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TO THE READER,

 

 

A\rrer a considerable interval of time from the
publishing of the first, I now offer to the Publica
second volume of the “ Series of Plays ;” and, with
it, my very grateful thanks for that indulgence and
cheering approbation which has encouraged me to
proceed thus far in my work. I have to thankit,
for that kind of reception which is best calculated
to make a work go on well—praise mixed with a
considerable portion of censure. I have to thank
it, indeed, for that kind of reception which I soli-
cited; conscious that it was the best in regard to

my real interest, which I could receive, as well as
the very best, in regard to my merits, which I could
possibly presume to expect. If with this great ad-
vantage, beyond what I enjoyed when I wrote the
first part of this work, I have fallen short in the
second yolume, of what might have been reason-
ably expected from me, I have only to say for my-
‘self that I have done my best, and that myabilities
are in fault, and not my industry. The time in-
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Viil TO THE READER.

deed that has elapsed since the publication of the

first volume,will, I trust, be considered as a proof

that the portion of public approbation with which

{ have been favoured, has not rendered’ me pre-

sumptuous.
i know there ate causes, why tlie second part of

a work sbould be moreseverely dealt with, than

that which has preceded it: but after what I have

experienced, it would beungrateful in me not to

suppose that the generality of readers will take up

this volume with a disposition to be pleased; and

that they will also, in favour of one who has no

great pretensions to learning or improvements, be

inclined to extend the term of good-natured in-

dulgencea little beyond its ordinary limits.

The first play in this volume, is a comedy on

Hatred, as a companion to the tragedy Ihaveal-

ready published upon the fame fubject. Of this

1 shall say little. I have endeavoured in it to
shew this passion in a different situation, and fos-
tcred by a different species of provocation from
that which was exhibited in De Monfort, and

existing in a character of muchlefs delicacy and
reserve. ‘lam aware, that it falls greatly short of
that degree of comic effect which the subject is cal-
culated to produce, and which a writer of truer co-
mic talents would have given it. |
The subject of the other three plays is Ambition.

It is with regret that I have extended the serious
part of it to an unusual length, but I found that

within a smaller compass I could not give such a
54
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view of the passion as I wished. Those passions,
which are of a permanent nature, are the proper

subjects of this work: such, I mean, as are capable

of taking up their abode in the mind, and of
gaining a strong ascendancyoverit during a term
of some length; I have therefore, in all these plays,
given myself greater scope in point of time, thanis
usual with dramatic writers. But compared with
ambition, perhaps, all other passions may be con-
sidered as of a transient nature. They are capable of
being gratified; and, when they are gratified, they
become extinct, or subside and shade themselves off

(if I may be allowed the expression) into other pas-
sions and affections. Ambition alone acquires

strength from gratification, and after having gained
one object, still sees another rise before it, to
which it as eagerly pushes on; and the dominion

which it usurps over the mind is capable of en-
during from youth to extreme age. To give a
full view, therefore, of this passion, it was necessary
to shew the subject of it in many different situa-

tions, and passing through a considerable course of

events; had I attempted to do this within the or-
dinary limits of one play, that play must have been
so entirely devoted to this single object, as to have
been left bare of every other interest or attraction.

These are myreasons for making so large a demand
on the patience of my reader in favour ofthis pas-
sion, and if I am pardonedin this instance, there is

little danger of my offending again in the same
manner.

 



x TO THE READER.

I amperfectly sensible, that from the length of

these tragedies, and, perhaps, some other defects,

they are not altogether adapted to the stage; but

I would fain flatter myself, that either of the parts of

Ethwald, might, with verylittle trouble, be turned

into an acting play, that would neither fatigue nor

offend. I should, indeed, very much regret any

essential defect in this work, that might render it

unfit for being more generally useful and amusing.

The scene ofthese plays is laid in Britain, in

the kingdom of Mercia, and the time towards the

end of the Heptarchy. This was a period full of
witernal discord, usurpation, and change; the his-

tory of which is too perplexed, and toolittle con-

nected with any very important or striking event
in the affairs of men, to be familiarly known, not
merely to commonreaders, but even to the more

learned in history. I have therefore thought, that
f might here, without offence, fix my story; here

sive it a “ habitation and a name,” and model it

ro my own fancy, as might best suit my design.—
fn so doing, I run no risk of disturbing or derang-

img the recollection of any important truth, or of
any thing that deserves to be remembered. How-
ever, though I have not adhered to history, the in-
cidents and events of the plays will be found, I
hope, consistent with the character of the times;
with which } have also endeavoured to make the
representation I have given of manners, opinions,
and persons, uniformly correspond. I have, in-
deed, given a very dark picture of the religion and

 



TO THE READER. Xi

the clergy of those days; but it is a true one: and
I believe it will be perceived throughout the whole,
that it is drawn by one, who would have touched
it with a lighter hand, had the spirit and the pre-
cepts of christianity, and, aboveall, the superla-

tively beautiful character of its divine Founder,
been more indifferent to her.
To give a view of Ambition, as it is generally

found in the ordinary intercourseoflie, excited by
vanity rather than the love of power, and dispiayed
in a character which is not, lhixe that of Ethwald,

supported by the consciousness of abilities ade-
quate to its designs, has been my object in the
comedy that accompanies the foregoing tragedies.
As a long period of time, and a long chain of
events, did not appear necessary to this purpose, [I
have confined myself to the usual limits of a dra~
matic work, ‘There is nothing, I believe, either in

the story or the characters of the piece, that call
upon meto say any thing in regard tothem. Such
as it 1s, I leave it, with its companions, in the hands

of my reader, with some degree of confidencestrug-
gling against manyfears: and I am willing to hope,
that, if in the course of this volume I have given,

in general, a true representation of human nature,

under such circumstances as interest our hearts
and excite our curiosity, many sins will be forgiven
me; especially as, I trust, they are not sins of care-

lessness or presumption,
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA.

MEN:

BaLtTimorg,a comatry gentleman and the head ofan
oldfamilyfallen into decay.

FREEMAN,a great clothier, who has acquired by his
own industry a very largefortune.

TruesripecE,thefriend of Baltimore.
CHARLES, awidle young man, cousin to Baltimore, and

brought up in his house.

SennTwo Attorneys.
SERVET,

Bescatri, aa Italian master.

Davin,
Servants to Baltimore,

PETER,

Voters, Mob, Boys, Fatlers, tre. &

WOMEN:

Mrs. BALTIMORE.

Mrs. FREEMAN.
CHARLotre, danghter to Freeman.
GOVERNESS.
MArceEry,anold servant of the Baltimore family.

seewants, Voters Wives, Mob, tc.
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ACT I.

SCENE I. The open market-place of a small country

town, a croud of men, women, and children seen

on the back ground; Margery and Countryman/fur-

rounded with several others are discovered talking

on thefrent of the stage.

MARGERY.

PATRON! pot-man an’ you will. As long as he

holds the brown jug to their heads, they’ll run

after him an’ he were the devil. Oh! that I should

live to see the heir of the ancientfamily of Baltimore
set aside in his own boroughby a nafty, paltry, no-
body-knows-whoofan upftart ! What night has he,
forsooth! to set himself up for to oppose a noble
gentleman? I remember his own aunt very well; a

poor, industrious, pains-taking woman,with {carcely

a pair of fhoesto her feet.
Countryman. Well, well, and what does that sig-

nify, Goody? He has covered more bare feet with

new shoesfince he came amongus, thanall the noble

tamilies in the country, let his aunt wear what shoes
B 2

 



4 THE ELECTION:

she would

:

ay, and his bountyhas filled more empty

bellies too, though his granum mizht dine on a

turnip, for aught I know orcare about the matter.

Mar. Don’t teli me about his riches, and his

bounty, and what not: will all that ever make him

any thing else than the son of John Freeman the

weaver? I wonder to hear you talk such nonsense,

Arthur Wilkins; you that can read books and un-

derstand reason: sucha fellow as that is not good

enough to stand cap in hand before Mr. Balti-

more.
(The rabble come forward huxzaing, and making

a great noise, and take different sides of tne

stage.)
Croud on F. side.) Huzza! huzza! Freeman for

ever|
Mar. Yes, yes, to be fure: Freemanfor ever !

fat Sam the butcherfor ever! black Dickthe tinker

for ever! any body is good enoughfor you, filthy
rapscallions!

1st Mob on F. side.) Ay, scold away, old Margery !

Freeman for ever! say 1. Down with yourproud,

pennyless gentry ! Freeman for ever!
Mar. Down with your rich would-be-gentry

upstarts! Baltimore for ever! (0 mob on her side)
Whydon’t you call out, oafs ?

(The mob on her side call out Baltimore, and the
mob onthe other, Freeman; but the F. side
gets the better.)

What, do you give it up so? you poor, fpiritlefs
nincumpoops! I would roartill I bursted first, be-

 



A COMEDY. 5

fore I would give it up so to sucha low-liv’d, beg-

early rabble.
2d Mob on F.side.) They lack beef and porter,

Margery. That makes fellows loud and hearty, I
trow. Coats of arms and old pictures wontfill
a body’s stomach. Come over to Freeman-hall,
and we’ll shew you good cheer, woman. Freeman
for ever!

Mar. Ha’ done with your bawling, blackimoor!
what care I for your good cheer ? none of yourpor-
ter nor yourbeeffor me, truly !
2d Mob on F.side.) No, Goody ! mayhap, as you

have been amongst the gentry all yourlife, you may
prefer a cup of nice sage: tea, or a little nice rue-

water, or a leg of aroasted snipe, or a bit of a nice
tripe dumplin.
Mar. Close yourfool’s mouth, oaf! or I'll cram

a dumplin into it that you wontlike the chewing
of. Mr. Baltimore’s father kept a table like a prince,
when your poor beggarly candidate’s father had
scarcely a potatoe in his pot. But knaves like you
were not admitted within his gatesto see it, indeed.
Better men than you,or your master either,were not

good enoughto take away his dirty trenchers ; and
the meanest creature about his house was as well
dress’d, and in as good order, as if it had been the
king’s court, and every day in the year had been a
Sunday.

2d Mob on F. side.) So they were, Goody; Ir--
member it very well; the very sucking pigs rv.
about his yard with full bottom’d wigs on, and ui

B 3

 



6 THE ELECTION:

grey goose waddled through the dirt with a fine
flounced petticoat.
Mar. Hold yourfool’s tongue, do! no upstart

parliament-men for me! Baltimore for ever!
Croud on B.side call out) Baltimore for ever !
1st Mob on B. side.) Sour paste and tangled bob-

bins for weavers!
ist Mob on F. side.) Empty purses and tatter’d

Jace for gentlemen!
Old woman on B. side.) We'll have no strange

new-comers for our member: Baltimore for me!

Old woman on F. side.) Good brothis better than
good blood, say J: Freeman for me!

_ Little Boy on B. side.) Weaver, weaver,flap, flap!
Grin o’er your shuttle, and rap, rap!

| (acting the motion of a weaver.)

Little Boy on F. side.) Gentleman, gentleman,
proud of a word!

Stand on yourtip-toes, and bow to mylord!
(acting a gentleman.)

Mar. Go,you little devil’s imp! who teaches you
to blasphemeyourbetters? (She gives the boy a box

on the ear: the mob on the other side take his part :
agreat uproar and confusion, and exeunt both sides
Sighting.)

 



A COMEDY. 7

SCENE II. A walk leading through a grove to Bal-
timore’s house, and close by it. Enter Mrs. Balti-
more, as ifjust alightedfrom her carriage,followed
by her Maid and Peter, carrying a box and port-folto
and other things.

Mrs. Bait. But what does all this distant noise
and huzzaing mean? the whole town is in com-

motion.
Pet. It is nothing as I know of, Ma’am, but my

Master and Mr. Freeman’s voters fighting with one
another at the alehouse doors, to shew their good-
will to the candidates, as all true hearty fellows do
at an election.

Mrs. B. Yes, our member is dead suddenly; I
had forgot. But whoare the candidates?

Pet. My master, Madam, and Mr. Freeman.

Mrs. B. Gentlemen supported by them, you
mean?

Pet. No Ma’am, I mean their own twoselves, for
their own two selves. But I beg pardon for naming
such a man as Freeman on the same day with a
gentleman like my Master.

Mrs. B. Mr. Freeman,if you please, Peter; and
never let me hear you name him with disrespect in
my presence. Carry those things into the house:
(to the maid) and you too, Blond ; I see Mr. Balti-
more, (Exeunt servants,

Enter Baltimore.
Balt. Mydear Isabella, you are welcome home;

how are you after yourjourney ?

B 4

 



8 THE ELECTION:

Mrs. B. Perfectly well ; and very glad, even after
so fhort an absence, to find myself at homeagain.
But what is going on here? I have heard strange
news just now; Peter tells me you are a candidate
for the Borough, and Mr. Freemanis yourrival.
It is some blunder of his own, I suppose?

Balt. No, it is not.

Mrs. B. (stepping back in surprise, and holding up
her hands.) And are you actually throwing away

the last stake of your ruin’d fortune on a contested
election ?

Balt. 1 will sell every acre of land in my posses-
sion, rather than see that man sit in parliament for
the borough of Westown.

Mrs. B. And why should not he as well as
another? The declining fortunes of your family
have long made you give up every idea of the kind
for yourself: of what consequence, then, can it

possibly be to you? I know very well, my dear
Baltimore, it is not a pleasant thing for the represen-
tative of an old family declined in fortune, to see
a rich obfcure stranger buy up all the land on every
side, and set himself down like a petty prince in
his neighbourhood. But if he had not doneit,
some other most likely would; and what should
we have gain’d by the change ?

Balt. O! any other than himself I could have
suffer'd.

Mrs, B. You amaze me. He has some disa-
greeable follies I confess, but he is friendly and
liberal.

 



A COMEDY. 9

Balt. Yes, yes, he affects patronage and public

spirit : he is ostentatious to an absurdity.

Mrs. B. Wellthen, don’t disturb yourself about

it. If he is so, people will only laugh at him.

Balt. O! hang them, but they wont laugh! I
have seen the day, when, if a man made himself
ridiculous, the world would laugh at him. But
now, by heaven, every thing that is mean,disgust-
ing, and absurd, pleases them but so much the
better! If they would but laugh at him, I should
be content.

Mrs. B. My dear Baltimore! curb this strange
fancy that has taken such a strong hold of your
mind, andbe reasonable.

Balt. I can be reasonable enough. I can see as

well as you do that it is nonsense to disturb myself
about this man; and whenheis absent I can resolve

to endure him: but whenever I see him again,
there is something in hisfull satisfied face; in the

tones of his voice; ay, in the very gait and shape
of his legs, that is insufferable to me.

Mrs. B. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

Balt. What makes you laugh, Madam ?
Mrs. B. Indeed I have more cause to cry! yet

I could not help laughing when you talk’d of his
gait and his legs: for people, you must know,
have taken it into their heads that there is a re-
semblance between you and him; I have, myself,

in twilight, sometimes mistaken the one for the
other.

Balt. It must have been in midnight, I think.
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People have takenit into their heads! blind idiots!

I could kick my own shins if [ thought they had
the {mallest resemblanceto his.

Mrs. B. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

Balt. And this is matter of amusementfor you,
Ma’am ? I abhorlaughing ?

Mrs. B, Pray, pray forgive me! This is both
ludicrous and distressing. J knew that youdisliked
this man from the first day he settled in your
neighbourhood, and that, during two years ac-

quaintance, your aversion has been daily encreas-
ing; but I had noidea of the extravagant height
to which it has now arrived.

Balt. Would I had sold every foot of my lands,
and settled in the lone wilds of America, ’ere this

man came, to be the swoln possessor of myfore-
fathers lands ; their last remaining son, now cramp’d
and elbow’d round, in one small corner of their

once wide and extensive domains! Oh! shall
never forget what [ felt, when, with that familiar

and disgusting affability, he first held out to me
his damned palm, and hail’d me as a neighbour,
(striding up and down the stage.) Ay, by my foul, he
pretends to be affable!

Mrs. B. You feel those things too keenly.
Balt. A stock ora stone would feel it. He has

opposed me in every contest, from the election of
a memberofparliament down to the chusing of a
parish clerk; and yet, damn him! he will never
give me a fair occasion of quarrelling with him, for
then I should be happier. (striding up and down  
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again.) Hang it! it was not worth a pinch of snuff
to me, whether the high road went on one side of
myfield or the other; but only that I saw he was
resolved to oppose mein it, and J would haye died
rather than have yielded to him,

Mrs. B. Are you sure, Baltimore, that your own

behaviour has not provoked him to that opposi-
tion?

