a firanger to her.

&ér. But I have bufinefs; and you don’t know how:
that may pleafe her,

Sam. Nay, if you have bufinefs, fhe is the beft judge
whether your bufinefs will pleafe her or no : theretore I,
will proceed in my office, and know of my lady, whe--
ther or no fhe is pleas’d to be at home or no— [Goinge

Enter Nutfe.

Nurfe. Who's that you are {o bufy withal? Methinks
you might have found ont an anfwer in fewer words:
bat, Sampfon, you love {o hear yourfclf prate fome.
times, as well as your betters, that I moft fay for-
you. Let me come to him, Who would you fpeak.
with, ftranger?

Bir. With you, miftrefs, if you could help me to
tpeak to your lady,

Nurfe. Yes, Sir, T can help you in a civil way : but
can nobody do your bufinefs but my lady? ;

Cz2.

Bire
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Bir. Not fo well; but if you carry her this ring,
the’ll know my bufinefs better.

Nurfe. There’s no love-letter in it, I hope; you
look like a civil gentleman. In an honeft way, I may
bring you an anfwer. [Ewxit,

Bir. My old nurfe, only a little older! ¢ 'They fay
2 {hc tongue grows always: mercy on me! then her’s
¢ is feven years longer, fince 1 left her.” Yet there is
fomething in thefe fervants’ folly pleafes me: the cau-
tious conduct of the family appears, and fpeaks in their
Impertinence.  Well, miftrefs .

Nuvle retarns.

Nurfe. T have deliver’d your ring, Sir! pray heav'n,

you bring no bad news along with you,

Bir. Quite contrary, I hope.

Nurfe. Nay, 1 hope fo too; but my lady was very
much farpris’d when I gave it her. Sir, T am but 3
fervant, as a body may fay ; but if you’ll walk in, that
I may fhut the doors, for we keep very orderly hours,
¥ can thow you into the parlotr, and help you to an
anfwer, perhaps as foon as thofe that are wifer, [£xir.

Bir. I'll follow you ——

Now all my {pirits hurry to my heart,
And every fenfe has taken the alarm
At this approaching interview !
Heav’ns! how I tremble! [ Exit into the houfe:
SCENE, a Chamber.
Enter Ifabella.
I/z. Pve heard of witches, magic fpells, and charms,
‘That have made nature ftart from her old couife :
"The fun has been eclips’d, ‘the moon drawn down
_ From her career, fill paler, and fubdu’d
'To the abufes of this under world !
Now I believe all poffible.  This ring,
"This little ring, with necromaotic force,
Has rais’d the gholt of pleafure to my fears;
Conjur’d the fenfe of honour, and of love,
Into fuch fhapes, they fright me from myfelf!
1 dare not think of them
¢ T'll call you when I want you,”  [Serwant goes out.
Enter Nurfe. :

Nurfe. Madam, the gentleman’s below,

£/a. 1 had forgot, pray let me fpeak with him ;

[ Exit Nurfe.
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This ring was the firft prefent of my love
To Biron, my firft hufband ; I mult bluth
To think I have a fecond. Biron dy'd
(Still to my lofs) at Candy ; there’s my hopes
Oh, do 1 Tive to hope that he dy’d there!
It muft be fo; he’s dead, and this ring left
By his laft breath, to fome known faithfal friend,
"T'o bring me back again ; [ Bir. introduc’d—Nur, retiresy -
That’s all I have to traft to ,
My fears were woman'’s I have view’d him alls
And let me, let me fay it to myfelf;
1 live again, and rife but from his tomb.
Bir. Have you forgot me quite?"
I/a, Forgot you!
Bijr. Then farewel my difguife, and my misfortuness:
My IHabella!
[ He goes 0 ber 5 fbe foricks, and falls into a favoons
Ifa. Ha!
Bir. Oh! come again :
Thy Biron {nmmons thee to life and love s,
¢ Once.I had charms to wake thee ;.
Thy once lov’d, ever-loving hufband:calls eeess--
Thy Biron fpeaks to thee,
Ifa, My hufband! Biron?
Bir. Bxcefs of love and joy, for my return,
Has overpower’d her 1 was-to blame
To take thy fex’s {oftnefs unprepar’d :
But finking thus, thas dying in my arms,
This ecltacy has made my welcome more *
Than words could fay : words may be counterfeity
Falfe-coin’d, and current only from the tongue,
Without the mind ; but paffion’s in the foul,
“And always fpeaks the heart, [from me? *
Ifa. Where have I been? Why do you keep him:
I know his voice: my life upon the wing,
Hears the foft lute that brings me back againj:
*Tis he himfelf, my Biron, the dear man!
My true-lov’d hafband! Do I hold you faft,,
Never to part again ? ¢ Can T believe it ? :
¢ Nothing but you could work fo great-a change;,
¢ There’s more than life itfelf in dying here.’
If T muf fall, death’s welcome in thefe arms.