Balt. (striding up and down as he speaks.) He has
extended his insolent liberalities over the whole
country round. The very bantlings lisp his name
as they sit on theirlittle stools in the sun.

Mrs. B. Mydear friend!
Balt. He has built two new towers to his house;

and it rears up its castled head amongst the woods,
as if its master were the lord and chieftain of the
whole surrounding county.

Mrs. B. And has this powerto offend you?
Balt. No, no, let him pile up his house to the

clouds, if he will! [can bear all this patiently: it
is his indelicate and nauseouscivility that drives
me mad. He goggles and he smiles; he draws
back his full watry lip like a toad. (making a
mouth of disgust.) Then he spreads outhisnail-bit-
ten fingers as he speaks—hah !

Mrs. B. And what great harm doesall this do
you?

Balt. What harm! it makes myvery flesh creep,
like the wrigglings of a horse-leech or a maggot.
ft is an abomination beyondall endurance!
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Afrs. RB. The strange fancies you take in regard
to every thing this poor man does, are to meastonish-
ing.

Balt. (Stopping short, and lookingfixedly on her.) Are
to you astonishing! I doubt it not: I was a fool to
expect that a wife so many years younger than my-

self would have any sympathy with myfeelings.
Mrs. B. Baltimore! you wrong me, unkindly.---

But his daughter comes: she will over-hear us.
Bait. What brings that affected fool here ? She

is always coming here. It is an excrescence from
the toad’s back: the sight. of her is an offence to
me.

(Enter Charlotte, with an affected air ofgreat
delicacy.)

Char. How do you do, mydear Mrs. Baltimore ?
fam quite charm’d to see you. (curt/eys affeciedly
to Balt.)

Afrs. B. 1 thank you, my dear, you are early
abroad this morning.

Char. Oh! Iam almost kill’d with fatigue ; but

f saw your carriage at the gate, and I could not
deny myself the pleasure of enquiring how you do.
‘The heat overcomes one so muchin this weather:
it is enough to make onefaint: it is really horrid.
(speaking in a faint soft voice, andfanning herself af-
}ec} eal’v.)

Mrs. B. It does not affect me.
Char. No! O you are not so robust Lam sure.

(Enter a kitle country girl, trailing a great piece
of muslin after her.)
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Girl. to Char. Here, Miss ; here is a piece of
your petticoat that you left.on the bushes, as you
scrambled over the hedge to look at the bird’s nest
yonder.

Char. (in confusion.) Ola! the briars will catch hold
of one so, as one goes along. Give it me, give it me.
(takes the mistin, and crams it hastily into her pocket.)
This weather makes one go bythe sicle of ditches,
and amongft bufhes, and any where for little
thade.

Balt. Tadpoles leve ditches in all weathers.
{Exit.

Char. (looking after him strangely for a moment or
two, and then skipping lightly up to Mrs. B. and tak-

ing her kindly by the hand.) Thank heaven he’s gone!
I stand more in awe of him, than my mother and
my governess, and all the whole pack of masters

that ever came about the house. If there was not

a certain look about him nowandthen, that puts
ize in mind of my father, [ should take a down-
right aversion to him. O! I beg pardon! {f
mean I should not hke him very well, even tho’

he is your husband. But was it not provokingin
that little chit to follow me with those rags inher
hand ?

Mrs. B. 1 suppose we shall have a glove or a
garter coming after you bye-and-bye.

Char. O they may bring what they please now!

—Well, How d’ye do? how d’ye do? howd’yz do?
(taking Mrs. B. Ly the hand, and skipping round her

Joyfully:)
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Mrs. B. Very well, my good little Charlotte.

Char. Yam delighted to see you return’d. Ah,

don’t you remember how good you were to me;

when I was a little urchin at Mrs. Highman’s

school ? and how I ufed to stand by your side when

you diess'd, and count over the pins in your pin-

cushion ?
Mrs. B. 1 rememberit very well.

Char. But how comes it that we meet so seldom ?

you never cometo see us now, andI dare not come

to you so often as I wish, for Mr. Baltimore looks

at me so sternly. Let papa and him contend with

one another as they please; what ,have we to do
with their plaguy election? O if we were but toge-

ther! we could work and talk to one anotherall

day long, and it would be so pleasant !

Mrs. B. Indeed, my dear Charlotte, I with I could
have you frequently with me; but I hope you have
many pleasant employments at home.

Char. Ah, but I have not tho’. Iam tired to

death of music, and drawing, andItalian, and Ger-
man, and geography, and astronomy, and washes to
make my hands white. (shaking her head piteously.)
But what doesit signify fretting? I know I muft be
an accomplish’d woman; [I know it very well.

Mrs. B. (smiling) Don’t you like to be occupied ?
Char. O yes: it is not that lama lazygirl. If

they would plague me no more with my masters,
but give me some plain pocket-handkerchiefs to
hem, I would sit uponthefoot-stool all day,and sing
like a linnet.

I  
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Mrs. B. My dear girl, and so there must be
things in this mix’d world to keep even thy careless
breast from being as blithe asa linnet. But you
were going home: I’ll walk a little way with you.

Char. I thank you (Joking off the stage.) Is not
that Charles at a distance? I dare say, now, he has
been a fifhing, or looking after coveys of partridges,
or loit’ring about the horse dealers. I hope he did
not see me get over the hedge tho’.

Mrs. B. Alas poor Charles! I wish he had more
useful occupations. It is a sad thing for a young
man to be hanging aboutidle.

Char. So my papasays : and, do you know,I be-
lieve he had it in his head to get some appointment
for him when this election came in the way. Shall
1 put him in mindofit?

Mrs. B. No no, my dear Charlotte, that must
not be. Shall we walk ?

Char. (scampering off.) Stop

a

little, pray. (Exit.
Mrs. B. Where is she gone to now?
Char. (returning with something in her lap.) Only

to fetch my two black kittens. I bought them
from a. boy, as I went along, to save them from
drowning. I could not curtsey to Mr. Baltimore,
you know,with kittensin mylap,so I dropp’d them
slyly under the hedge as I enter’d ; for this fellow
with the white spot on his nose makes a noise like
a little devil. (They go arm in arm to the side of

the stage to go out, when Mrs. B. looking behind
her, stops short.)

Mrs. B. No, I must not watk farther with you
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just now: Isee Mr. Truebridge coming this way,

and I wish to speak to him. Good morning, my

dear Charlotte. (Exit Charlotte.

Enter Truebridge.

You are hurrying away very fast ; I did not know

you were here.
True. 1 have been in the library writinga letter,

which I ought to have done before I left my own
house. Iamgoing from homefor a few days, and

I cameto see Baltimore before I set out.

Mrs. B. You are always going from home. Iam
very sorry you are going at this time, when yourpre-
sence here might have been souseful. You might have
persuaded Baltimore, perhaps, to give up this fool-
ish contest with so rich a competitor as Freeman.

True. No,it is better, perhaps, to let them fight

it out. Weshould only have separated them, like
two game cocks, who are sure to beat it again, beak

and spurs, with more fury than ever.
Re-enter Baltimore.

Balt. to True. You have forgot your letter. A
pleasant journey to you! (gives him a letter.)

Tre. Farewell for a few days! I hope to learn on
my return, that you have carried on this contest
with temper andliberality, since you will engage in
it. |

Balt. Why you know, Truebridge, I am com-
pell’d to engage in it.

True. O certainly, and by very weighty reasons
too! A man mayinjure in a hundred different ways
and provei:s no hostile return ; but, when added ta

2
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some petty offences, he varies his voice and gesture,
wears his coat and doublet, nay, pickshis very teeth

in a mannerthat is irksome to us, what mortalis

there, either pagan or believer, that can refrain from
setting himself in array against him?

Balt. Well well! give yourself no trouble. I'll
keep my temper; I'll do every thing calmly and
reasonably.

True. Do so; I sha’n’t return, probably, till

the poil is closed. I have told you myreasons
for taking no part in the business ; and let the new

member be who he wiil, Iam resolved to shake

handscordially with him. It won't do for one who
has honours and pensions in view, to quarrel. with
great men. Good bye to ‘you !|—Madar,all suc-

‘cess to your wishes. (Exit.
Balt. Ask favours of..sii¢. *chéature as Free-

man! Hespeaksit but“ Yet if I did not
know him to be one of the most independent men
in the world, I should be tempted to believe that
he too had become sophisticited.”

Mrs. B. Ah do not torment yourself with suspi-
cions! I am afraid it isa disposition that has been
growing upon youoflate.

Balt. No, madam ; it is upon you this disposi-
tion has been growing. Whenever I am in the
company of that---I will not name him---I have

of late obferved that your eyes are bent upon me
perpetually. I hate to be look’d at when I am in
that man’s company. (Exeunt,

END OF THE FIRST ACT.

Vor. II. Cc
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ACT If.

SCENEI. A room in Freeman’s house ; 4 table with

drawings, (Sc. scattered upon it, in one corner, and a

ariting table near the front of the stage. Mrs.

Freeman is discovered writing. Enter Charlotte

and her Governess.

Mrs. Freeman,(raising her head.)

Com E here, Miss Freeman: that gownsits with

no grace in the world. (turuing Char. round.) No,

it is not at all what I intended: I shall have it taken

to pieces again. (To the Gov.) Was she in the stocks

this morning?
Gov. Yes, Madam.

Mrs. F. From her manner of holding her head
one wouid scarcely believe it. Go to your draw-
ing, and finifh it if you can before Mr. Bescatti
comes. (Charlotte sits down unwillingly to the drawing

table ; the Governess takes her work and sits by her;

and Mrs. Freemansits down again to write.)
Enter Mr. Bescatti.

Mrs. F. O Bescatti! you are just the very person
I want. [have put a quotation from one of your
Italian poets, expressive ofthe charmsoffriendship,

into the letter 1 am writing to my dear, amiable
Mrs.Sillabub; and as I Knowshe shewsall the let-
ters she receives from herfriends, I would not have
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afault in it for the world. Lookatit, pray! Will
it do? (giving him the letter with an air of self-satis-
faction.)

Bes. (shaking his head.) No, Madam; I must be
free for to say, dat it won’t do: de twofirst ords are
wrong, and de twolast ordsare not right.

Mrs. F. (colouring and bridling up.) Why there are
but four wordsof it altogether, Mr. Bescatti.

Bes. Yes, Madam; der you be very right; der

you be under no mistake at all; der be just four
ords in it, neider more norless.

Mrs. F. Well, well, pray correct it for me! I
suppose I was thinking of somethingelse when I
wroteit.

Bes. (after correcting the letter.) It is done, Madam.
{ hope de young lady will soon finish her drawing,
dat I may have de honourto propose mylittle in-
struction.

Char. (rising from the table.) 1 can finish it to-
morrow.
Mrs. F. Shew Mr. Bescatti your two last draw-

ings (Char. shews him her drawings.) Every one
from your country is fond of this delightful art.
How doyoulike this piece?

Bes. It be very agreeable.
Gov.(lookingover his shoulder.) O beautiful, charm-

ing! de most pretty of de world!
Mrs. F.. There is such

a

fine glow in the colour-
ing, so muchspirit in the whole.

Bes. {tardily) Yes.
C2
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Mrs. F, And so much boldnessin the design.
Bes. (tardily) Yes. :
Mrs. F. And the cattle in that landscape are so

spirited and so correct.
Bes. O dey be de very pretty sheep, indeed.
Mrs. F. Why, those are cows, Mr. Bescatti—.

those are cows.
Bes. O, Madam, I make no doubt dat in reality

dey are de cows, alto in appearance dey are de
sheep.

Mrs. F. (shewing him another piece.) He will un-
derstand this better. The subject is so prettily
imagined! a boy with an apple in his hand: such
pleasing simplicity! lookat those lights and shades :
her master himself says it is touched with the hand
of an artist.

Bes. Yes, he be a very pretty fellow—and a
very happy one too: he has got one apple in his
hand, and anoderin his mout.

Mrs. F. Another in his mouth ! why that is the
round swelling of his cheek, Mr. Bescatti. But
look at this head (impatiently as he looks at the wrong
one) No, no, this one.

Bes. O dat one—dat has one side of the face
white and t’oder black !

Gov. O beautiful, excellent !—all dat der is of

pretty—all dat der is of—of de mostpretty!
Mrs. F. There isso much effect in it; so much

force and distinctness.

Bes. Yes, der be good contrast; nobody will
rmistake de one side of de face for de oder.
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Enter Servant.
Ser. Every thing in the next room is set out,

Ma’am—Have you any orders?
Mrs. F. Don’t trouble me aboutit: I'll look at

it by and by, if [ have nothing better todo. (Exit
Ser.)—Miss Freeman,there is no time to lose; Bes*
catti and you must be busy, for I expect Mr.
Tweedle this morning with a new song in his
pocket,
. Enter a Servant hastily,

Ser. All the voters are come, Ma’am, and my

master says, we must open the great room imme-
diately. (Opens folding-doors at the bottom of the stage,

and discovers a large room with a long table set

gut, plentifully covered with cold meats, Sc. Sc.)

Mrs. F. What could possess the creatures ta
come so early? If I am to have the whole morning
of it, I fhall be dead before it is over. Heigh ho !
here they are, :

(Enter a great number of voters with their wives

and daughters, and Freeman shewing them in
himself.)

Free. (with a very affable smiling countenance.)
Comein,ladies and gentlemen ; come in, my very

good neighbours; my wife will be proudto see you.
(presents them to Mrs. Freeman, who receives them
with affected condescension; whilst Charlotte draws her-
self up by her mother’s side, and curtseys ta them in the
same affetted manner.)—This is my very good friend
Mr. Ginger, my dear; andthis is warthy Mr. Fudge.
—But whereis your wife, Mr. Fudge? we are near

C3
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neighbours, you know, and I see no reason why
your good woman and mine should notbe better
acquainted.
Mr. Fudge. She is standing close by you,Sir.
Free. O, 1 beg pardon, my dear Madam! I did

not know you. (to Mrs. Fudge.)—Mydear, this is
Mrs. Fudge. (presenting her to Mrs. F.)—But my
good Mr. Hassock, why have not you brought your
pretty daughter with you ?
Mr. Hassock. So I have, your honour; this be fhe.

(pointing to his daughter.)
Free. She must give me her hand: [ have a girl

of my own too, you see ; but she does not hold up
her head so well as this young lady.

(More people still comingin.)
Ha! welcome, my good friends! welcome, my go7d
neighbour Huskins, and you too my good Mrs.
Huskins! Ha, Mr. Grub! you do me honour.
How do the soap-works go on? you will soon be
the richest man in the country, though you do
spare me a morning now and then.

Mr. Grub (conceitedly.) Aye, picking up a little
in my poor way, just to keep the pot boiling. (Going
up to Mrs. Freeman, and wiping hisface.) Madam,I

make bold, as the fafhion goes on them there occa-
fions. (Gives her a salute with a good loud smack,

whilst she shrinks back disconcerted, and Bescatti
and the Governess shrug up their shoulders, and
Charlotte skulks behind their backs frightened.)

Mr. Fudge (spitting out his chew of tobacco and
wiping his mouth.) As the fashion goes round, Ma-
dam—
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Free. (preventing him as heis going up to Mrs. F.)
No, no, my good neighbours: this is too much
ceremony amongst friends. Let us go into the
next room, and see if there is any thing to eat: I
dare say there is some cold meat and cucumberfor
us. Let me have the honour, Mrs. Fudge. (They

all go into the next room and seat themselves round
the table. Re-enter Freeman in a great bustle.)

More chairs and more covers, here ! Thomas !

Barnaby! Jenkins! (the servants run up and down
carrying things across the stage. Enter more people.)

Ha! welcome—welcome, my goodfriends! we were
just looking for you. Go into the next room, and
try ifyoucan find any thing youlike.

Voter. O, Sir, never fear but weshall find plenty

of good victuals. (Exeunt into the next room.
Manet Charlotte, who comes forward.

Char. La, how I should like to be a queen, and
stand in my robes, and haveall the people intro-
duced to me! for then they would kiss no more
than my hand, which I should hold out so. No, no;

it should beso. (stretchingout her handwhilst Charles
Baltimore, entering behind and overhearing her,
takes and kisses it with a ludicrous bending of the
knee.)

Charles, And which should bekissed so ?
Char. (affectedly) You are always so silly, Mr.

Charles Baltimore,
Charles. Are you holding court herefor all those

good folks? I thought there was no harm in look-
ing in upon you, though I do belong to the other
side, (peeping.) Faith they are busy enough! mercy

c 4
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on us, whata clattering of trenchers !---How do you
like them? »

Char. Oh they are such savages! I’m sure if I
had not put lavender on my pocket handkerchief,
like Mama,I skculd have fainted away.

Charles. How can you talk offainting with cheeks
like two cabbageroses?

Char. Cabbageroses!
Charles. No, no—pest take it!—I mean the pret-

ty, delicate damask rose.
Char. La, now you are flattering me!
Charles. 1 am not indeed, Charlotte! you have

the prettiest---(peeping at the other room and stopping
short.)

Char. (eagerly) Thave the prettiest what!
Charles. Is that a venison pasty they have got

yonder!
Char. Poo, never mind !-—I have the prettiest

what?
Charles. Yes, I mean the most beautiful (peeping

again) By myfaith andsoit is a venifon pasty, and
a monstrous good smell it has!

(Exit hastily into the eating room.
Char. (looking after him.) What a nasty creature

he is! he has no more sense than one of our
pointers ; he’s always running after a good smell.

(Exit,
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’ SCENE II.

An open lane near a country town. Enter Baltimore,

whopasses halfway across the stage, and then stopping

suddenly, shrinks back.

Balt. Ha, it is him!—Ill turn and go another
way. (Turns hastily back again, and then stops short.)
No, no, he sha’n’t sce me avoiding him. [ll follow
Truebridge’s advice, and be civ:l to him.—(Eater
Freeman bowing with stiff civility) Good morning,
Sir.

Free. And the same to you, Mr. Baltimore: how
does your Lady do?

Balt. And your amiable lady, Mr. Freeman; she
is a great scholarI hear.

Free. (with hisface brightening up.) You are very
good to say so; she does indeed know some few
things pretty well ; and thoughwearerivals for the
present, why shouldn’t we act liberally and speak
handsomely of one another at the same time? Does
Mrs. Baltimore like pine-apples as well as she used
to do?

Balt. (shrinking back.) No she dislikes them very
much.

Free. Don’t say so now ! I believe you don’t like

me to send them to you,but if you would just send
over for them yourself when she wants them, I have
mountains of them at herservice.

Balt. (with a contemptuous smile.) Shall I senda
tumbrel for them to-morrow morning? (Free. draws
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back piqued.) But you are liberal to every body, Mr.
Freeman. I hope you and yourfriends have got
over the fatigues of your morning feast? You were
at it by times I hear.

Free. Yes, we have been busy in the eating and
drinking way to be sure. I don’t make speechesto
them, and fill their-heads withfine oratory ; I give

them from my plain stores what they like betters
Mr. Baltimore.

Balt. And what you can spare better, Mr. Free.
man. It is fortunate for both parties, that yourstores
are more applicable to the stomach than the head.

Free. It is better, at least, than flattering them
up with advertisements in the newspapers, about
their great dignity and antiquity, &c. I don’t spend
my moneyin feeding other people’s vanity.

Balt. No, certainly, Sir; charity begins at home;

and your own has, thank God! a very good appe-
tite,

Free. Pamper’d vanity is a better thing, perhaps,
than starved pride. Good morning, Sir. (Exit.

Balt. (looking after him.) See how consequentially
he walks now, shaking his long coat-skirts with that
abominable swing! I should detest my own brother
if he swung himself about after that manner.
Resemblance to him do they say! I could lock my-
self up in a cell, if I thought so, and belabour my
own shoulders with a cat-o’-ninetails.

(Enter Peter with one of his idle companions, and
starts back upon seeing Baltimore.)

Pet. (aside to his Com.) Pest take it! a body can

never be little comfortable in a sly way, but there
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is always somecross luck happens to him. Yon-
der is my master, and he thinks I am half a dozen
miles off with a letter that he gave me to Squire
Houndly. Stand before me, man; perhaps he’ll
go past. (skulking behind his Com.)

Balt. (seeing him.) What, you careless rascal,
are you here still, when I told you the letter was
of consequence tome? To have this stick broke
over your head is less than you deserve: where
have you been, sirrah ? (Holding up his stick in a
threatening manner.)

Pet. O Lord, your honour! if you fhould beat
me like stock fish I must e’en tell you the truth:

for as I past by the cat and bagpipes little while
ago, [could not help just setting my face in at
the door to see what they were all about; and there

I found sucha jolly company of Squire Freeman’s
voters, sitting round a bowl of punch, drinking
his liquors and laughing at his grandeur, and mak-
ing such a mockery of it, that I could not help

staying to makea little merry with them myself.
Balt. (Lowering his stick.) Art thou sure that

they laugh’d at him?---In his own inn, and over
his own liquor?

Pet. Ay, to be sure, your honour: what do

they care for that ? When he orders a hogfhead of
ale for them out of his own cellar, they cail it a
pack of lamb’s wool from the wool chamber.
Don’t they neighbour? (tipping the wink to his

companion.)
Com. Tobe fure they do.

 



2% THE ELECTION:

Balt. Ha, ha, ha! ungrateful merry varlets !--.

Well well! get thee along and be more expedi-

tious with my letters another time. (to himself as

he goes out.) Ha, ha! a good name for his ale truly.
(Exit.

Pet. 1 wonder he did not give me a litte money

now for sucha story as this. Howsomever,it has

saved my head from being broke.

Com. And that, I think is fully as muchasitis

worth. I wonder you an’t ashamed to behave with

solittle respect toagentleman and your own master.

Pet. Fiddle faddle with all that ! do you think

ene gets on the blind side of a man totreat him

with respect ? When I first came to live with Mr.

Baltimore, J must say I was woundily afraid of

his honour, but I know how to manage him now

well enough.

Com. I think thou dost, indeed. Who would

have thoughtit, that had seen what 2 bumpkin he

took thee from the plough’s tail, but a twelvemonth

ago, because he could not afford to hire any more
fine trained servants to wait upon him?

Pet. Nay, I wa’n’t such 2 simpleton as you took

me for neither, I was once before that very inti-

mate,in my fashion, with an old Squire of the North
Country, who was in love with his grand-daughter’s

dairy-maid. I warrant you I know well enough

how to deal with any body that has got any of them

strange fancies working within them, for as great a

bumpkin as you may take me to be; and if you

don’t see me, ere long time goes by, make a good
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penny of it too, I'll give you leave to call me 4

noodle. Come, away to the Blue-Posts again, and

have another glass, man. (Exeunt.)

SCENE III. Freeman’s “braryfitted up expenstvely

withfine showy books and book-cases, &Sc.&Sc. En
ter Freeman and Mrs, Freeman, speaking as they
enter.

Free. They sh’a’nt come again, then, since it

displeases you; but they all went away in such

good humour, it did my heart good to see them.
Mrs. F. Oh the Goths and the Huns! I believe

the smell of their nauseous tobacco will never leave
my nostrils. You don’t know whatI have suffered
to oblige you. To any body of delicacy and refine-
ment, it was shocking. I shall be nervous and lan-
guid fora month: But J don’t complain. You
know I do every thing cheerfully that can promote
your interest. Oh! I am quite overcome. (sits

down'languidly.)
Free. Indeed, my dear, I know you never com

plain, and I amsorry I have imposed such a task

upon your goodness. But the adversary gains
ground upon us, andif I do not exert myself, the
ancient interest of the Baltimore’s—the old preju-
dice of family, maystill carry the day.

Mrs. F. (starting up eagerly, and throwing aside gyi
her assumed Janguor.) ‘Ynat it sha’nt do if gold and

* activity can prevent it! Old prejudice of family!
Whohas a better right than yourself to serve for
the borough of Westown?
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Free. So you say, my dear ; and you are generally

in the right. But I don’t know; I don’t feel as if I

did altogether right in opposing Mr. Baltimore, in

his own person, in the very spot where his fa-

mily has so long presided. If he did not pro-

voke me---
Mrs. F. What, have you not got over these

scruples yet? Has notall the rancorous opposition

you have met with from him, wound you uptoa
higher pitch than this, Mr. Freeman? It has car-
ried you thro’ with manypetty struggles againsthis

proudwill already, and would you let him get the
better of you now ?

Free. (thoughtfully.) 1 could have wished to have
lived in peace with him.

Mrs. Free. Yes, if he would have suffered you.
Free. Ay, indeed, if he would have suffered

me. (musingfor some time.) Well, it is very extra-
ordinary this dislike which he seems to have taken
to me: it is inexplicable! I came into his neigh-
bourhood with the strongest desire to be upon good

terms with, nay to be upon the most friendly and
familiar footing with him; yet he very soon opposed
me in every thing. (walking up and down and then
stopping short.) 1 asked him to dine with me almost
every day, just as one would ask their oldest and
most intimate acquaintance; and he knew very
well I expected no entertainments in return, which
would have been a foolish expencein his situation,
for I took care in the handsomest manner tolet
him understand as much.

—
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Mrs. F. Well well, never trouble your head about
that now; but think how you may be revenged
upon him.

Free. Tho’ his fortune was reduced, and I in

possession of almost all the estates of the Balti-
mores, of more land, indeed, than they ever posses-
sed, I was always at pains to assure him that I re-
spected him as much as the richest man in the

county; and yet, I cannot understandit, the more
friendly and familiar { was with him, the more vi-
sibly his aversion to me increased. It is past all
comprehension!

Mrs. F. Don’t trouble yourself about that now.
Free. Vm sure I was ready upon every occasion

to offer him my very best advice; and, after the

large fortune I have acquired, I may be well sup-
posed to be no novice in many things.

Mrs. F. O he has no sense of obligations.
Free. Ay, and knowing how narrow his incomeis

in respect to the stile of living he has been ac-
customed to; when company came upon him un-
expectedly, have I not sent and offered him every
thing in my house, even to the best wines in my
cellars, which he has pettishly and absurdly refused ?

Mrs. F. O he has no gratitude in him!
Free. lf I had been distant, and stood upon the

reserve with him, there might have been some cause.
Well, it is altogether inexplicable!

Mrs. F. Ym sure it is not worth while to think

so much aboutit.
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Free. Ah, but I can’t help thinking! Have I not

made the ground round his house, as well as my

own, look like a well-weeded garden? I have cut

down the old gloomy trees ; and where he used to

see nothing from his windows but a parcel of old

knotted oaks shaking themselves in the wind, he

nowlooks upontwo hundred rood of the best hot-

walls in the North of England, besides two new

summer-houses and a green-house.

Mr:. F. O he has no taste!

Free. The stream which I found running thro’

the woods, as shaggy and as wild asif it had been in

a desert island, and the foot of man never marked

upon its banks, I have straightened, and levelled,

and dressed,till the sides of it are as nice as a bowl-

ing-green.

Mrs. F. He has no more taste than a savage,
that’s certain. However, you must allow that he

wants some advantages which you possess: his wife
is a woman of norefinement.

Free. 1 don’t know what you mean by refine-

ment: She don’t sing Italian and play upon the
harp, I believe; but she is a very civil, obliging,
good, reasonable woman.

Mrs. F. (contemptuously.) Yes, she is a very civil,
obliging, good, reasonable woman. I wonder how

some mothers can neglect the education of their
children so! If she had been my daughter, I should
have made a very different thing of her, indeed.

Free. 1 doubt nothing, my dear, of your goodin-
structions and example. But here comes Jenkison,
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Enter Jenkison.
How, now, Jenkison? things go on prosperously

I hope.
¥en. Sir, 1 am concerned---or, indeed, sorry---

that is to say, I wish I could have the satisfaction to
say that they do.

Free. What say you? sorry and satisfied? You
are asmooth spoken man, Mr. Jenkison, but tell
me the worst atonce, I thought I had been pretty
sure of it asthe poll stood this morning.

Fen. It would have given me great pleasure, Sir,

to have confirmed that opinion; but unfortunately
for you, and unpleasantly for myself --- ---

Free. Tut, tut, speak faster, man! Whatis it?
Jen. An old gentleman from Ensford, who for-

merly received favours from Mrs. Baltimore’s father,
has come many a mile across the country, out of
pure good will, to vote for him, with ten or twelve
distant voters at his heels; and this, I am free to

confess, is a thing that was never taken into ourcal-
culation,

Free. That was very wrong tho': we should
have taken every thing into our calculation. Shall
J lose it, think you? I would rather lose ten thou-
sand pounds.

Mrs. F. Yes, Mr. Freeman, that is spoken like

yourself,
Fen, Asmaller sum than that, J am almost sure---

that is to say, I think I may have the boldness te
promise, would secure it to you.

Free. How so?
Vou. I, D
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¥e. Mr. Baltimore, you know, has many un-

pleasant claims upon him.

Free. Debts, you mean: but what of that?

Jen. Only that I can venture to assure you, many

of his creditors would have the greatest pleasure in

life in obliging me. And when you have bought

up their claims, it will be a. very simple matterjust

to have him laid fast for alittle while. The dis-

grace of thatsituation will effectually prevent the

last days of the poll from preponderating in his fa-

vour. It is the easiest thing in the world.

Free. (shrinking back from him.) \s that your

scheme? O fie, fie! the rudest tongued lout in

the parish would have blushed to proposeit.

Mrs. F. If there should be no other alternative?

Free. Let me lose it then! To be a Memberof

Parliament, and not an honest man! O fie,fie, fie!

(walking up and down much disturbed.)
¥en. To be sure---indeed it must be confessed,

gentlemen havedifferent opinions on these subjects;

and I am free to confess, that I have great pleasure,

upon this occasion, in submitting to your better
judgment. Andnow,Sir, 2s Lamsorry to be under

the necessity of hurrying away from you upon an
affair of some consequence to ryself, will you
have the goociness to indulge me with a few mo-
ments attention, just whilst | mention to you wast

I have done in regard to Southerncewn church
yard? |

Free. Well, it 1s my duty to attend to that.
Have you ordered a hindsome monument to be pt
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up to my father’s memory? Ay, to the memory
of John Freeman, the weaver. They reproach me
with being the son of a mechanic; but I will shew
them that I am not ashamed of my origin. Ay,
every soul of them shall read it if they please,
“ erected to his memory by his dutiful son,” &c.

Fen. Yes, Sir, I have ordered a properstone, with
a neat plain tablet of marble,

Free. A plain tablet of marble! that is not what
I meant. ll haveit a large and a handsomething,
with angels, and trumpets, and death’s heads upon
it, and every thing that a good handsome monu-

ment ought to have. Do you think [ have made
a fortune like a prince to have myfather’s tomb-
stone put off with a neat plain tablet?

Mrs. F. Now, my dear, you must allow me to
know rather more in matters of taste than your-
self, and I assure you plain tablet is the genteelest
and handsomest thing that can be put upon it.

Free. Is it?
Mrs. F. Indeed is it, And as for the inscrip-

tion about his dutiful son and all that, J think

it would be more respectful to have it put into
Latin.

Free. Very well; if it is but handsome enough
1 don’t care; so pray, Jenkison, write again, and
desire them to put a larger tablet, and to get the
Curate to makethe inscription, with as much Latin
init as he can conveniently put together. {should
be glad likewise, if you would write to the Vicar of
Blackmorton to send metheregister of my baptism:

2D %
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I shall want it by and by,on account of some family
affairs.

Fen. I shall have the greatest pleasure in obeying
your commands. Good day! (Exit.

fee. Where 1s the state of the poll, and the list

of che .utstanding voters?
airs. F. Come to my dressing-room, and I'l!

siuwyou exactly how every thing stands. You
won’t surely give up yourpointfor a little—

Free. What do you meanto say?
Mrs. F. Nothing—nothingatall. (Exeunt.

SCENEIII. Baltimore’s house. Enter Baltimore,

followed by David, and speaking as he enters.

Balt. And so the crowd gave three cheers when

good old Humphries tottered up to the hust-
ings to give his vote, as he declared, for the grand-
son ofhis old benefactor, Mr. Legender Baltimore?
I should have liked to have seen it.

Dav. O, your honour, they gave three such
hearty cheers! and old goody Robson clapped

her poor withered hands till the tears run over
her eyes.

Balt. Did she so? She shall be remembered for
this! I saw her little grandson running about the
other day barefooted---he si:c!] run about barefoot-
ed no longer.---And so myfriends begin to wear a
bolder face upon it?

Dav. Yes, Sir, they begin to look main pert upon
it now.
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Balt. Well, David, and do thou look pert upon

it too. There’s somethingfor thee. (gives Aim mo-

ney. A noise of leughing heard without.) Who is that

without? is it not Peter’s voice? Ho, Peter!

Enter Peter followed by Nai.

Whatwere you laughing at there?