Bir. Live ever in thefe arms, .
C3. Ia:.
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Zfz. But pardon me,
Excufe the wild diforder of my foul ;
The joy, the ftrange furprifing joy of feeing you,
Of feeing you again, diftracted me
Bir. ‘I'hou everlalting goodnefs !
Ija, Anfwer me: :
What hand of Providence has bronght you back:
To your own home again? O-fatisfy
Th’ impatience of my heart: I long to know
The ftory of your fufferings. ¢ You would think
¢ Your pleafures fufferings, fo long remov’d -
¢ From Ifabella’s love.” - But tell me all, |
For every thought confounds me.
Bir. My beft life; at leifure, all. [Candy.
Ifa. We thought you dead ; kill'd at the fiege of
Bir, There 1 fell among the dead ;
Bat hopes of life reviving from my wounds,
1 was preferv’d but to be made a flave :
I often writ to my hard father, bat never had
An anfwer ; T writ to thee t0Qm———
Ifa. What a world of woe
Had been prevented but in hearing from you!
Bir, Alas! thou could’ft not belp me.
Ifa. You do not know how much I cou’d ha’ done;
At leaft, I’'m fure I could have fuffer’d all; |
, I would have fold myfelf to flavery,
Without redemption ; giv'n up my child,
The deareft part of me, to bafeft wants
Bir. My little boy
Ija. My life, but to have heard
You were alive which now too late I find. [ 4/ide.
Bir. No more, my love, complaining of the paft,
We lofe the prefent joy. *Tis over price
Of all my pains, that thus we meet again—-
I have a thoufand things to fay to thee ——
Ifai Wou’d I were paft the hearing. [4/ide.
Bir. How does my child, my boy, my father, to0?
I hear he’s living full,
Ifa. Well both, both well ;
And may he prove a father to your hopes,
"Though we have found him none,
Bir. Come, no more tears.
1 a, Seven long years of forrow for your fofs, .
ave
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Have mourn’d with me———
RBir. And all my days behind
Shall be employ’d in a kind recompence
For thy afli@tions.—Can’t [ fee my boy ? [you.
Ifa. 'He’s gone to bed ; Pll have him brought to
Bir. To-morrow I fhall fee him; I want reft
Myfelf, after this weary pilgrimage.
Ifa. Alas! what fhall I get for you? [not
Bir. Nothing but reft, my love! To night I would
Be known, if poflible, to your family :
I fee my nurfe 1s with you ; her welcome
Wou’d be tedious at this time ;
To-morrow will do better.
Ifa. 11l difpofe of her, and order every thing
As you wou’d have it, [Exir,
RBir. Grant me but life, good heav’n, and give the
To make this wond'rous goodnefs fome amends ; { means
And let me then forget her, if I can!
O! fhe deferves of me much more, than I
Can lofe for ber, though I again cou’d venture
A father, and bis fortune, for her love!
You wretched fathers. blind as fortune all!
Not to perceive that fuch a woman’s worth
Weighs down the portions you provide your fons:
What is your trath, what all your heaps of gold,
Compar’d to this, my heart-felt happinefs?
; { Buzfis into tears,
What has the, in my abfence, undergone?
I muft not think of that; it drives me back -
Upon myfelf, the fatal caufe of all,
Habella returus,
Ifa. I have obey'd your pleafure;
Every thing is ready for you.
Bir. 1 can want nothing here; poffeffing thee,
All my defires are carry’d to their aim
Of happinefs: there’s no room for a wifh,
But to continue ftill this blefling to me ;
I know the way, my love. ¢ I fhall fleep found.®
Ifa. Shallt attend you?
Bir. By no means ;
I’ve been fo long a flave to others pride,
Tolearn, at featt, to wait upon mydelf;
You’ll make hafle afier——— [Goes in,
1fas
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Z/a. Il bat fay my prayers, and follow you — 5
iy prayers! no, I muft never pray again, "
Prayers have their bleflings to reward our hopes,
Hat I have nothing left to hope for more. I
What Heav’n could give, L'have enjoy’d; but now I
The baneful planet rifes on my fate, :
And what’s to come, is a long line of woe,
Yet I may fhorten it

I promis’d him to follow—him !

1s he without a name? Biron, my hufband,

To follow him to bed——my hufband! hal

What then is Villeroy ? But yefterday

That very bed receiv'd him for its lord;

¢ Yet a warm witnefs of my broken vows,*

Oh, Biron, hadf thon come but: one day fooner;

X wou’d have follow’d thee through beggary,
Through all the chances of this weary life ;

Wander'd the many ways. of wretchednefs
With thee, to find a-hofpitable grave ;

For that’s the only bed that’s left me now., [Weeping,
=~ What’s to be done— for fomething muft be done, !

Two hufbands! yet not one! By both enjoy’d,

And yet a wife to neither! Hold my. brainee—

¢ This is to live in common! Very beafts,
That welcome all they meet, make juft fuch wives, .
My repuration! Oh, “twas all was Jeft me !

The virtaous pride of an uncenfur’d life ;

- Which the dividing tongges of Biron’s.wrongs,

And Villeroy’s refentments, tear afunder,

To gorge the throats of the blafpheming rabble.