Pet. (with a broadgrin) Only, Sir, at Squire Free-

man, he, he, he! who was riding up the Back-lane,

a little while ago, on his new crop-eared hunter, as

fast as he could canter, with all the skirts of his

coat flapping about him, for all the world uke a

clucking hen upon a sow’s back,he,he, he!

Balt. (with hisface brightening) ‘Yhou art phea-

sant, Peter; and what then?

Pet. When just turning the corner, your ho-

nour, as it might be so, my mother’s brown calf,

bless its snout! I shall love it for it as longas I live,

set its face through the hedge, and said “ Mow \”

Balt. (eagerly.) And he fell, did he?

Pet. O Lord, yes, your honour! into.a goodsoft

bed of ail the rotten garbage of the village.

Balt. And yousaw this, did you?

Pet. O yes, your honour, as plain as the nose on

my face.

Balt. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! and youreally saw it?

David aside to Nat. I wonder my master can de-

mean himself so as to listen to that knave’s tales:

}’m sure hewas proud enough once.

Balt. (still laughing.) You really saw it?

Pet, Ay, your honour, and many more than me

saw it. Didnt they Nat.?

DS
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Balt. And there were a numberof people to look
at him too?

Pet. O! your honour, all the rag tag of the pa-
rish were grinning at him. Wa’nt they Nat.?

Balt. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! this is excellent! ha,

ha, ha! He would shake himself but ruefully be-
fote them (still laughing violently.)

Pet. Ay, Sir, he shook the wet straws and the

withered turnip-tops from his back. [t would have
done your heart good to have seen him.

Dav. Nay, you know well enough, you do,that
there is nothing but a bank of dry sand in that
corner (with some indignation to Pet.)

Balt. (impatiently to David.) Poo, silly fellow!
it is the dirtiest nook in the village.---And he rose
and shook himself, ha, ha, ha! (laughing still vio-

fently.) I did not know that thou wert such a hu-
mourousfellow, Peter. Here is money for thee to
drink the brown calf’s health. ,

Pet. Ay, your honour, for certain he shall have

a noggen.
Dav. (aside) To think newthat he should de-

mean hirnself so!
Eater Airs. Baltiniore.

Mrs. B. (aside to Balt.) Mr. Freeman is at the
door: should you wish to receive him? I hurried
to give you netice. Will it be disagreeable to you?

Balt. O, not at all. Let him in byall means!
(to the servants) Lamat home.  [Evxewnt servants.
Mrs. B. Now, this is as it should be, my dear

Baltimore. I like to see you in this good temper
of mind.
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Balt. Say no more about that. Things goon

prosperously with me at present: there is a gleam

of sunshine thrown across us.

Enter Freeman and Charles Baltimore.

(To Free.) Good morning, Sir: a very good

morning to you.
Free. 1 thank you, Mr. Baltimore. You see I

take, notwithstandingall that is going on between

us at present, the liberty of a neighbour.

Balt. (smiling.) O, no apology, Sir! Iam very

glad to see you. This isa fine morningfor riding

on horseback, Mr. Freeman: I hope you have en-

joyed it.
_ Free. (aside to Char.) How gracious he is! We

are certainly come in a lucky moment.

Char. He is ina monstrous good humourcer-

tainly ; now is the time to manage him. (aside to
Free.)

Free. I am much obliged to you, Sir, for this

good neighbourly reception; and I fiatter myself

you will think Lam come on a neighbourly visit

too,

Balt. O certainly, Sir, but let us talk a little more

this fine morning; it is really a very fine morning

for riding on horseback: How does your crop-

eared hunter do ?
Free. Eating his oats, I dare say very content-

edly. AJjl my horses are pretty well off: I buy
the best oats in the country for them, and I
pay the best price for them too. They are not

to be sure so well lodged as they will be. My

D4
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architect has just given me in his plan for my new
stables: two i20usand poundsis the estimate, and

I suppose I must allow him to go alittle beyond it,
to have every thing handsome and complete. That
is my way. Will you look at the plan ? (taking a

planfrom his pocket.)
Balt. (drawing back with disgust.) 1 have no taste

for architecture.
Free. That is a pity now,for it is really a com-

plete thing. By the bye, are not you going to do
something to the roof of youroffices soon? They’ll
be down about you ears presently, and the longer
you delay that job, the heavier it will be when it
comes. (aside to Charles, on seeing Balt. bite his lips

and turn awayfrom hin) What is the matter with
him now?

Char. (aside) Only alittle twitching at his heart :
it willsoon beoff again.

Mrs. Balt. (aside to Bait.) For Heaven’s sake
don’t let this discompose you; his absurdity makes
me laugh.

Balt. (aside.) Does it? I did not see you laugh.
Well, Lam fool to mind it thus. (goingup to Free.
with affected good himour.) 1 am glad to hear your
horses are to be lodged in a manner suitable to

their owner’s dignity. But you are the best horse-
man too, as well as the best horse-master in the
county, though your modesty prevents you from
talking ofit.

Free. O dear. Sir! Tam but middling in that way.

Salt, Pray don’t let vour difidence wrong you.
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What do you jockeys reckon the best way of ma-
naging a fiery mettled steed, when a browncalf sets
his face through the hedge, and says “ Mow?”

Free. Ha, ha, ha! faith you must ask yourfriend
Mr. Saunderson that question. His crop-eared
horse has thrown him in the lane little while ago,
and he has some experience in the matter. As
for myself, [have the rheumatism in my arm, and
I have not been on horseback for a week. (Balt,

looks mortified and disappointed.)
Mrs. B. (to Free.) Heis not hurt, [hope ?
Free. No, Madam; he mounted again and rode

on.
Char. It was no fault of the horse’s neither, if

the goose had but known howtosit on his back,
Hehas as good blood in him as anyhorse in---

Free. No, no, Charles! not nowif you please.
(going up frankly to Balt.) And now, Sir, that we
have had ourlittle laugh together, and it isa long
time, it must be confessed, since we have had a joke

together---ha, ha, ha! I like a little joke with a
friend as well as any man---ha, ha, ha!

Balt. (retreating as Free, advances.) Sir.
Free. But some how you have been too ceremo-

nious with me, Mr. Baltimore, and I’m sure I have
always wish’d you to consider me as a neighbour,
that would be willing to do you a kindoffice, or
lend you or any of your family a lift at any time.

(still advancingfamiliarly to Balt.)
Balt. (still retreating.) Sir, you are very gracious.

free. Soas I said, since we have had our little
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joke together, I’ll make no more preface aboutit,
my good neighbour. (sti advancing as Balt. re-

treats, till he gets him close to the wall, and then,

putting out his hand to take hold of him by the
buttons, Balt. shrinks to one side and puts up his

arm to defend himself.)
Bak. (hastily) Sin, there 1s no button here!

(recovering himself, andpointing i: @ statcl; mannerto a

chair.) Do me the honour, Sir, to be seated, and

then I shall hear what you have to say.
Free. (offended.) No, Sir, 1 perceive that the

shorter I make myvisit here the more acceptable
it will be; Ishall therefore say what [ have to say,
upon mylegs. (assuming couseguexce.) Sir, T have by

myinterest, and some small degree of infiuence
which I believe I may boast of possessing in the
country, procured the nomination of a young man,

to a creditable and advantageous appointment in

the East Indies. If ycu have no objection, 12stow
it upon yourrelation, here, Mr. Charles Baltimore,

of whomI havea very good opinion.
Balt. Sir, 1 am at a loss to conceive how you

should take it into your head to concern yourself in
the affairs of my family. If Mr. Charles Baltimore
chooses to consider himself as no longer belonging
to it, he may be glad of your protection.

Mis. B. My dear Mr. Baltimore, how strangely
you take up this matter! Indeed, Mr. Freeman, you
are very good: and pray don’t belicve that we are
all ungrateful,
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Balt. (angrily to Charles.) And you have chosen
a patron, have you !

Char. Ym sure I did not think---I’m sure I
should be very glad---I’m sure I don’t know what
to do.

Free. Good morning, Madam: I take myleave.
(slightly to Balt.) Good morning. . (Exit.

Char. Ym sure I don’t know what to do.
Mrs. B. Whatever you do, I hope you will have

“the civility, at least, to see that worthy man down
stairs, and thank him a hundred times over for his

goodness.
Char. That I will. (Exit hastily,
Mrs. B. Oh, Baltimore! how could youtreat

any body so, that came to you with offers of kind-
ness ?

Balt. (striding up and down.) What would you
have had me do? what would you have had me do,
Madam? His abominable fingers were within two
inches of my nose.

Mrs. B. Oh, Baltimore, Baltimore!

Balt. Leave me, Madam! (Exit Mrs. B. cevk
her handkerchief to her eyes.)

(He still strides up and down ; then stopping sud-
dently to listen.)

He’s not gone yet! [hear his voice still! That
fool, with some cursed nonsenceor other, is detain-

ing him still in the hall! It is past all endurance!
Whowaits there?

Enter Peter,
What, dost thou dare to appear before me with
that serpent’s tongue of thine, sloughed over with
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ties® You dare to bring your stories to me, do

you? (shaking him violently by the collar.)
Pet. Oh! mercy, mercy, your honour! I’m sure

it was no fault of mine that it was not ’Squire Free-
man that fell. I’m sure I did all I could to make
it him,

Bait. Do what thou can’st now,then, to save thy

knave’s head from the wall. (throwing Peter vio-
dently from him, after shaking him well; and exit
into an initer room, flapping the door behind him
wit.) great force.)

Pet. (after looking ruefully and scratching hts head
jor some time.) Well, I sees plainly enough that a
body who tells lies should look two or three ways
en every side of him before he begins. (Exit very

ruefully.)

END OF THE SECOND ACT.
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ACT If.

SCENE I. Mrs. Baltimore’s dressing-room. She is
discovered sitting by a table, looking over papers.

Mrs. BALTIMORE.

Wi t, I have thesatisfaction to find that my
personal expences, for this last year, have been

very moderate; but I am resolved they shall be
still more contracted, Though ruin, [ fear, cannot
be averted, yet, when it does come, I can lift up my

unblushing head, and say “ this is no work of
mige.” No foolish debts of mycontracting, Balti-
more, shall add to the numberof those claims that
already so gallingly press upon your proud and irri-
table mind; and which, perhaps, will, in the end,

drive you from the long and fondly retained habi-
tation of your forefathers. (/eans tensively upon hex

armfor some time, then continues to look over
more papers.)

Enter Charles, with a slow sauntering step.
Char. Let me see what o’clock it is now. What

says my watch to it now? (looking at his watch) Pest
take it! it is but ten minutes since I look’d last ;

and I could have sworn it was as good three quar-
ters, or, at least, half an hour, as ever clock tick’d,
or ever sand-glass ran. [yawning and stretching him-
se/f.) Ah! I find it has been but half an hour of a

 



46 THE ELECTION:

weary man’s reckoning, whostill sees two longlong
periods ycleped hours, lying between him andhis
dinner, like a dreary length of desert waste before
the promised land. (yawning and stretching again.)
Myfishing tackle is all broke and destroyed, and
Squire Sapling has borrowed my pointer. I have
sat shaking my legs upon the corn-chest,till every
horse in the stable is rubbed down, and the groom,
happy dog ! has gone with his broom in his hand,

to sweep out the yard and the kennel. O dear! O
dear! O dear! What shall I do?

Mrs. B. (risingfrom the table.) Poor man! pity
you with ail my heart; but I do think I could con-
trive to find employment for you,if you are inclined
to it.

Char. Yes, Yes! I am inclined to it! Idleness

is tiresome enough, God wot! I am inclined toit,

be whatit will. But what is it tho’? Have you
any skanes of thread to wind ?

Mrs. B. No, something better than that,
Charles.

Char. What, card boxesto paste?
Mrs. B. Something better than that too.
Char. Poetry or advertisements to cut out of the

news-paper?

Mrs B. No, no, something better thanall these.
Char, (eagerly.) It is some new employment

then,
Mrs. B. Yes, Charles, a very new one indeed.

What would you think of taking up a book and
teading an hourbefore dinner?

9
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Char. (disappointed.) Pshaw! is that your fine

employment? I thought I was really to have

something todo. ‘I'll e’en go to the village again,

and hear stories from old Margery, about the elec-

tion and the old family grandcurof the Baltimores.

Mrs. B. Nay, don’t put such an affront upon

my recommendation. Dotake up this book, and

try, for once in yourlife, what kind of a thing reac-

ing quietlyfor an hour to one’s self may be. [ as-

sure you there are many goodstories in it, and you

will get somelittle insight into the affairs of man-

kind, by the bye.
Char. No, no; no story read, can ever be like a

story told by a pair of moving lips, and their two
lively assistants the eyes, looking it to youall the
while, and supplying every deficiency of words.

Mrs. B. But try it, only try it. You can’t sure-
ly be so ungallant as to refuse me. (Gives him «

book.)

Char. Well then, since it must be so, shew me

where to begin. Some people, when they open a

book, can just pop upon a good thing at once, and
be diverted with it ;: but I don’t know howit is,
whenever [ open a book, I can light upon nothing

but long dry prefaces and dissertations; beyond
which, perhaps, there maylie, at last, some plea-

sant story, likea little picture closet, at the end of
a long stone gallery, orlike a little kernel, buried
ina great mountain of shells and of husks. { would
not take the trouble of coming at it, for all that

one gets,
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Mys.B. You shall have no trouble at all. There

is the place to begin at. Sit down, then, and make

no more objections. (points out the place, and
returns to her papers again.)

(Charles sits down with 13 book: reads a little

with one arm Gas:nge over the back of the
chair; then changes his position, and reads q
Kittle while with the ctier avin over the back of

the chair, thea changes his position again, and,
after rubbing his legs with his book hand, conti.

sues to rece a little more , then he stops, and

brushes some dust off his breeches with his ele
bow.)

Mrs. B. (chservizg him, and smiling.) How does
the reading go on?

Char. Oh, pretty well; I shall finish the page
presently. (he reads a little louger, stillfidgeting
about, aud then starting up from his seat.) By the
bye, that hound of a shoemakerhas forgot to send

home my new boots. J must go and seeafter
them.

Mis. B. What could possibly bring your boots
into your mindat this time, I wonder?

Char. It is no wonderat all; for wheneverI be-
ein to read, and that is notoften, I confess, all the
little odd things that have siip:'d out of my head
fora month, are sure to come intc it then. I must

see after the bouts tho’,

Mrs. B, Not just now,

Char. This very moment. ‘Chere is no time to
be lost. I must haye them to-morrow atall events.
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Good bye to you. (looking to the window, as he
passes on towards the door.) Ha! there comes visitor
for you.

Mrs. B. Whoisit ?
Char. It is Charlotte Freeman, walking very de-

murely, because she is within sight of the windows.
Mrs. B. Yam sorry she is come. I have desired

the servants to say lam from home. It is unplea-
sant to Mr. Baltimore to see any part of that family,
and I have promised no, no, I have you

must go to enquire after your boots, you say. (4
gentle tap at the door.) comein.

Enter Charlotte.

Charl. (going up affectionately to Mrs. B.) ¥ thought
you would let me in. (curtseys affectedly to Charles.)

Mrs. B. Did the servants .
Chart. 1 saw no servantsat all. I stole in by the

little door of the shrubbery; for I did not like to go
in by the great gate, lest I should meet Mr. Balti-
more; and he always looksso strangely at me-=-But
I beg pardon : I see I hurt you bysayingso.
Mrs. B. Have you walk’d far this morning?
Charl. Only so far to see you; for you seem’d

unwell when I saw youlast, and I could not be hap-
py ’till I inquired after you.

Mrs. B. Youare very good, my dear Charlotte,
I am very well.

Charl. (observing her embarrass’d.) 1 fear 1 come
unseasonably.

Char. O, no! We were just wishing for some
good girl to come to us; and when you go home

again, I shall have the honourof attending you.
Vou, II, E
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Charl. (affectedly.) No, I thank you, there is nd
occasion ; I know my wayvery well.

Char. But I can shew you a better way, where
there are fine sloes and blackberries on the hedges,
if you have a mind to gather any. Eating such
sweet fruit puts people into good humour, and
cures them of affectation.

Charl. (disdainfully.) 1 don’t know what you
mean, Sir, by your sloes and your blackberries, but
I suppose you want to shew methe place where you

cropt your black puppy’s ears the other day, and
had yourfingers well bit for your pains. I wonder
whether you or the puppy were in the best humour
upon that occasion.