This 1s the beft of what can come to-morrow,

Befides old Baldwin’s triumph in my ruin;

I cannot bear it :
| Therefore to-morrow:’ Ha! a lucky thought
; Works the right way to rid me of ’em all ;

All the reproaches, infamies, and fcorns,

That every tongue and finger will find for me,
Let the jult horror of my apprehenfions
But keep me warm—no matter what can.come..
"Tis but a blow—yet I will fee him firft—m
Have a lalt look to heichten my defpair, |

€
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And then to rell for ever, ~—— :
Biron.
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Biron meets ber.
Bir. Defpair and reft for ever! [fabella!
Thefe words are far from thy condition !
And be they ever fo. T heard thy VOiCE,
And could not bear thy abfence ; come, my love !
You have ftaid long, there’s nothing, nothing fure
Now to defpair of in {ucceeding fate
I/a. 1 am contented to be miferable,
But not this way.: I’ve been too long abus’d,
And can believe no more.
Tet me fleep on to be deceiv’d no more.
Bir. Look up, my love, I never did deceive theg,
Nor pever can; bebieve thyfelf, thy eyes
That ficlt inflam’d, and light me to my love,
Thofe ftars, that ftill mul guide me to my joys.
Ifa And me to my undoing ; | {ook round
And find no path, but leading to the grave,
Bir. I cannot underfiand thee,
Ifo. ¢ My good friends above,
¢ T thank ’em, have at laf found outa way
¢ To make my fortune perfect ; having you
¢ I need no more; my fate is finifh’d here.
¢ Bir. Both our ill-fates, | hope
¢ Ifa. Hope is a lying, fawning flatterer,
That fhews the fair fide only of our fortunes,
To cheat us eafier into our fall;
A trufted friend, who od'y can betray you
Never be'ieve him more.’—1f marriages
Are made in heaven, they fhould be happier :
Why was T made this wret h?
Biy. Has marriage made thee wretched?
Ifa. Mifersble, beyond the reach of comforts
Bir. Do | live tohe t thee fay fo?
1z, Why ! what'did | fay?
Bir. That I have made thee miferable.
Ifa. No: you are my only earthly happinefs 3
And my falfe tongue bely’d my honelt heart,
If it faid otherwife.
- Bir- And yet you faid,
Your marriage made you miferable.
Zja. 1 know not what | faid:
I've {aid too much, unlefs [ could {peak all.  [heart,
Bir. Thy words ate wild ;- my eyes, my ears, Mm@
Were

e & & &

\
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Were all fo full of thee, fo much employ’d
In wonder of thy charms, I could not find 15
Now I perceive it plaine——r :
Z/a. You’ll teil no body—- [Difracedly.
Bir. Thou art not well,
Z/a. Indeed 1 am not;
But where’s the remedy ?
Bir. Reft will relieve thy cares: come, come, no
PJ1 banifh forrow from thee, : {more ;
4/a, Banifh firt the caufe, :
Bir. Heaven kyows how willingly.
L/a. You are the only caufe.

Bir. Am I the caufe? the canfe of thy misfortunes?
Z/a. The fatal innocen

t caufe of all my woes, :
Bir. Ts this my welcome home ! This the reward
Of all my miferies. long labours, pains,
And pining wants of wretched flavery,
Which I’'ve outliv’d, only in hopes of thee,
Am 1 thus paid at laft for deathlefs love s
And call’d the caufe of thy misfortunes now ?

Zja. Enguire no more; *twill be explain’d too foon,,

[8hes Loing offs

Bir, What? Candt thou leave me tog? { He flays hers

Ifa. Pray let me 20:
For both our fakes, PErmit me —

Bir. Rack me not with imaginations
Of things impoffible——T"hon can'f not mean
What thou hait faid— Yet fomething the mufi mean,
—Pwas madnefs all—Compofe thyfelf, my loye !
The fitis palt ; all may be well again:
Let us to bed. ;

I/a. To-bed! You've rais’d the form.
Will fever us for ever: oh, Biron!
¢ While I have life, ftillI muft call you mine g
¢ I know I am, and always was, ‘unworthy.

To be the happy partuer of your love;.

And now muit never, never fhare it more,
But oh ! if ever I was dear to you,
As fometimes you have thought me,’ on my koees,
(The laft time I fhall care to be believ'd)
I beg you, beg to think me innocent,,
Clear of all crimes, that thus can banifh me
¥iom this-world’s comforts in my lofing you,

P ¢ Bt‘i'o

I knew that before ;

£ 3
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¢ Bir, Where will thisend ¥
I/a, * The rugged hand of fate has got between
¢ Our meeting hearts, and thrufts them from their joys:’
Since we muft part— E
Bir. Nothing fhall ever part us,
¢ [ja. Parting’s the lealt that is fet down for me:
¢ Heaven has decreed, and we muft fuffer all.
¢ Bir. I know thee innocent: | know myfelf fo:
¢ Indeed we both have been unfortunate ; ;
< But fure misfortunes ne’er were fanlts in love.’
Z/a. Oh!l there’s a fatal fory to be told ;
Be deaf to that, as heaven has been to me!
° And rot the tongue that (hall reveal my fhame :°
When thou thalt hear how much thon hait been wrong’d
How wilt thou curfe thy fond believing heart,
Tear me from the warm bofom of thy love,
And throw me like a poifonous weed away :
* Can [ bear that? Bear to be curft and torn,
¢ And thrown out of thy family and pame,
* Like a difeafe? Can I bear this from thee ?
¢ Inzver can:® No, all things have their end.
When [ am dead, forgive and pity me, [Ex#t,
Bero Stay, my Ifabella——
What can fhe mean ? Theft doabtings will difira& me:
Som2 hidden mifchief foon will burit to light ;
I cannot bear it—-—I muft be fatisfed —— -
"Tis fhe, my wife, muft clear this darkoefs to me.
She fhall—if the fad tale at Jak muft come!
She is.my fate, and beft can fpeak my doom. [Exit.

2

ACT V. Euter Biron, Nur'.rej‘b!/y-‘wr'ng bim,
Bir. 1 KNOW enough: th”™ important quettion
Of life or death, feacful ta be refolv’d,
¥sclear’d to me: | fee where it inult end ;
And need enquire no more— Pray, let me have
Pen, ink and paper; I malt write a while,
And then ’ll try to relt—to reft for ever! [Exit Nulz,
Poor Hubella! now I kpow the canfe,
The caunfe of thy diftrefs, and cannot wonder
That it has turn’d thy brain. If I look back
Upon thy lofs, it wiil diftra@ ‘me too.
Oh, any curic but this might be remoy’d!

But




But "twas the rancorous maliguity

Of all ill fars combin’d, of heav’n and fate———

Hold, hold my impious tongue—Alas! [ rave: «
Why do I tax the ftars, or heav’n, or fate? 8

36 ISABELL A, 48 7. ;
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They are all inpocent of driving us i
Into defpair: they have not urg’d my doom ; i

My father and my brother are my fates,

That drive me to my ruin. They knew well
I was alive. Too well they knew how dear
My Habella Oh, my wife no more! -
How dear her love was to me— Yet they ftood,
With a malicious filent joy, fiood by,

And faw her give up ali my happinefs,

The treafure of her beauty to another ;

¢ Stood by, and faw her marry’d to another:’
Oh, cruel father ! and unnatural brother!

* Shall I not tell you that you have undone me
I have but to accufe you of my wrongs,

And then to fall forgotten ——Sleep or death
Sits heavy on me, and benumbs my pains : *

Either is welcome ; but the hand of death
Works always fure, and belt can clofe my eyes.
[£xit Biron,
Enter Nurfe and Sampfon.
Nurfe. Here’s firange things towards, Sampfon:
what will be the end of ’em, do you think?
Samp. Nay, marry, nurfe, I can’t fee {o far; but ‘,
the law, I believe, is on Biron, the firt hufband’s fide.
Nurfe. Yes; no queftion, he has the law on hisfide. |
Samp. For I have heard, the law fays, a woman
muft be a widow, all out feven years, before fhe can
marry agsin, according to law,
Nurfe. By, {o it does; and our lady has not been a
widow altogether feven years.
Samp. Why then, nurfe, mark my words, and fay
} told you fo: the man maft have his wife again, and
all will do well.
Nurje. But if our malter Villeroy comes back again—
Semp. Why, if he does, he is not the fielt man that
has had his wife taken from him.
Nurfe For fear of the worft, will you go to the old
count, defire him to come as foon as he can; there may
be mifchief, and he is able to prevent it

Sampe
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Samp. Now you fay fomething ; now 1 take you,
garfe ; that will do well, indeed ; mifchief fhould be
prevented, a little thing will make a quarrel, when
there’s 2 woman in the way. I'll about it inftantly.—

[ Exennts
SCENE draavs, fbews Biron afleep on a Couch.
: Enter 1{abella.

I/a. Afleep fo foon! Oh, happy! happy thou,
Wha thus canfleep! I never fhall fleep more—
1f then. to fleep be to be happy, he
Who fleeps the longeft, is the happieft ;

Death is the longeft fleep—Oh, have a care!
Mifchief will thrive apace. Never wake more. [Z0 Bir,
1f thou did’ft ever love thy lfabella,
To-morrow muft be doom{day to thy peace.
——The fight of him difarms ev’n death itfelf.
The ftarting tranfport of new quick’ning life
Gives juft fuch hopes; and pleafure grows again
With looking on him—Lct me look my laft —
But is a look enough for parting love!
Sure I may take a kifs Where am I goingl
Help, help me, Villeroy!——Mountains and feas
Divide your love, never to meet my fhame.

[Throavs berfelf upon the floor ; after a fbort panfe,

fBe raifes herfelf upon ber elbow.

W hat will this battle of the brain do with me!
This little ball, this ravag’d province, long
Cannot ma'ntain—The globe of earth wants room
And food for fuch a war—1 find I’m going—
Famine, plagues, and flames,
Wide walte and defolation, do your work
Upon the world, and then devour yourfelves.
—~The fcene fhifts falt [She rifes.] and now 'tis

: better with me ;

Conflitting paflions have at laft unhing’d

The great machine! the foul itfelf feems chang’d!
Oh, ’us a happy revolution here!

s The reas’ning faculties are all depos’d ;

< Judgment, and underftanding, common fenfe,
< Driv’n out as traitors to the pablic peace.

¢ Now I’m reveng'd upon my memory,

¢ Her feat dug up, where all the images

« Of a long mif-fpent life, were nfing fill,

< To
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To glare a fad refle@ion of my crimes,
And flab a confcience thro’ ’em! You are fafe,
You monitors of mifchief! What a change!
Better and better 831 | This is the infant ftate {
Of innocence, before the birth of care. |
My thoughts are fmooth as the Elyfian plains, \
Without a rub : the drow(y fzslliug fireams
Invite me to their umbers
Would I were landed there?
‘What noife was that! A knocking at the gatel
It may be Villeroy No matter who,
Bir. Come, Ifabella, come.
fa. Hark | I’m call’d!
Bir. You flay too long from me.
I/2, A man’s voice! in my -bed! How ¢

€
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| Stwks into a chair,

[there ?
ame he

Nothing but villainy in this bad world ; [Rifes. 7
¢ Coveting neighbours goods, or neighbours wives.’ [

Here’s phyfic for your fever.