Char. Faith, the puppy and I were very much
the better for a piece of your flounced furbelow,
which we found upon the hedge, to bind up our
woundsfor us. For you have a great sense of jus-
tice, Miss Freeman; you never take any thing off
the bushes, without leaving something in return.

Charl. And you, too, Mr. Charles, are a gentle-

man of gteat honesty ; for you would not take a
bit of the poor «log’s ears off, without leaving a bit
of your own fingers in his mouth as an equiva~
lent.

Mrs. B. How comes it that you twoare always
quarrelling, and yet always coming in one another’s
way? (to Char.) You forget: you must go and
see after your boots.

Char. O! I can go to-morrow morning.
Mrs. B. But there is not a moment to belost ¢

you must have them atall events, you know. Noy
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ho; no lingering here: it is an errand of necessity,
(pointing to the door.) (Exit Char. unwillingly.)

Charl. 1’m glad you have sent him away,heis so
forward and so troublesome. Perhaps I am little
so myselfjust now. If Iam, don’t make any cere-
mony of sending me off: for I see, my dear Mrs.
Baltiinore, yourspirits are not so goad as they used
to be. O! if I could doanything to cheer them!

(Looking wistfully at her.)
Mrs. B. I thank you, my goodgirl! you are not

at all troublesome: you ate very pleasant to me;

and if it depended upon myself, I should like that
we were often together.

Charl. (taking her hand warmly.) Should you?
Well, and if it depended upon me,I should beal-

ways with you. I should go wherever you went,
and do whatever you did; and wear the same caps
and gowns that you wear, and lookjust as like you
as I could. It is a sad thing that I can get to you
so seldom, with those eternal lessons at home, and

Mr. Baltimore’s stern looks, which almost frighten
me when I come here. Do you know I haveoften
thought of writing to you, but then I don’t know
what to say. It is strange, now! I knowladies,
who love one another, write such long letters to
one another every day, and yet I don’t know what
to say.

Mrs. B. And I have known, my dear Charlotte,
ladies who did not love one another, do just the.

same thing.
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Charl. Have you, indeed? La, that is wonderfil !

But don’t you very often write long letters to the
friends you love most?

Mrs, B. Indeed I don’t write very often, nor
very long letters to any body; and yet I have some
friends whom I very dearly love: |

Charl. (taking Mrs. B’s. hand and skipping about
her.) O! Tamso glad te hear that! I thoughtall
dear friends wrote toe one another every day, and
that every body knew what to say but myself.---
When I am with Mama, I think it will be sodif-

ficult to become amiable and accomplished, as I
ought to be, that I am quite discouraged ; but
when I am with you, it appears so pleasant and so
easy, that I am put quite into good spirits again.-~
But, no, no! I do every thing so clumsily! and you
do every thing so well!

Mrs. B. Don’t be so diffident of yourself, Char-

lotte: remember you are but fifteen, and I amfour-
and-twenty:

Charl. { wonder how I shall look when I am four-
and-twenty. I’m sure, notwithstanding all the
pains both Mama and my Governess take with me,
{ don’t think I look very well at present.

Mrs. B. Nay, my good Charlotte, you look very
well always, when you don’t attempt to look too
well. I hope to see you turn outa very agreeable
woman.

Charl. Do you think so? Iam to go to public
places with Mama next winter; and I have over-
heard her and my Governess whispering together

5
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as if I should have admirers coming about methen,
But I don’t think I shall. Do you think so?

Mrs. B. (smiling.) Indeed, I can’t say: perhaps
you may, and it 1s possible you may not; but the
Jess you think of them, the moreyou will probably
have. »

Charl. Ym sure J think very little about them.

Andyet I can’t help fancying to myself sometimes,
how I shall behave to them.

Mrs. B. Ah! that is but a poor way of employ-
ing your fancy. Don’t think too much about
admirers; they won’t admire you the moreforthat.

Charl. But | won’t let them know that I think

about them.
Mrs. B. But they will find it out.

Charl. Ha! but I will hold myself very high in-
deed, and not seem to care a farthing for one of

them.
Mrs. B. But they will find it out nevertheless.
Charl. I’m sure I have heard that the young men

now-a’-days are no great conjurers.
Mrs. B. That may be yery true; but they are

all conjurers enoughto find that out, though better
things should escape their penetration.

Mrs. B. (with some alarm.) 1 hear Mr, Baltimawe
coming.

Charl. You seem uneasy, Will he be angry ta

find me here?

Mrs. B. (much embarrassed.) He will be surprised,
perhaps ; but he won’t comehere---he is only pass-
ing to the library, I hope.

B 3
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Charl, Ha! but he is coming though! ( creeping
behind Mrs. B.) Heis just at the door. [ will
hide myself behind the open door of this cabinet,
and do you stand before metill he goes away.

(She skulks behind the doorofan cpencabinet,andMrs,

B. stands up close by her to conceal her completely.)
Enter Baltimore.

Balt. The tide is running against me again; and
even my ownold servants, I have learnt, at this mo-

ment, are swilling themselves at the Cat and Bag-
pipes, with the damn’dale and roast-beef of mine
adversary. I am going to my attorney immedi-

ately ; if any person on business should call in my
absence, detain himtill i return.

Mrs. B. Certainly. I wish you a pleasant ride,
I think [ shall take a little ramble presently, but
shall leave your orders with the servants.

Balt. No, don’t go out just now, I beg it of you.
That little affected jade of Freeman’s is prowling
about ; and I have already confessed to you, that it

disturbs me to see you together.
Mrs. B. Ah'! you are prejudiced : you talk with-

out knowing her. She is a sweet tempered, kind
hearted girl, and nature meant her for something
very different from what she appears to be. (Char-

lotte behind, catches hold of AIrs. B’s hand and
kisses it.)

Balt. Yes, nature meantherfor a clumsy---

li‘rs, B. Pray don’t delay going to your attor-
ney !
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Balt. A clumsy hoiden only ; and, under the

tuition of her ridiculous mother, she assumes all

the delicate airs of a fine lady.
Mrs. B. Well, well, go to your attorney: it is

all very harmless.

Balt. Well, well, it is all very harmless, if you

will; andI have laughed at a thousand little af-

fected fools, nearly as absurd as herself. But when

L see those broad features of her father, stamped so

strongly by nature upon her common-place coun-

tenance, pretending to wear the conscious impor-

tance of superior refinement, it provokes me beyond

all patience that you should be so intimate with

her.

Mrs. B. She is a girl that will very much im-

prove by any reasonable intimacy, and will very

soon becomelike the people she 1s with.
Balt. Very well, let her be as little with you,

then, and as much with her own foolish absurd

mother as possible; and the more ridiculous they

both are, the greater pleasure I shall have in seeing

them any where but in your company. I assure

you Ihave no wish to reformthem. It is one of

the few consolations I receive in my intercourse

with this man, to see him connected with such a

couple of fools.

Mrs. B. O Baltimore! for heaven’s sake stay

no longerhere!
Balt, Pray what is the meaning of this? are you

in your senses?

z 4
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Mrs. B. Scarcely, indeed, while you remainhere,
and talk thus. |

- Balt. What, dces it affect you to this pitch,
then? Are you attached to that girl ?

Mrs. B, Indeed Lam. (Charl. behind, catches Mrs,
B’s hand again, and kisses it very gratefully.)

Balt. Well, Madam ; I see plainly enough the.

extent of your attachment to me. (walking up and
down vehemently.) Methinks it should have beenof-

fensive to youeven to have strokedthe very earsofhis
dog. Andthat excrescence, that wart, that tadpole,
that worm from the adder’s nest which I abhor.

Mrs. B, For heayen’s sake go away! youkill,
you distract me! -

Balt. Yes, yes, Madam, I see plainly enough
I am married to a woman who takes no commonin:

terest, who owns no sympathy with myfeelings.
(He turns upon his heel in anger to go away, whilst

Charlotte springs from her hiding place, andslip-
. ping softly after him, makes a motion with her

foot as if she wouldgive him a kick in the going

out ; upon which Balt. turns suddenly round and

sees her. She stops short quite confounded: and

he, glancing a look of indignation at his wife,
jixes his eyes sternly upon Charlotte, who,recoiling
Jrom him step by step as he sternly frowns upoy
her, throws herself at last upon Mrs. B’s neck,

aiid bursts into tears. Balt. then turns upon his

heel angrily and exit.)
Cuarl. (sobbing.) I shall never be able to look up

“gain as long as I live. There never was any body
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like me; for, always when I wish to behave best,
something or other comes across me and I expose
myself, I shall be so scorn’d and laught at!---Pll
never enter this house any more---Oh! oh! oh!

Somedevil put it into my head, and I could not
help it. Tll go home again, and never comea vi-
siting any more.---Oh! oh! oh! Iam so disgraced!

Mrs. B. Be comforted, my dear Charlotte! It

was buta girl’s freak, and nobody shall know any
thing of it. But, indeed, you had better go home.

Charl. Yes, Vl go home and never return here
any more. But, oh, my dear Mrs. Baltimore, don’t
despise me!

Mrs. B. No, my dear girl, I love you as much
as ever.

Charl. Do you indeed, And yet I must not
come to youagain. OQ, IJ shall wander every morn-
ing on the side of the little stream that divides
your grounds frem ours; and if I could but see you

sometimes on the opposite side, calling over to me,
J should be happy! It is so good in you to say that
you love me; for [shall never love myselfany more.

—— (Exeunt Mrs. B. soothing and comforting Charl.
as they go off.)

SCENE II. 4 small anti-room in Freeman’s house.

Enter Mrs. Freeman with letters in her hand.

Mrs. Free. (holding out her letters.) Pretty well,
J think, for one day’s post. I should write to my
dear Mrs. Languish too, if my extracts from Pe-
trach were ready,
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Enter Governess in great haste.
Gov. O dear, Madame! I don’t know what ting

I shall do wit Miss Freeman.
Airs. Free. What is the matter?

Gov. She come in, since a verylittle time from

her walk, and I believe she be to see MadameBal-

timore too, as drooping and as much outofspirit

as a pair of ruffles wid de starch out of dem; and
she sit down so (imitating her.) quite frompish, and
won’t read her lesson to me, though I speak all de
good wordsto her dat I can.

Mrs. Free. Well, go to her again, and I’ll follow
you immediately, and speak to her myself.

(£xit Governess,

(Mrs. Free. after putting up her letters very lei-
surely, and looking at one or two of them, goes

out.)

SCENE If. Charlotte is discoyered sitting in a
disconsolate posture, on a lowstool in the middle of the

room ; the Governess standing by her, endeavouring
to soothe and coax her, whilst she hitches awayfrom
her fretfully, pushingher stool towards thefront of

the stage every time the Governess attempts to soothe
her.

Gov. Do be de good young lady, now, and read
over your lesson.

Charl. Can’t you let me alone for a moment?

I’m not in a humourjust now.
Gov. You be inde humours, but in de bad hu-

mours, I see. I will put you in de good hue
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mours, Look here! Fal, lal, de laddy, daddy (sing-

ingfantastically.) Why don’t you smile, Miss? You

love dat air, don’t you? (putting her hand soothingly

on Charlotte’s shoulder, and grinning in herface.)

Charl. (shaking off her hand impatiently, turning her

back to her, and sitting on the other side of the stool.)
I don’t like it a bit.

Gov. O, but you do! And den de pretty steps
I shew’d you: if you would read yourlesson, now,
weshould dance dem togeder. (singing and dancing
some French steps fantastically.) Why don’t you look
at me? Don’t it amuse you, Miss?

Charl. What amusement is it to me, do you

think, to see a pair of old fringed shoes clattering
upon the boards ?

Gov. (shrugging her shoulders.) Mon Dieu! she
has no taste for any of de elegancies. (putting her
hand upon Charlotte’s shoulder coaxingly.) But if you
don’t speak well de French and write well de
French, de pretty fine gentlemans won’t admire
you.

Charl. (shaking off her hand again, and turningfrom
her to sit on the other side of the stool.) And what do
I care for de pretty fine gentlemans, or de pretty
fine ladies either? I wish there was not such a
thing in the world as either of them. |

Gov. (casting up her eyes.) Mon Dieu! She wish
us all out of de world.

Charl. Vm sure I should live an easier life than

I do, if there was not---
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Enter Mrs. Freeman.

Mrs. Free. What freak is this you have takenin.
to your head, Miss Freeman, not to read with

Ma’moiselle. It won't do, I assure you, to follow

your own whimsies thus. You must study regu-
larly and diligently, 1f you would ever become
an elegant and accomplished woman.

Char/. Vm sure I shall never becomeeitherele-

gant or accomplished. Why need I scrawl versions
eternally, and drum upon the piano-forte, and
draw frightful figures till my fingers ache, and
make my very life irksome to me, when I know

very well I shall never be better than a poor heed-
less creature, constantly forgetting and exposing
myself, after all? I know very well I shall never be
either elegant or accomplished,

Mrs. Free. Why should you suppose so? there
is no merit in being too diffident.

Gov. You should not tink so poor of yourself,
Miss. You come on very well. Several ladysay
dat you are becomeso like to mein all deairs, and
de grace, and de manners, dat you are quite odder
ting dan you were,

Charl. No wonder, then, that they laugh at me.
Gov. (casting up her eyes.) Mon Dieu! She is

mad ! shall I shut her up in her chamber?
Mrs. Free. Stop a little, if you please: she does

not speak altogether from the purpose neither.
Come, come, Miss Freeman: rouse yourself up,

and have some laudable ambition: the distinction
of elegant accomplishments is not to be obtained
without industry and attention,
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Charl. 1 -wish I were with some of the wild
people that run in the woods, and know nothing
about accomplishments! I know [shall be a blun-
dering creature all mylife, getting into scrapes that
no body else gets into; I know [ shall. Why
need I study my carriage, and pin back my shoul-
ders, and hamper myself all day long, only to be
laughedat afterall?

Mrs. Free. 1 don’t know what you may mect

with when you chuse to visit by yourself, Miss
Freeman, but in my company,at least, you may be
satisfied upon thatscore.

Charl, And what satisfaction will it be to me
that we are ridiculous together? I would rather

be laughed at alone than have people laughing at
us both, as they do.

Mrs. Free. (with amazement.) The creature is
beside herself in good earnest! What do you mean
child ? Who have you been with? Who has put
these things into your head? If Mrs. Baltimore can
find no better conversation for you than this kind
of insolent impertinence, she is poorly employed in-
deed.

Charl, It was not Mrs. Baltimore that said so.
Mrs. Free. Who said so then? somebodyhas,I

find.
Charl. It was Mr. Baltimore.
Mrs. Free. And you had the meanness to suffer

such words in your presence ?
Charl. It was not in my presence neither, for he

did not see me.
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Mrs. Free. And where was you then ?
Charl. Just behind the train of Mrs. Baltimore's

gown,till he should go out again.
Mrs. Free. And so you sneaked quietly in your

hiding-place, and heard all this insolent abuse?
Mean creature! a girl of any spirit would have
rushed out upon him with indignation.

Charl. And sol did rush out.
Mrs. Free. And what did you say to him ?
Charl. (sillily) Udid not say any thing.
Mrs. Free. 1 hope you resented it; then, by the

silent dignity of your behaviour.
Charl. (much embarrassed.) Ym sure I don’t know

---I did but give him a little make-believe kick
with myslipper, as he went out at the door, when
he turned round of a sudden, with

a

pairofterrible
eyes staring upon melike the Great Mogul.

Mrs. Free. A make-believe kick ! what do you
mean by that ?

Charl. La! just a little kick on--on---
Mrs. Free. On what, child ?

‘Charl. La! yast uponhis coat behind as he went
out at the door.

Mrs. F. And did you do that? Oh! it is
enough to make one mad! Youare just fit to live
with the Indians, indeed, or the wild Negroes,
or the Hottentots! To disgrace yourself thus,
after all the pains I have taken with you! It is
enough to drive one mad! Go to your own room
directly, and get sixteen pages of blank verse by
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tote. But I’m sure you are fitter companyfor the
pigs than the poets.

Charl. How was I to know that he had eyes in
the back of his neck, and could know what was

doing behind him?
Mrs. Free. He shall have eyes upon all sides of

his head if he escape from my vengeance. It shall
cost him his election, let it cost me what it will.

(rings the bell violently.) Who waits there? (entera
servant.) Order the chariot to he got ready imme-
diately. (exit servant.) I will go to Mr. Jenkison
directly. He has already pointed out the means;
and I shail find moncy, without Mr. Freeman’s
knowing any thing of the matter, to manage it all,
well enough.

Charl. La! P’m sure I knew well enoughI did
wrong; but I did not think of all this uproar
aboutit.