[ Drasvs a dagger, and goes backward to the couch,
¢ Breathing a vein 1s the old remedy.’ }
I hufbands go to heav’n,
Where do they go that fend ’em ?— This to thy —
{7%/‘7(‘3&{@3 10 fabbim, be rifes knows bim, and fbricks,
What do I fee !

Bir. labella, arm’d!

Jja. Againft my hofband’s life!
¢ W ho, but the wretch, moft reprobate to grace,

Defpair ¢’er harden’d for damnation, |
Could think of fuch 2 deed— Murder my hufbznd
Bir. Thou did’ft not think it, |
Z/a. Madnefs hasbrought me to the gates of hell,
And there has left me. € Oh, the frightful changs
¢ Of my diftraétions! Or is this interval z
Of reaion but to aggravate my woes,

To drive the horror back with g er force
¢ Upon my foul, and fix me mad for ever ¥’

Bir. ¥hy doft thou
#/a. I caonot be

¢

: me fol

bis tight; diftra&ion, come, {
Pofiefs all, and take me-to thy thyfelf!

Shake off thy chains, and haflen to my a1d ;—

‘} hou art my only cure ¢ Like other friends,
¢ He will not come to my ne 185; ‘
¢ Thea I moft go to find the tyrant out; 1

¢ Whic
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s Which is the neareft way ?’ [Running ous.
Bir. Poor Hzbella, the’s not in a condition
To give me any comfort, if fhe could::
Loft to herfelf—as quickly 1 fhall be
To all the world—Horrors come faft around me ;
My mind is overcaft—the gath’ring clouds
Darken the profpe&t—I approach the brink,
And foon ‘muft leap the precipice! Oh! Heav’'n!
While yet my fenfes are my own, thus knecling,
Let me implore thy mercies on my wife:
Reeleafe her from her pangs ; and if my reafon,
©’crwhelm’d with miferies, fink before the tempeft,
Pardon thofe crimes defpair may bring upon me. [ Rifes.
Enter Nurfe.
Nurfe. Sir, there’s fomebody at the door muft needs
fpeak with you ; he won'’t tell his name.
Bir. T come to him. [ Zxit Nurfes
*Tis Belford 1 fuppofe ; he little knows
Of what has happen’d here ; I wanted him,
Mu & employ his friendfhip, and then— [E4it.
SCENE, The Sireet.
Enter Carlos awith three Ruffans,
Car. A younger brother ! I was one too long
Not to prevent my being fo again.
We muit be fudden. Y ounger brothers are:
But lawful baffards of ancther name,
Thrutt out of their nobility of birth
And family, and tainted into trades.
Shail I be one of them—Bow, and retire,
To make mere room for the unweildy heir
To play the fool in ;" No——
But how fhall I prevent it ?—Biron comes
To take poficfiion of my father’s love—
Would that were all; there’s a birth right too
T hat he will feize. - Befides, if Biron lives,
Fe will unfold fome praéiices, which I
Cannot well anfiwer—therefore he {hall die;
This night muft be difpos'd ¢f : I have means
"That will pot fail my purpofe.— Her¢ he comes.
Enter Biron.
Bir. Ha! am I befet? I live but to revenge me.
[T hey furronnd bim, fishting; Villeroy enters aith twe
Serw.nis; they refeue bim 5 Catlos and bis parly e
: D2 il,
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Vil, How are you, Sir? Mortally hurt, I fear,
‘Take care, and lead him in.
Bir. 1 thank you for the goodnefs, Sir; tho’ ’tis
Beftow’d upon a very wretch ; and death,
Tho’ from a villain’s hand, had been to me
An a& of kindnefs, and the height of mercy——
But I thank you, Sir. THe isled i
SCENE, #he Infide of the House,
Enter I{abella.
Z/a. Murder my hufband! Oh! I muft not dare
To think of living on ; my defperate hand
In a mad rage may offer it again:
Stab me any where but there. Here’s room enough
In my own breat, to a&@ the fury in,
‘The proper {cene of mifchief, ¢ Villeroy comes;
“ Villeroy and Biron come! Oh! hide me from ‘em-—
¢ They rack, they tear; let ’em carve out my limbs,
¢ Divide my body to their equal claims! '
¢ My foul is only Biron’s; that is free,
¢ And thus I firike for him and liberty.’
[Going to fiab herfelf, Villeroy runs in and prevents
ber, by taking the dagger from ber,
¥il. Angels defend and fave thee!
Attempt thy precious life! ¢ the treafury
¢ Of nature’s fweets ! life of my little world ;*
Ly violent hands upon thy innocent felf !
f/a. Swear I am innocent, and I’ll believe you.
What would you have with me? Pray let me go.
¢ —Are you there, Sit? You are the very man
¢ Have done all this."— You would have made
Me believe you married me; but the fool
Was wifer I thank you: ’tis not all gofpel
¥ou men preach upon that fubj=&.
Vil. Doft thou not know me, love?
Zja, O yes, very well. [Staring ou bim,
You ate the widow s comforter ; that marries
¢ Any woman when her hufband’s out of the way :
¢ But I’ll never, never take your word again.
#i/. ¢ I am thy loving hafband.’
*Tis Villeroy, thy bufband. s
Ifa. 1 h)ave none; no hufband— [ Weeping.
Never had but one, and he dy’d at Candy,
¢ Did he not? I am fure you told me fo; you,

(4
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< Or fomebody with juft fuch a lying look,

¢ As you have now.” Speak, did he not die there ?
Vil. He did, my life, :

Ifa, But fwearit, quickly {wear,
[ Biron enters blondy, and leaning upon his fword.