Mrs. Free. Go to your own room, child: I can’t
abide the sight of you. (Axeunt Mrs. Free. on one

side of the stage, and Charl. and Governess ov
the other.)

END OF THE THIRD ACT.
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ACTIV.

SCENE I. A summer apartment in Baltimore's
house, with a glass door opened to a lawn. The
scene without is seen in the sober light of a calm
summer evening, with the sun already set. Enter
Baltimore and Mrs. Baltimore from an inner
room.
%

BALTiMoreEspeaking as they enter.

Lerus say no more aboutit, then. I forgive the
little deceit of concealment which my temper, be-
come too hasty of late, may, perhaps, justify. I
will confess that the irritation excited in my mind
by seeing that girl so frequently with you is un-
reasonable, is capricious. But you must bear with
me a little, my Isabella. It is a part of the infirmity
that oppresses me: it is the fretted edge of a deep
and rankling ------ ---Come, come, come! we'll say
no more about it. Let us forswear this subject.
Let us now talk, even when wearealone, oflight
and indifferent things.

Mrs. B. Indeed, I believe it will be safest for us,

till this passing storm, it will be but a summer
storm I hope, is past over our heads. (assuming
cheerfulness.) And now, to begin uponthis salutary
plan of your’s, without loss of time, let me boast
to you of the beautiful collection of plants J have
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nursed with my own hands, in a sly corner of the
garden. You have never yet been to see them.

Balt. (eagerly.) Ay, even there too.

Mrs. B. What do you mean?
Balt. (peevishly.) Go to! you have heard, as

well as I, of the ridiculous expence he has been at
in seeds, and rare plants, and flower-roots, and non-

sense; andof the learned botanist he is to pay so

liberally for publishing a catalogue of them for the
use of the scientific world---All that abominable
ostentation. Ha, ha, ha! He does not know anet-
tle from a crow-foot on his native fields. Ha, ha,
ha, ha!---You don’t laugh, I think?

Mrs. B. We were to talk, you know,of indif-

ferent things. But I have forgot to tell you of
what really is not indifferent: I had a letter from

my sister this morning, and, she says, your little

godson is quite recovered from the remains of his
illness. (pauses for an answer.)

Balt. (nodding his head but not attending to her.)
Umph.

Mrs. B. (coaxingly.) She says he has become so

chattering, and so playful, it is delightful to see
him! And hetalks of his godfather very often!

Balt. (nodding again.) Umph.
Mrs. B. He was always a great favourite of

your’s,
Balt.(breaking out vehemently.) fany man but him-

self had been guilty of half that ridiculous vanity,
the dullest fool in the county would have laughed
at him.

Vor.IL. F
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Mrs. B. O dear! still dwelling upon these ideas!
(he turns from her, and walks to the bottom of the
stage; she sighs deeply, and follows him with ker
eyes. A loug pause.)

Enter Servet.
Serv. (to Balt.) Excuse meif I intrude, Sir. Aad

you too, my good lady, (owing very low to Mrs.
B.) Here is a letter that I received a few moments
ago, and I thought it expedient and proper that you
should knowits contents immediately. (gives the
fetter to Balt.)

Balt. Let me see. (reads.) “ An unknown well-
wisher thinks it right to inform you, that your
friend”’---

Serv. He ought to have said patron, Sir. Tm
sure, I have always been proud to name you as my

satron to every body :---the family of Baltimore
has always been such to me.

Balt, Weil, well, no matter. (rezds again) “ To

ruin your friend, "Squire Baltimore. His adver-
sary’---

Serv. Meaning Freeman,Sir.

Bait. T understand! (reads again.) “ His adver-
sary being busy in buying up the Qlaims of some of
his principal creditors. Hf he would walk longat

large, let him wail: cautiously.”
Serv. Meaning that he will lay you up, Sir.
Balt. 1 understandit perfectly.
Mrs. B. Ono, no! Some malicious person has

written this.
Batt. Permit me, Madam, to speak to my man of

business, without interruption,
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Serv. No wonder,Sir, that Mrs. Baltimore should
think so. He makes such a good show with his
actions, that he must set about such things very
cunningly.

Balt. Yes, Servet, thou hast always had some no-
tion of his true character.

Serv. To think that there should be such hypo-
crisy in the world! It grieves, it distresses me!

Balt. Pooh, man! never mind how many hypo-
crites there arein the world, if he be but found
amongst the number.

Serv. Ay, Sir; butif he get you once into prison---
Balt. Will he not be detested forit ?
Serv. But if he should take the borough from

you--- |
Balt. Well! and if he should take mylife too,

would he not be hanged for it?
Serv. Tobe sure, there would be somesatisfaction

in that if you could peep through your winding-
sheet to see it.

Balt. He will now appear to the world in his true
colours: I shall now speak boldly of a determined
and palpable wrong: It relieves me from a heavy
load. Give me thy hand, myfriend Servet ; thou
has brought me admirable news.

Serv. But, Sir, we must take care of ourselves.
For he is come of such a low, cunning, mean set of
people--

Balt. Ha! you know this, do you? You know
something of his family?

F 2
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Serv. Yes, I know well enough: and his father

every body knows was no better than a—a—a

Balt. Than a what ?---Out with it, man !

Serv. Than a---Than a---
Balt. (eagerly.) Than a thief? Is that it? O

prove to me,only prove to me, that his father was a
thief, and I’ll give thee all that [ have in the world.

Serv. No, not absolutely that---but no better than
a paltry weaver.

Balt. (disappointed.) Pooh ! I knewthat before.
Serv. Yes, every body knowsit, to be sure. But

there is no time to be lost : I am so zealous aboutit,

that I can’t rest till I have further information. T’ll

take horse directly and go in quest of it. I know

where to enquire, and I shall return to you without

loss of time.
Balt. Doso, my goodfriend, and don’t beafraid

of bringing back what you will call bad news. I

shall not shrink from it. (Exit Servet.

(turning to Mrs. B. who has beenlistening to their

conversation with great marks of distrust and

disapprobation.)
Andso, Madam, youare diffidentof all this?

Mrs. B. It willbe impossible at this momentto

make you view it in the same light that I do.

~ Balt. Yes, Madam, I knew it would be so with

you. Hehas bewitched and throwna veiloverthe

understandings of all men! I have perceived it

long. Even from the first of his settling in the

neighbourhood, myfriends have begun to look on

me not as they were wont todo, Even my very
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tenants and dependantssalute meless cheerily. He
has thrown a veil over the understandings ofall
men! He has estranged from me that sympathy
and tenderness, which should have supported my
head in the day of adversity.

Mrs. B. Ah, my dear Baltimore! It is you
who have got a veil, a thick and gloomyveil cast
over your mind. That sympathy and tenderness is
still the same (pressing his hand.) And, if the day
of adversity must come, you will be convinced of
it. But let us fora while give up thinking of these
things: let us walk out together, and enjoy the
soothing calmness of this beautiful twilight. The
evening-star already looks from his peaceful sky :
no sound of busy manisto be heard: the bat, and
the beetle, and the night-fly are abroad, and the

pleasing hum of happy unseen life is in the air.
Come forth, my husband. The shade of your
native trees will wave over your head; the turf your
infant feet first trod will be under your steps. Come
forth, my friend, and more blessed thoughts will vi-

sit you.
Balt. No, no; my native trees and my native

Jawns are to me more cheerless than the dreary de-
sert. I can enjoy nothing. The cursed neighbour-
hood of one obnoxious being has changed every
thing for me. Would he were---(clenchinghis hands
aid muttering.)

Mrs. B. O! what are you saying?
Balt. (turning awayfrom her.) No matter what.

F3
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Pater a little Boyfrom the ‘awit by the glass-dooi', rite

ning wildly, andfrightened.

Boy. He’ll be drown’d, if nobody runs to save

him! He’ll be drown’d! he’ll be drown’d !

Mrs. B. Has any bodyfallen into the pond?

Boy. Yes, Madam; into the deepest part ofit;

and, if nobody doesnot run to pull him out, he'll be
drowned.

Balt. (running eagerly towards the glass-door.) Vl

go. Dost thou know whoit ts, boy?
Boy. Yes, to be sure, Sir; it is Squire Preeman’s

own self. (Balt. starts, and stops short. Mfrs. B.

clasping her hands and holding them up to heaven

remains in auxious suspence. Balt. after a mo-
ment’s pause, rushes out quickly.)

Mrs. B. O God! what will this core to!
(throws herselfback intoa chair, andremains stupid

and motionless. The boy stands startig at her.)
Boy. Are you not well, Ma’am? Shall I call any

body? (She makes no answer: he still stands staring at

her.) She don’t speak: she don’t look at nothing:
I will call somebody. (goes to the side-scene, and
calls.) Who’s there, I beseech you? O, hear me,

hear me! Who’sthere, [ say?
Enter Housemaid and Coachman.

Housem. What a bawling you make here, with
your dusty feet, you little nasty jackanapes ! How
dare youforto steal into a clean house ?

Coach. If he be’n’t that little devil that put the
cracker under myhorse’s tail, I have no eyes in my

head. Heis always prowling about;there is never

 



A COMEDY. 71

a dog hanged, nor a kitten drowned,in the parish,
but he mustbe afterit.

Boy. (pointing.) Look there: what is the matter
with the lady ?

Housm. O, mercy on us! my dear good lady?
Are you sick Ma’am? or swoonding? or beside
yourself? Run, Coachy, stupid oaf! and fetch us
something.

Coach. 1 would run to the farthest nook of the
earth if I only knew what to bring. Will burnt
feathers, or a little aqua-vite do you any good?

Mrs. B.(starting up.) Do you hear any noise?
Are they coming yet? I'll go out myself. (endea-

vours to go out, but cannot. WHousemaid and
Coachman support her.)

Enter Davidhastily from the lawn.
Dav. He is saved, Madam!

Mrs. B. O, what say you, David!
Dav. He has saved Squire Freeman. He threw

himself into the deep water, and plashed about his

armslustily, till-he caught him by the hair of his
head, and drew him to the bank. One minute more

had made a dead man of him.
Mrs. B. Who did that? Who caught him by

the hair of the head?
Dav.. My. master, Madam; and a brave man

he ts.
Mrs. B. (holding up her hands in extacy.) Thy

master! ay, and my husband! and God: Almign-
ty’s good creature, who has formed every thing

good! O, yes! he has made every being with good

F 4
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in it, and will at last makeit perfectly so, in some
way or other, known only to his wisdom. Ha! |
hear a noise on the lawn.

Boy. (running out.) 1 must not lose a sight of the

drowned man. Forhe’ll be as dropping wetas any
corpse, I dare say; for all that there is life in him.

(Exit.
Mrs. B. Vil go and meet them. I’m strong

enough now.

Dev. Let me support you, Madam.
Housem. (to Coach. as they go out.) La! will he

be all wet, do you think, and stretched upon his

back? (Ewxeunt by the glass door into the lawn, Mrs.
B. supported by David. Light froma window
is now thrown across the path without doors, and

discavers Baltimore aud servants carrying Free-
man into the house by another entry. The scene
closes.)

SCENE II. 4 room in Baltimore’s house. Enter

Simeon aid David.

Dav. Now, my Old Simeon, you’ll see your
master as hearty, after his ducking, as if he were an
otter, and could live either in the water or out of

it; though we had some trouble to bring him to
his senses at first.

Sim. Ay, do let me go to him quickly. It had
been a sorrowful day to this grey head if my mastex
had ---
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Dav. Yes, and if my master had not, as a body
maysay, puthislife in his hand to save him.

Sim. Very true, David, I say nothing againstall
that: I honour your master for it; thof I must say
he has but an ungracious look with him. Thereis
not another gentleman in the neighbourhood, thof
I say it myself, that does not stop and say, “ How

do ye do, Old Simeon?” when he passes me.
Dav. \ don’t know; I’m sure he used not to be

ungracious. All the old folks of the parish used
to thrust themselves in his way, as if it had been
good for the ague, or an aching in the bones, to

say ‘“ God bless your honour,”
Sim. That must have been before we came

amongst you, then. Ha! here comes his Honour.
(Enter Freeman, dressed in a_ night-gown, wilk

Truebridge and Charles Baltimore. Mrs. Bal-
timore, at the same time, enters by another door.)

Sim. (going eagerly to his master, and kissing his
hand, which Freeman holds out to him.) God bless

and preserve your worthy Honour!

Free. I thank you, Simeon: a good Godhaspre-
served me. You have not been much alarmed, I

hope ?
Sim. No, Sir; [heard of yoursafety before I heard

of your danger; but some how orother it came
across myheart, for all that; and I could not but

think---I could not---(pauses and draws the back of
his hand across his eyes.) But the blessings of the
aged and helpless have borne you up: the water
could have no commission to hurt you.
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True. Well said, good Simeon! the blessings of
the aged and the helpless are of a very buoyant
quality. A cork jacket is nothing to them.

Free. Do my wife and daughter know of it?
Sim. No, please your honour; my mistressis not

returned from hervisit yet, and my poor young

lady is closed up in her room with Madumselle,
taking on her book-larning, as I suppose.

Free. Pll go home then, before they know any
thing of it. (to Mrs. B.) My dear Madam,I return
you my warmest acknowledgments. You flat-
tered me, that I should have an opportunity, before
f leave the house, of thanking, once more,the brave
man who has saved mylife.

Mrs. B. He will come to you ummediately.
Char. (to Mrs. B.) Faith! I went to him myself,

4s you desired me, and he won’t come.
Mrs. B. (frowning significantly to Char.) I have

just ceme from him, and he will be here immedi-
ately.

Char. You went too, did you? I couldn’t ---
(Mrs. B. frowas again, and Char.is silent.)

True. (to Free.) You hadbetter sit downtill he
come.

Char. Yes, do sit in this chair in the recess; tor

you don’t like the light in your eyes, I perceive.
(Zeading Free. kindly to the chair.)

Free. {thank you. You are very good to me,
friend ‘Charles. I think you would have lent a
helping hand yourself, if you had been in the way,
to have saved a poor neighbour from drowning.
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Char. should have been a Pagan else. (Free.

sits down and they allgather round: him.) Now, my

good Sir,it is pleasanterto sit in a dry seat like this,

with so many friendly faces round you, than to

squash amongst the cold mud and duck-weed, with

roaches andeels for your comrades.
Free. Indeed, friend Charles, I sha’n’t contradict

you.
(Enter Baltimore, going directly across the stage

towards the opposite door, by which Free. and: the
others had entered, without perceiving them in the

recess.)
Free. He thinks I am still in the bed-room.{goes

behind Balt. and lays his haud kindly upon kis

shoulder.)

Balt. Nay, my dear Isabella! let me go by my-

self! I would rather encounter himalone, than when

you are all staring upon me.
| Free. (still holding him.) Ha, ha, ha! Mybrave

deliverer! I have caught you.
Balt. (turning hastily about, and shaking himselfloose

from his hold.) Ha! is it you?
Free. (stepping back disappointed.) It is me, Sir; and

I flattered myself that the overflowings of a grate-
ful heart would notbe offensive.

Balt, They are net offensive, Sir; you mistake
me. You are too---There is no occasion for all
these thanks: I do not deserve them.

Sim, (vehemently.) Ah, but you do, Sir! and all
the country round will thank you too. There is
not asoul of them all, thof he might not care @
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brass penny for you before, who will not fill a
bumperto your health now, for saving to them his
noble and liberal Honour. O,Sir! the blessings of

every body will be upon your head now...
Balt. (turning awayfrowninglyfrom Sim.) So, so!
Mrs. B. Old Simeonsays very true: every body

will bless you.
Balt. (turning away from her.) This is pleasant,

indeed !
Char. Vil be hang’d if every old woman in the

parish don’t foist you into her next Sunday’s pray-
ers, along with the Rcyal Family.

Balt. (turning away from Char.) Must I be be-
leager’d by every fool? (goes hastily towards the

door.)

Mrs. B. (aside, running after him.) You will not
go away so abruptly?

Balt. (aside, to her.) Will there be no endto this
damned gratitude? (about, to Free.) Sir, I am very
happy---I---I hope you will have a goodsleep after
this accident; and [ shall be happy to hear good
accounts of you to-morrow morning.

Free. No, Mr. Baltimore, we must not part
thus. My gratitude for what you have done is not

to be spent in words only: that is not my way. |
resign to you andresign to you, most cheerfully,all
my interest in the borough of Westown.

(Balt. pauses.)

True. That is nobly said, Mr. Freeman, and I
expected it from you.
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Char. (rubbing his hands, and grinning with delight.)