Before that fcreaming eyidence appears,

In bloody proof againlt me— ;

(She feeing Biron fwoons inlo a chair, Vil. belps ber.
Vil. Help there! Nurfe, where are you ?

Ha! Iam diftraied too! [Guing to call for help, Jees Bite

Biron alive!

Bir. The only wretch on earth that muft not live.
Vil, Biron or Villeroy muft not, that’s decreed-
Bir. You've {av’d me from the hands of murderers:

Would yon had not, for life’s my greateft plague—

And then, of all the world, you are the man

I would oot be oblig’d to—Ifabellal

I came to fall before thee: T had dy’d

Happy not to have found your Villeroy here -

A long farewel, -and a laft patting kifs. [Kifes bers
Vilo A kifs! confofion!it muft be yourlaft. [ Drawss.
Bir. 1 know it muft—Here I give up that death

You but delay’d : fince what is palt has been

Fhe work of fate, thus we muft finifh it

Throlt home, be fure. [Faints,
7il. Alas! he faints! fome help there.

Zir. *Tis all in vain, my forrows foon will ende—

Oh, Villeroy ! let'a dying wretch intreat you

To take this letter to my father, My Habella! [thee..

Could’{t thou bit hear me, my laft words thould blefs-

1 cannot tho’ in death, bequeath her to thee. [ 7o Vi,

But could | hope my boy, my little one,

Might find a father in thee—Oh, I faine-—

1 can no moie—Hear me, Heav’'n! Oh! {upport

My wife, my Habella—Blefs my child!

And take a poor unhappy —— [ Diess
7il. He’s gone—Let what will be the confequence;

Pll give it him. I have iavolv’d myfelf,

And would be clear’d; that muft be thought onnow.

My care of her is loil in wild amaze. | Going to 1fa.

« Are you all dead within there? Where, where are yout’

Good Nutfe, take care of her s Ill bring more belp.[Bxit.

: Tlabella comes to berfelf,

D3 ‘ Ifs.
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4/z, Where have I been ? —~Methinks T fland upon
The brink of life, ready to fhoot the gulph
That lies between me and the realms of reft :
But ftill detain’d, T cannot pafs the ftrait;
Deny’d to live, and yet I.muft not die:
Doom’d to come back, like a complaining ghoft,
To my unbury’d body— Here it lies
[Throavs herfelf by Biron’s body.
My body, foul, and lige. A little djuﬁtt',y :
To cover our cold limbs in the dark grave—
There, there we thall fleep fafe and found together.
Enter Villeroy avith Servanis.
7il. Poor wretch ; upon the ground ! She’s not herfelfs
Remove her from the body. [Servants going to raife bers
I/a. Never, never
You have divorc’d us once, but fhall no more—
Help, help me, Biron!—Ha!—bloody and dead !
Ob, murder! murder! you have done this deed—
Vengeance and murder! bury us together—
Do any thing but part us.
Zil. Gently, gently raife her.
She muit be forc’d away.
[ She drags the body afier her 5 they get ber into theiy
arms, and carry ber off,
I/u. Oh; they tear me ! Cut off my hands——
Let me leave fomething with him—
They’ll clafp him fak——
Oh; cruel, cruel men !
This you muft anfwer one day.
¥il. Good nurfe, take care of her, [Nurle follows her.
Send for all helps; all, all that [ am wmyh,
Shall cheaply buy her peace of mind again.
¢ Be fure you do, [Zo a fervant.
¢ Juft as I order'd you." The ftorm grows lond—
[ Knocking at the daor.
I am prepar’d for it. Now let them in.
Enter Count Baldwin, Carlos, Belford, Friends, avith
Serwants.
C. Bald. Oh, do 1 live to this unhdppy day!
Where is my wretched fon ?
Car. Where is my brother ?
[They fee him, and gather about the body.
7il, 1 hope in heav’n,
Car,
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Car. Canft thou pity him!
With him in heav’n, when thou haft done a deed,
That muft for ever cat thee frgin the hopes
Of ever coming there. ;
Vil, 1do not blame you—
You have a brother’s right to be concern'd
For his untimely death.
Car. Untimely death, indeed!
Zil. But yet yoa mult not fay, I was the caufe,
Car. Not you the caufe! Why who thould murder
We do not alk you to accufe yourfelf ; [him?
Bt T muf fay that you have murder’d him;
And will fay nothing elfe, till jultice draws
Upen our fide, at the loud call of bloed,
To execute fo foul a murder.
Bel. Poor Biron! is this thy welcome home!
Friend. Rife, Sir; there is a comfort in revenge, e
Which is left you. [7o C. Bald.
Car, 'Take the body hence. [Biron carried off,
C. Bald. What could provoke you?
7il. Nothing could provoke me
To a bafe murder, which I find, you think
Me guilty of. 1 know my innocence ;
My {ervants too can witnefs that I drew
My fword in his defence, to refcue him,
‘Bel. Let the fervants be call'd.
Fy. Let’s hear what they can fay. ; [fay ?
Car. What they can fay ! Why, what fhould fervants
They’re his accomplices, his infiraments,
And will not charge themfelves. If they could do
A murder for his fervice, they can iie,
Lie nimbly, and {wear hard o bring him off.
You fay, you diew your {fword in hisdefence:
Who were his encmies ? Did he need defence ?
Had he wrong’d any one ? Could he have caufe
To apprehend a danger, but from you ?
And yet you refcu’d him '—No, no, he came
Unfeafonubly. (that‘was all his crime!}
Unluckily to interrupt yout fport: :
You were new marry’d—marry’d to his wife;
And therefore you, and fhe, and all of you,
(For all of you I muft believe concern’d)
Combin’d to murder him out of the way. 5
(15
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Bel, Ifit isfo—0-
Car. It can be only fo.
F7. Indeed it ha 2 face ——
Car. As black as hd¥l, [magifirate.
C. Bald. The law will do me juflice : fend for the
Car. I'li go myfelf for him—
Zil. Thefe trong prefumptions, I muft

Are violent againlt me; but | have

A witnefs, and on this fide heav’n too.

——Open that dogr.

Door opens, and Pedro is brought foraward by

Serwvants,

Here’s one can-tell you all. [fefs all,
Ped, All, all; fave me but from the rack, I’ll con-
Vi, You and your accomplices defign’d

To murder Biron ? Speals,

Ped, We did,
7il. Did you engage upon your private wrongs,

Or were employ’d ? :

Ped, He never did us wrong.,

Vil. You were fet on then ?

Ped, We were fet on,

Vil. What do you know of me ?

Ped. Nothing, nothing:

You fav'd his life, and have ¢
Vil. He has acquitted me. ;

If you would be refolv’d of any ¢!

He ttands upon his anfwer.
Bel. Who fet you on to a& id deed? -

C. Bald I’H know the villai e me quick his
Or 1 will tear it from thy bleeding heart, [namg,
Ped. T will confefs.
C. Bald. Do then.
Ped, It was my mafler
C. Bald. Oh, moniro
Beli Did he employ youto
L'ed. tledid; and he was withds when ’twas dones

C. Bald. If this be true, this horrid; horrid tale,

[Exiz.
own indeed, l

Villeroy’s |

7

your own {on,
mofl unnaturall

his own brother ?

It is but juft upon me: Biron’s w rongs
Muft be ¢ veng'ds and { ghe caufe of all,

Fr. What will you do with him?
C. Bali. Take him apart e _
[ Pedro £0°5 ins
Vils
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7il. T had forgot— Your wretched, dying fon
Gave me this letter for you. [Giwves it to Baldwin,
1 dare deliver it. It fpeaks of me,

T pray to have it read.

C. Bald. You know the hand.  *

Bel. | know ’tis Biron’s hand.

C. Bald Pray read it [ Belford reads the lettere

<t Sir, Ifind [ am come only to lay my death at
your door. Iam now going out of the world; but
cannot forgive you, nor my brother Carlos, for not
hindeting my poor wife Ifabella, from marrying with
Villeroy ; whenyou both knew from- fo many letters:
that 1 was alive.— Biron.”

il How! Did you know it then?

C. Bald. Amazement alll

Enter Carlos, with Ojficers.
Oh, Carlos! areyou come? Your brother here,
Here, in a wretched Jetter, lays his death
To you and me— Have you done any thing
To hallen his fad end !

Car. Blefs me, Sir, I doany thing ! who, I?

C. Bald. He talks of letters that were fent to Us.
I never heard of any—Did you know
He was alive ?

Car. Alive! Heaven knows, not L

C. Bald. Had you no news of him, from a feport,
Or letter, never ? :

Car. Never, never, L.

Bel. That’s firange, indeed : T know he often writ
"To lay before you the condition {70 C. Baldwin.
Of his hard flavery: and more [ know,

That he had feveral anfwers to his letters.
He faid, they came from you, yoa are his brothers

Car. Never, from me.

Bel. 'Fhat will appear.

The lefters, I believe, are fill about him ;
For fome of "em I {aw but yefterday.
C. Bald. What did thofe anfwers fay ?
Bel. 1 cannotfpeak to the particalars §
But I remember well, the fum of ‘em
Was much the fame, and all agreed,
That there was nothing to be hop’d from you :

"That "twas your barbarous refolution s




46 ISABEL LA, A
To let him perith t} [brother—
Carlos ! hadft thou been 3
tpon. me. I never knew

alive,

C. Bald. Oh,
Car. This hig p':(,'t-
He was in flavery,

Or heard of him, baf this fatal hour,

Bl There, Si » 1+ modt confront you.

He fent you a letterto my knowledge, lalt night ; ‘

And youfent him word you would comie to himy— ]

I fearyou came too foog.
Co Bald. *Tis alltoo plain, —

Bring out that wretch before him. [Pedro produced,
Cur.. Ha! Pedro there!—Thep Iam caught, indeed,.
B, You {lart at fight of him ; ;

He has confefs’d the bl oody deed. it

Car, Well then, he has confefs'd, = '

And I muft anfwer it,
Bel. Is thére no more ?