I thought so!---I thought it would come to this :

he has such a liberal way with himin everything.

Balt. (haif-aside to Char.) Wilt thou never give

over that vile habit of grinning like a dog? (gomg

1p with afirm proud step to Free.) No, Sir; we have

entered the lists as fair combatants together, and

neither of us, I hope, (significantly) have taken any

unfair advantage of the other. Let the most fortu-

nate gain the day. I will never receive reward for

a common office of humanity. That ts not my

way (mimicking Freeman.)

Free. Let me intreat you!

Balt. Mention it no more: I am determined.

Free. It would make meinfinitely happy.

Balt. Do me the honourto believe that I speak

truth, when I say, I am determined. If you give

up the borough, I give it up also.

Free. Then I say nomore. I leave with you the

thanksof a grateful heart. I should havesaid,if it

had been permitted me, the very grateful affection

of an honest heart, that it will never forget what it

owes to you but in that place where bothaffection

and animosity are forgotten. (Exit with emotion,

followed by Charles and Simeon.)

Mrs. B. O Baltimore! Baltimore ! Will you suf-

fer him to go thus?
Balt. (going two or three steps after him, and stop-

- ping short.) He is gone now.

Mrs. B. No, he is not; you may easily overtake

him. Do---for the love of gentleness and charity !
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Balt. (going hastily towards the door, and stopping
short again.) No, hang it! I can’t do it now. (Exit

hastily by the opposite'side.)

Mrs. B. (shaking her head.) \ had great hopes
from this accident; but his unhappyaversionis, I
fear, incurable.

True. Don’t despair yet: I prophecy better
things. But do not, my dear Madam,before Bal-

timore at least, appear so anxious aboutit. It
serves only toirritate him.

Mrs. B. Xs it possible to be otherwise than anx-
ious? This unlucky prejudice, gradually gaining
strength from every little trivial circumstance, em-
bitters all the comfort of our lives. And Freeman
has so many good qualities—he might have been
a valuable friend.

True. Wery true; heis liberal, good-tempered,
and benevolent; but he is vain, unpolished, and,

with the aid of his ridiculous wife to encourage
him, most provokingiy ostentatious. You ought
to make some allowance for a proud country gen-
tleman, who nowsees all the former dependants of
his family ranging themselves under the patronage
of a new, and, what he will falsely call, a mean
man. |

Mrs. B. O, t would makeevery allowance! but

I would not encourage him in his prejudice.
True. The way to reclaim him, however, is not

to run directly counter toit. Ihave never found
him so ready to acknowledge Freeman’s good qua-
lities as when I have appeared, and hayereally been
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half provoked myself with his vanity and magnifi-
cence. When we would helpa friend out of the
mire, we must often go alittle way intoit ourselves.
Mrs. B. believe you are right. Ah! True-

bridge! if you had been more amongst uslately,
we should not now, perhaps, have been so unhappy.
He would have listened more to you than to any
other fiend.

True. Have good comfort : [don’t despair. (Excunt.

SCENE ILI. Night. Aunopen space before the Blue
Posts : the scene dark except where the light gleams
from the open door of the house. A noise of drink-
ing and merriment heard within. Enter some of
Baltimore’s voters, Sc. from the house, carrying a
table, a bowl of punch and glasses, which they set
down in the porch, and place themselves round on the
beaches at the door.

Sailor. Now, messmates, let us set down our

bowl here. We have been long enough stow’d in
that there close smoky hold, while the fresh air has
been playing onthedecks. Let us sit down and be
merry! [ am return’d home in a good jolly time,
old neighbours; let us enjoyit.

First Vote. Ay, 1 rememberat ourlast election,

when ’Sguire Burton was chosen, we drank a hearty
bowl in this very porch, and neighbour Bullock,

the tanner, sat as it were in that very corner. Rest
his soul! he loved his country, and his king, and
his cause, and his candidate,as well as any heart ue
Old England.
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Second Vote. Ay, and he was always ready to

knock any body down that was not as hearty as
himself. That was what I hked in him. That was
the true spirit. That was the true roast beef of
old England.

First Vote. And he had such a good knack at a

toast. Come, stand up, Mr. Alderman. Wehave

drunk already to the ancient family of the Balti-
mores, give us some other good public toast. You
have a good knack at the business too. I would
give you one myself, but then I doesn’t know how
to doit for want of education.

Ald. (standing up conceitedly.) Mayall the king,
and the queen, and the royal family, and all therest
of the nobility and membersof parliament, serving
over them and under us be good ; and mayall us,

serving under them agair. be---be---be happy and
be good too, and be---and be---

Second Vote. Just as we should be.
First Vote. Ay, yust so. Very well and very

nicely said, Mr. Alderman!
Second Vote. But doesnobody drinkto the navy

of old England.
Ald. Yes, man: stop a little, and I'll have a touch

at that too.
First Vote. Ay, do so. { stand up for the British

navy; that I do. The sea is our only true friend
either by land or by water. Come, give us a sal-
lor’s song, Will Weatherall. I .have lived upon
dry land all my days, and never saw better than a
little punt-boat shov’d across the ferry-for a sixpence5

but some how or other I have a kindness for every
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thing that pertains to the great salt sea, with all the
ships, and the waves roaring, and all that; and

whenever I sees a good heart of oak seated at an
alehouse door with his glass in his hand, my heart
always turns to him, an there should be a hundred
menbesides. Give usa song, man.

Sailor. That I will. Hang me if thou does’n’t
deserve to feed upon biscuit.

SONG.

Merry mantling soctal bowl,
Many a cheerful kindly soul

Fills his glassfrom thee:
Healths go round, care is drown'd,

Every heart with lighter bound

Gen'rous feels and free.

Cann and beaker by thy side,
May’st thou oft’ in flowing pride

Thus surrounded be:

And shame befal the narrow mind,

That to a messmate proves unkind,

Who once hath fill'd his glassfrom thee !

Whateer our state, whereer we meet,

We'll still with kindly welcome greet

The mate of former jollity :
Far distant, in a foreign land,
We'll give to all a brother's hand

That eer havefilled their glassfrom thee.
Von. IL. G
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Enter Margery in greatfury.

Mar. Dash down your bowl, and break alf
your glasses in shivers? Are you sitting singing
here, and Squire Baltimore hurried awayto prison
by his vile rascality creditors? Shame upon’ your
red chops! Whopays for the liquor you are drink-
ing?

All, You're wrong in the head, Margery.

Mar. Ye’re wrong in the heart, and that’s a worse

thing, ungrateful punch swillers! You would be
all up on end in a momentelse; for I saw them
lay their detestable paws upon him with mine own
eyes. Rise up every skin of you, or I'll break the
bowl about your ears! Pll make the liquor mount
to your noddles, I warrant you!

All. (starting up.) Which way did they go?
Mar. Come, follow me and [ll shew you. Let

them but come within reach of my clench’d fist,

and I’ll teach them to lay hands upon hishonour!
An esquire and a gentleman born. (Exeunt, every

bodyfollowing her with great noise and hubbub.}

END OF THE FOURTH ACT.
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ACT V.

SCENE IL. A vaulted passage in a prison. Enter
Keeper, with several Turnkeys bearing pots of
porter, Sc. for the prisoners.

Keep. (calling to somebody without.) Take another
pot of porter to the dog-stealer in the north ward,
and a Welsh rabbit to his comrade. (to another who
enters with a covered dish.) Where have you been
all this time?

1st Turn. Waiting on the rich debtorin the best
chamber; he has fallen out with his stew’d carp,
because the sauce of it be’nt cook’d to his liking.

Keep. I’m sorry for that: we must spare no pains
upon him.

Enter 2d Turnkey.
2d Turn. (holding out a small jug.) Come, come,

this won’t do. Transportation-Betty says, nothing

but true neat Hollands for her; and this here gin

you have sent her be’nt fit for a gentlewoman to

drink.
Keep. Yes, yes; travell’d ladies are woundy nice.

However, we must not quarrel with her neither:

take it to the poor author in the debtor’s ward ; it

will be good enough for him.
G2
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Enter 'Truebridge.

True. What part of the prison is Mr. Baltimore
in?

Keep. I'll shew you, Sir; follow me.

True. | thought to have found him in your own
house. In the common prison?

Keep. It is his own fault, Sir; he would go no

where else; and the more miserable every thing is
about him, the better he hkes it. His good lady
could scarcely prevail upon him tolet us set a cou-
ple of chairs in his room.

True. Has she been long here?
Keep. Better than an hour | should think.
True. Does he seem muchaffected?

Keep. Anan, Sir?
True. | mean, much cast down.

Keep. O, Lud; no, Sir! [ dare say not; you
know people are used: to such things every day.

True. Wery true, Mr. Keeper, L forgot that.---
Show methe way. (Exeunt.

SCENE H. 4 prison. Baltimore is discovered
sitting in a thoughtful posture, with Mrs. Baltimore
resting her arm on the back of his chair, and observ-

ing him attentively.

Balt. (after starting up with alacrity, and walking
several times up and down.) Andtheyare calling out,
as they go thro’the streets, that I am a true Balti-
more, and the son of their old benefactor?
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Mrs. B. They are, indeed. The same party that
assembled to attempt yourrescue,are still parading
about tumultuously, and their numbers are conti-
nually increasing.

Balt. That’s right! The enemy, I hope, has heard
the sound of it round his coors: they have bid him
a good morrowcheerily. |

Mrs. B. I don’t believe they suspect him yet,
for it is too bad to imagine,

Balt, (exuktingly.) But they will all know it soon,
All the world will know it. Man, woman, and

child will know it; and even clothed in the very
coats his ostentatious bounty has bestow’d upon
them, the grey-headed labourers will curse him,
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! How many chaldren of coals,
and hogsheads of ale, and well fatten’d oxen will,

in One untoward moment, be forgotten by those
ungrateful inds! Ha, ha, ha! The very children
will call to him as he passes by. ‘MethinksI tread
lightly on the floor of this dungeon, with the step
of an injured man whorises from the grasp of op-
pression, Raise thy drooping head, my Isabella:
{ am a thousand times more happy than I have
been: all mankind will sympathize with me now.

Mrs. B. Every honest breast, indeed, must detest
baseness and hypocrisy.

Balt, Ay, thou speak’st with some energy now.
Come to my heart! there will be sympathy between
us. Now, thou art the wife of Baltimore! But

oh! my Isabella! a poor man’s wife has many du-
ties to fulfil.

G 3
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Mrs. B. None that I will not most cheerfully
fulfil.

Balt. Ah! thou art a fair flower planted on an
ungracioussoil, and I have nursed thee rudely.

Mrs. B. O, no! you were most kind and gentle
once. |

Balt. And I will be so again, Isabella: for this
viper gnaw’d at my heart, and I could be gentle to
nothing; not even to thee. But my heart feels
lighter now: I will be rough to thee no more.

Enter Truebridge.
Ha! my friend! good morning to you! Nay,

nay: (taking his hand frankly.) don’t be afraid to
look at me: I wear no desponding face uponit.
(pointing to the bare walls of his prison.) You see
what a happy thing it is to have a liberal, generous,
magnificent rival to contend with. Have you seen
any of my goodnoisy friends on your way?

True. Yes, crowds of them; and I really believe
this arrest will gain you your election. There is
something in man that alwaysinclines him to the
side of the oppressed,

Balt. Ay, by God! and the savage feels it more
strongly than the philosopher.

True. He was always a ridiculous ostentatious
fellow; but if Freeman has thought to ruin your
cause by the unworthy means you hint at, he is
the greatest fool as well as the greatest knave in the
community.

Balt. (ironically.). Don’t be too severe upon him!
he has been bredto turn his money to good account,
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you know: a purchaseddebtis his property as well
as a bale of broadcloth; and he has.a great many
charitable deeds and bountiful donations to put
into the’ balance against one little underhand. act

of unmanly baseness.
True. Hang all ‘his bountiful donations! If he

has done this, 1 will curse: him by the hour-glass
with any good fellow:that will.keep me company. :

Balt. Nay, nay; nay! youare warm, Truebridge.
You are of an irritable disposition. You bave no
charitable allowances to make for the failings of

good people. Ha, ha, ha!
Enter Turnkey.

Turn. Mr. Freeman begs to. be admitted to ‘see
Mr. Baltimore..

Balt. (stretching out his arm vehemently.) Does he,
by my conscience! (fo True.) What think you of
this? |

True. If things are as we suspect,it does, indeed,
exceed all ordinary calculationsof effrontery.

Balt. (to Turn.) Let him be admitted. (exis
Turn.) Now we shall see the smoothness of his
snake’s skin; but the switch, not the sword,shall

scotch it. (walks hastily up and down.)
Enter Freeman.

Balt. (stopping short upon his. entrance, and assumes
an tronical respect.) Good morning, worthy Sir. You
are the only man in England, I may say in Europe,
nay, I will say in the whole habitable globe, for
you love magnificence, Mr. Freeman, whose daunt-

G4
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less confidence could have been wound up to the
steady intrepidity of sucha visit.

Free. (simply) Q, no, my friend, don’t praise me
more than I deserve. In courage to runto the
assistance of a friend, you yourself have set me the

example; and my character, | hope, will never be
found deficient in any thingthat becomes a good
neighbour, and an honest man;. —_
.- Balt. (smiling sarcastically.) Certainly, Sir; be at
all pains to preserve, in the public opinion, your
invaluable character, I would really advise you to
have a certificate of all your eminent virtues drawn
up, and sign’d by every housekeeperin the parish.
Your wonderful liberalities in worsted hose and
linsey-woolsey petticoats; your princely subscrip-
tions for bridges and market-places; and your noble
donations to-lying-in hospitals, have raised yourre-
putation over the whole country; and if the base-
ness of treacherously entrapping a fair and open
rival, whom you profess’d to respect, can throw any
shade upon your sublime virtues, you have only to
build atower to the parish church, or a new alms-

house, and that will set every thing to rights again,
{aside to True.) Look how he drawsin his detestable

mouth,and stares upon melike a cat?
Free, | now perceive, Sir, the point of your dis-

course, and I forgive every thing that it insinuates.
1 might say many things, but there is just one
simple answer J will return to it, All my fortune
is at this moment at your disposal. You shall now
be a free unencumber’d man, owing no man any

T
a
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thing. For how can you besaid to be indebted to
one who owes even his own lifeto you. Totell
you this, was myerrandhere,

Balt. (shrinking back, and then recovering himself
with proud disdain.) And I, noble Sir, have: one
simple answer to return to you: [ will rather re-

main in this prison till the hand of death unbolt
mydoor, than owe my enlargement to you. Your
treachery and your ostentatious generosity are

equally contemptible,
Free. On the word of an honest man, I have had

no knowledge of this shameful arrest,
Bait. And on the word of a gentleman, I believe

you not.
Free. Wall you put this affront upon me?
Balt. (smiting maliciously.) Only if you are obliging

enough to bearit. Do entirely as you please. (aside
to True. turning away contemptuously from Free.) See
how like a sneaking timid reptile he looks, (walks

up and down proudly.)
Mrs. B. much alarmed (to Free.) O, leave him!

leavehim! You must not speak to him now: he
knows not whathesays,

True, (aside to Free.) Go away for the present,

Mr. Freeman, and I will call upon you by and bye.

If you are an honest man, you are a noble one.
Free. (impressively.) In simple truth, then, I an

an honest man; and I shall be glad to have some
discourse with you wheneveryouareatleisure.

(Exit,
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Balt. (stopping short in his walk and looking round.)
Ishe gone? (¢o Free.) What did you think ofthat?
Wasit not admirable? (endeavouring to laugh but
cannot.) The devil himself will now appear a novice
in hypocrisy.

True. Faith! Baltimore, I cannot think him

cuilty: he wears not the face ofa guilty man.
| (Baltimore’s countenance falls: he turns away

abruptly from Truebridge and walks up and
down in discrder.)

Mrs. B. (perceiving Freeman's hat on the ground,
which he had dropt in his confusion.) Mr. Freeman
hasleft his hat behind him. (4s she stoops to lift it

Balt. runs furiously up to her and prevents her.)

Balt. Touch not the damned thing, or I will
Joath thee! Who waits without? hollo! Turnkey!

(Enter Turnkey; and he, giving the hat a kick with
his foot, tosses it across the stage.) Take away that

abomination, do! (Exit hastily into an inner apart
ment.)

True. Don’t lose hopes of fair weather, my dear
Madam, tho’ we are now in the midst of the storm.

Follow and sooth him, if it be possible, and I’ll go
in the mean time to Freeman.