Car. Whyl—what would yéu have more ¥ T know |
And | expet ity |

c [the worft, -
C. Bald. Why haft thou done all this»
Car. Why that which damns moft men. has. ruin’d
i¢ making of my fortune.  Biron ftood
Between me and your favour s while he liv’d
I had not that ; hardly was thought a fop,,
And not at all a kin to your eftate,
1 could not bear a younger brother’s lot,,
T'o live depending upon courtefy- ‘
Had you provided for me like a father,
I had been fill a brother.
C. Bald., *Tis too true ;
¥ never lov’d thee as T thould have dones
Tt was my fin, and I am punifh’d for’t,
Oh! never may diftin&ion rife again
In families: let parents be the {ame
T'o all their children ; common in their care,
And in their love of ’em.—1 am.unhappy,
For loving onetoo well. -,
7il. Youknew your brotherlv’d ; why did you take
Such pains to marry me to IHabella ?
Car. Ihad my reafons for't ——
Zil. More than I thought you had.
Car. But one was thise——
I knew my brother lov’d his wife fo well,

o)

Tl {me;

5
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That if he ever fhould come :
He could not long outlive the T()ﬁs ot her.
Bel, If you rcl) d on that, why did you kill him?
Car. To make a‘.; fure. Now, you are anfwer’d all,
Where muft I go? lam iir’d of your queftions.
C. Bal/d. 1 leaye the ‘e to tell thee what thouart;
A father cannot find a name for thee.
But parricide is highett treafon, fure,
T'o facred nature's law ; and muft be fo,
So fentenc'd inthy ctimes. Take him away~
The violent remedy is found at laft,
That drives thee out, thou poifon of my blood,
Infected long, and only foul inthee. [Carlos led o
Grant me, fweet heav’n U the patience to go thro’
The torment of my cure—Here, here begins
The operation— ! {he’s mad.
Enter Labella i d 3 ber bair difpevell’d; ber lirtle
Som afraid of ber.,
Vil M}' Ifzbella, poor unhappy wretch!
What can | xn} to iwr
//Zv Nothing, mm.rtr; 'tis a babbling world—
1’11 hear no more on't. When does the court fir?
¢ Il not be bought~~What! to fell innocent blood?”
You look like one of the pale judges here:
Minos, or Radd manth, or Aacus
1 have heard of you.
I have a caufe to try, an honeﬁ one ;
Will you ‘not hear it 2 &'hen [ muft app yeal
To the bright throne = Call down the heav’nly powers
To witnefs how you ufe me.
« Wom. Help, help, we cannot hold het.
« Vil. You but enrave her more.
C FBald. Pr:y give her way, the
;”/Cz. What have you done with
I faw him here. Oh, Biron, B
Where have me/ hid

2

1 hart nobody,
him? He was here
ron ! where, [butnow;
hiee fmm me 2 tle is gone—

&

But here’s a little flaming chernbim—

Ch

ild Oh, fave me; fave me! !A.mhm 20 Balds
£ T“e vlercury of Heaven, with (ilverwings,

Lmt *Ji the flight, to over take his ghoft,

And bt ing him thm again.
Child. 1 fear, fhe’tl kill me.
C. Bald. She will not hare thee.  [She flings aways
1fa. Will nothing do? | did not hope to find

Tuftice on earth ; ’tis notin Heav'n neither.

Riron has watch’d his opportunity e

Softly ; he fieals i from the fleeping gods,




And fends it thus— (Stabs berjelr.
Now, now I laugh at you, I defy you all,
You tyrant murderers. : [too much.
#il. Call, call for help Oh, Heav'n! this was
C. Bald. Oh, thou moft injured innocence! Yet live,
Live but to witnefs for me to the world,
How much I do repent me of the wrngs,
h’ unpatural wrongs, which I have heap’d on thee,
And have pull’d down this judgment on us all.
Zil. Oh, {peak, {peak bat a word of comfort to me!
“C. Bald, If the molt tender father’s care and love
Of thee, and thy poor child, can make amends
Oh, yet look up and live.
I/a, Where is that little wretch ? [They raife bers
T die in peace to leave him to your care,
1 have a wretched mother’s legacy,
A dying kifs—pray let me give it him,
My blefling; that, that’s all I have to leave thee.
Oh, may thy father’s wirtues live in thee,
And all his wrongs be buried in my grave ! [ Dies,
Zil. She’s gone, and all my joys of life with her,
Where are your officers of juftice, now ?
Seize, bind e, drag me to the bloody bar.
Accufe, condemn me ; let the featence reach
My hated life—— No matter how it comes ;
T’ll think it jult, and thank you as it falls,
Self-murder is deny’d me ; elfe how foon
Could I be paft the pain of my remembrance !
But I muf live, grow grey with ling’ring grief,
Todie at laft io telling this fad tale. [parents!
C, Bald. Poor wrztched orphan of molt wretched
*Scaping the florm, thou’rt thrown upon a rock,
¢ To perifh there.” The very rocks would melt;
Soften their naturs, fure. to fofter thee :
1 find itby myfelf ; my flinty heart,
That barren rock, on which thy father ftarv’d,
Opens its {prings of nourifhment to thee,
There’s not a vein, but thall run milk for thee,
Oh had 1 pardon’d my poor Biren’s fault,
His firft; his only fault—this had ‘not been!
‘Lo erring youth there’s fome compaffion due %

O & & a A & n A a

'3

But while with rigour you their crimes purfue,

What’s their misfortane, isa crime for you. 2

Hence learn, offending children to forgive: gative,

Leave punithment to Heav’n—'tis Heav'ns
FHE END:

Printed by JoBacker, Great Ruffell-ftreet, Covent-gardon.
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