(Exeunt severally.

 



A COMEDY, 9t

SCENE III. An open scattered street in a small
country town. Enter Jenkison and Servet by oppo-
site sides; and are going to pass without observing
one another.

Serv. (calling to Jenk.) Notso fast, Mr. Jenkison,
J was just going to your house.

Jenk. And I was just going to do myself the
pleasure to call at your’s.

Serv. And you was glad to go quickly along, I
believe. It would neither be pleasant norsafe for
you, perhaps, to meet the new memberin his chair,
with all his friends round him. “Baltimore for
ever!” would not sound very pleasantly in your
ears. Ay, Mr. Jenkison! You have made a fine
hand of this business for a man of your pretensions
in the profession.

Fenk. I believe, Mr. Servet, I may be permitted
to assume to myself, without the imputation of va-
nity, as much professional dexterity in this affair as
the most able of my contemporaries could have
brought into the service. Every thing has been
done that the very nicest manoeuvres of the law
would admit of. Who could have thought of a
rich friend, from nobody knows where, paying Bal-
timore’s debts for him? Whocould have thought
of those fools taking him up so warmly uponhis
imprisonment, in manifest contradiction to the old

proverb, that “ rats and vermin leave a falling
house?” Who could have thought so many of Mr.
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Freeman’s friends would have stay’d from the poll,
too, after solemnly promising their votes? I am
sure you are too polite not to do methe justice to
confess that these things were not to be counted
upon. A pinch of your snuff, if you please: you
keep the best rappee of any gentlemanin the county,

Serv. But what can you say for yourself in the
present bussiness, Mr. Jenkison? I’m sure, my
client, Mr. Baltimore, has given you advantages
enough, if you had known howto use them. Since
his quarrel with Mr. Freeman in the prison,have
not you and [I gone between them with at least
half-a-dozen of messages, unknownto theirfriends?
and nothing but a paltry meeting with pistols to
comeofit afterall ! [t is a disgrace to the profession,
_ Jeak. What could I have done, Mr. Servet?

Serv. What could you have done! Has not my
client by my mouth,told yourclient in pretty plain
terms, in return to all his amicable advances, that he
is a liar, and a hypocrite, anda knave, and a coward;

and with but very litile difficulty on your part a
kick or a cudgel might have been added; and do
youask me what wasto bedone withall this? Ameet-
ing with pistols, indeed! It isa disgrace to the pro-
fession. {once procured for a smug-faced client of
mine a gooddouse o’ the chops, which put a couple
of hundred pounds into his pocket ; enabling him
thereby to run off with a rich heiress, and make his
fortune, as vou may well say bya stroke. As for
myself} pnt, of course, double the sum in my own.
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Jenk. Do methe favour to believe, my worthy
Sir, that k have always looked up to your superior
abilities with the profoundest respect. But have a
little patience: and do me the honour to suppose
I am not altogether a novice. We may have a
duelfirst and a law-suit afterwards. I suppose we
shall have the pleasure of meeting at the place and
hour appointed?

Ser. Never doubt that. But Ll hear the crowd
coming this way. (some of the crowd begin to enter,
and a gréat noise is heard at a distance.) Let us avoid
them, and talk further of this matter as we go. (ex-

eunt Jenk. and Serv. Enter more of the crowd.)

First Mob. Well, I can’t say but it was a rare
speech.

Second Mob. And very nicely delivered.
First Mob. Ay, he is a nice man.
First Woman. And such a sweet-faced gentle-

man. He'll stand by his king and country, I war-
rant ye.

First Mob. (to third Mob.) But youlost it all,
neighbour Brown, you was so long of coming.
* Gentlemen,” said he, and he bowedhis head so,

“ the honour you have this day preferred me to”---
Second Mob. No, no, man; “ that you have

conferred upon me.”
First Mob. Well, well, where’s the difference?

“ I shall ever consider upon”--- ---
Second Mob. Reflect upon.
First Mob. Did notI say reflect upon? “* With-—

with great joy” no “ great”--I dont’t know very
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well; but he meant, as one should say, as how he
would think upon us with good-will. And then,
quoth he,---but first of all you know, hesaid,
stretching outhis handso,that “ the confidence im-
puted to him.”

Second Mob. Tut, man! reposed upon him.
First Mob. Did not I say so as plain asa man

could speak ?---Was a trust that, with the greatest
scrupulousness of regard---Thatis to say, you know,
that he won’t sell his vote for a pension: nor give
away ourpoorlittle earnings to feed a parcel of lazy
placemen and courtiers, Lord help us! And that
he won’t do.

Third Mob. No,no! Vil answer for him. Why
I have heel-pieced his shoes for him when he was no
bigger than a quart-pot.

First Mob. But what pleased me most ofall
was, when he waved his hand in this fashion, and

said, “ Gentlemen, It has always been the pride
and boasting--- ---

Second Mob. Pride and boast.
First Mob. No, indeed; I say pride and boast-

ing, Thomas Truepenny ; have not I a pair of ears
in my head as well as you?

Second Mob. Well, well, boasting be it then!

First Mob. Yes, “ boasting of this honourable
borough to support its own dignity and independ-

ency against all corruptful encroachments.” And
then he went on to tell us, you know,all about the
glory and braveness of our ancestors---O! let him

alone fora speech! I'll warrant ye, when he stands  
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up among the great men in that there house ofpar-
liament, he'll set his words together in as good a
fashion as the best of them.

Second Mob. Yes, to be sure, if he does it in

the fashion that you have been a-shewingus.
Second Woman. O \a! there he comes, and the

pretty chair andall the pretty ribbons flying about!
Do come and let us run after him. (Luter a great

crowd, and Baltimore carried in a chair orna-

mented with boughs and ribbons, Sc. on the back
ground, and crossing over the bottom of the stage
exeunt with acclamations: the first crowdjoining

them.)

SCENE IV. Au open space in aforest surrounded

with thickets and fern, Sc. Enter Baltimore and
Servet, looking out several ways as they enter.

Serv. Now I do see them a-coming!

Balt. You have discovered them half-a-dozen of
times already since we entered the forest: Are they
at hand?

Serv. (still looking out thro’ some bushes.) They an’t
far off, but I don’t know howit is they keep al-
Ways a-moving and always a-moying, and yet they
never comenearer.

Balt. He stops to take heart perhaps. (smiling
with malicious satisfaction.)

Serv. Yes, poor man, ha, ha, ha! his mindis
disturb’d enough, no doubt. Butyou, Sir, are so
composed! You have the true strong nerves of a
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gentleman. Good blood always shewsitself upon
these occasions. (looking out again.) Yonder now, |
could tell you, even at this distance, by that very

manner of waving his pocket handkerchief that he
is in a devilish quandary.

Balt. Indeed! dost thou already discover in him
the disturbed gait of a frightened man? This is
excellent !---Let me look! let me look! (looking
thro’ the bushes with great satisfaction and eagerness.)
Where, Servet?

Serv. Look just between the birch-tree and the
little gate.

Balt. (peevishly.) Pooh, nonsense! It is a colt
feeding amongst the bushes, andlashing off theflies

with his tail.
(As they are looking, enter Freeman and Jen-

kison behind them.)

free. Good morning, géntlemen: I hope we

have not kept vou waiting.
Balt. Y am here, Sir, at your request, to give you

the satisfaction you require, and I have waited your
time without impatience.

Free. Ah, Mr. Baltimore! it is a cruel necessity

that has compell’d me to require such a mecting as
this from 2 man to whom J owe my life. But life,

with contempt and degradation in the eye of the
world annex'd to it, is no benefit: you have cruelly
compell’d me—

Balt. Make no. apology, Sir, for the invitation
you have given meto this place: it is the only one
in mylife that I have received from you with plea-
sure, and cbcy’d withalacrity.  
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Free. Youwill regret, perhaps, whenitis toolate,
that some explanation, on your part, did not pre-
vent --- ---

Fenk. Yes, Sir, some little explanation of your
words. The most honourable gentleman 1s always
free to confess that words are not always intended
to convey the meaning they may obviously seem to
express.

Balt. (contemptuous/y.) I make no doubt, Sir, that

you can find agreat many different meaningsto the
same words. A lie may be easily turn’d into a
slight mistake, or a villain into a gentleman of deep
and ingenious resource, in yourpolite dictionary:
but Iam a plain unpolish’d man, Mr. Jenkison,
and [ have but one sense in whichI offer what [
have said by the mouth of myfriend here (posuting
to Serv.) to Mr. Freeman, and to the world, unre-

tracted and unexplain’d. aside to Serv.) Does he
not look pale?

Serv. O, very pale.

free. Then, Mr. Baltimore, you compel a man
of peace to be what he abhors.

Balt. 1 am sorry, Sir, this business is so disagree-

able to you: the sooner wedispatch it, in thatcase,
the better. Take your ground. (aside to Serv.)
Does he not look very pale?

Serv. (aside.) O, as white as a corpse.
Free. ¥ believe you are right (fo Serv. and Jerk.)

Mark out the distance, gentlemen: you know what
1: veneraily-done upon. these occasions, [ am aito-
getuer ignorant. You seer. to be ready, Mr. Bai-
timore, ind so am I.

Vou. if. H
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Serv. (aside to Balt.) He would bully it out now,
but heis in a great quandary forall that.

Balt. (aside to. Serv. angrily.) No, hang hin,heis
as firm asa rock! {aloud to Free.) I am perfectly
readyalso, Sir. Now take yourfire.

Free. No; } cannot call you out, and takethe
first fire myself: this does not appear to me rea-
sonable.

Balt. You are the insulted man.
Free. Yes, but | am the challenger, and must

insist on first receiving your’s.
(They take their ground, and Balt. is about tofire,

whex Truebridge and Charles Baltimore break
in upon them thro’ the bushes.) |

True. (seizing Baltimore’s arm.) Hold your rash
hand, madman, and makenot yourself accursed!

“Balt. What do you mean, Truebiidge?
True. (pointing to Free.) That there standsbefore

you the unknownfriend --- ---
Free. (to True. eagerly.) Hold, hold! remember

your promise: I have bound youtoit.
Trie. But you release me from that promise by

effecting this meeting unknown to me, when I had
every claim upon your confidence. I will not hold
my tongve.

Balt. or God’s sake, then, tell the worst thou

hast got to say, for I am distracted!
True. There stands before you, then, that un-

known friend; the great uncle of yourwife, as I
suffered you to suspect, who has paid all your
debis, open’d your prison doors, and even kept
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back his own friends from the poll to make you
the member for Westown. (Balt. staggers back some

paces, and the pistol falls from his hand.)
Char. (capering with joy.) O, brave and noble !

this makes a man’s heart jump to his mouth! Come
here, Mr. Spitfire, (taking up the pistol.) we shall have
no more occasion for you.

Balt. (giving Charles an angry push as he stoops
down close by him io lift the pistol) Get away, damn’d
fool! Does this make you happy?

True. Fie, Baltimore! It is not manly in thee to
be thus overcome.

Balt. If thou had’st lodged a bullet in my brain
1 had thank’d theeforit.

True. And is there nothing, then, within your
breast that is generously called forth to meet the
noble gratitude of a liberal mind? A mind which
has strove to acquit itself of the obligation that it
owes to you, and to make you ample reparation for
an injury which you have suffered on his account,.
tho’ entirely unknown to him. There is nothing
in your breast that comes forth to meet suchsenti-
ments as these. Injuries and oppression are pl!eas-
ing to your mind; generosity and gratitude oppress
it. Are these the feelings of a brave man? Come,
come! (taking his arm gently.)

Balt. Hld, away! I am fool’d, and depress’d,

and degreded! (turns awayfrom him abruptly.)
True. Wel, then, battle out with your own

proud spirit the best way you can. Freeman, i
must agree toit.isa magnificent, boasting, osteuce

H 2
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tious fellow; and devil take me if I could bear

to have any reciprocity in goodoffices with him

myself ! |
Bait. By the Lord! Truebridge, Pil run you

thro’ the body if you say that again. |
True. Ha! come nearer to me then. [f shall

now tell Freeman of an obligation he owesto you,
Baltimore, and weshall see if he bears it more gra-

ciously.
Free. 1 owe my life to his courage.
True. Yes, but it is not that. Come nearer me,

Baltimore. (fo Free.) You were anxious,I believe,
to erect a monument to the memory of your fa-
ther.

Free. Yes, Sir; and Mr. Jenkison has written
for me to have it accomplish’d.

True. And also, at the same time, to havea cer-

tificate of your baptism?
Free. Yes, Sir, some family business requiredit;

but I have yet received no answer.

True. No; the clergyman to whom you wroteis

my particular friend; he has made the enquiries

you desired; andthe-result is of such a nature that

he has thought it necessary to be the bearerofit

h-mself.
Free. What mayit be?
True. He is at my house, and will inform you of

every thing minutely; but, just at this moment, I
can’t help telling you myself, that to erect a monu-
ment to the memory of your father is unnecessary,
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as Mr. Baltimore has already piously saved you that
trouble.

Free. What. do you mezn by that? [ama man
of peace, but I will tear the heart out of any one
who dares to insult my father’s :::c:aury.

True. He has doneit in soberpiety.
Free. What! erected 2 monument for myfather

in the parish church of Southerndown?
True. No, in the parish church of Westown.
Free. Myfatheris not buried there.
True. Ay, but heis, indeed. One church, one

grave, one coffin contains beth yourfather andhis.
Free. O, God! what is this? (Balt. starts aud

puts his haids before his eyes.)
Char. I would give a thousand poundsthat this

were true.
True (to Char.) Thouhast lost thy money then.

But prithee be quiet, Charles! (Jenkison and Servet

ook ruefully upon one another.)
Free. (after a pause.) Was not my mother the

wife of Freeman?
True. Yes; and, I believe, his faithful wife; but

she was your motherfirst.

Free. She was seduced andbetray’d?
True. We will not, if you please, enter into that

part of the story at present. My account says, that
she married, after bringing you into the work, a
poor but honest man: that the late Mrs. Baltimore

discovered her some years afterwards, sympathised
with her misfortune, and from her own pin-smeney,
for the familyaffairs were even then very machi ins

’ H 3
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volved, paid her a yearly sum for the support and
education of her son, which laid the foundation of

his future wealth and prosperity.
Balt. (stepping forward with emotion.) Did my

mother do this?
True. Yes, Baltimore, she did: till Mrs. Free-

man, inform’d of the state of yourfather’s affairs,
with an industry that defied all pain and weariness,
toil’d night and day to support the aspiring viewsof
her son, independent of a bounty which she would
no longer receive, tho’ it was often and warmly
press’d uponher.

Free. (with emotion.) And did my mother do
that ?

True. She did, indeed.

Free. Vhen God bless her! I do not blush to
call myself her son.

True. (stretching out his hands to Balt. and Free.)

Now,don’t think that [am going to whine to you

about natural affection, and fraternal love, and such

weaknesses. I know that you have lived in the
constant practice of all manner of opposition and
provocation towards one another for some time
past: you have exercised your tempers thereby,
and have acquired habits that are now, perhaps, ne-

cessary for you. Far be it from me to break in upon
habits and gratifications! Only, as you are both
the sons of one father, who now lies quietly in his
grave, and of the good women,for } call them both
good, who bore no enmity to one another, tho’
riaced Ina situation very favourable for its growth,
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do for the love of decency take one another by the

hand, andlive peaceably and respectably together!

(taking each of them by the hand.)

Balt. (shaking off True.) Get away, Trucbridge,

and leave us to ourselves.
(True. retires to the bottom of the stage, and

makes signs for Jenk. Serv. and Char. fo do so

too: they all retire.)

(Balt. and Free. stand leoking at one another for

some time without speaking. Balt. then drawing

nearer to Free. clears his voice, and puts on the

action of one whois going to speak empActically ;

but his energy is suddenly dropt, and he turns

away without speaking. He draws nerr him a

second time, clears his voice agai, and speaks in

broken accents.)

Balt. I have been to you, Mr. Freeman, most

unreasonable and unjust. I haye---[ have---my

behaviour has been stern and ungracious---But---

but my heart---O! it has offended beyond---beyond

even the forgiveness of a---of a------
Free. (eagerly.) Of a what, Mr. Baltimore ?
Balt. Of a brother.
Free. God biess you for that word! Are you the

first to pronounce it? Yes, { will be a brother, and

a father, and a friend, and an every thing to you,as

long as there is breath in my body. And tho’ we

do not embrace as brothers--- ---

Balt. (rushing into his arms.) Ah! but we dot we

do! most heartily! But I have somethingto say,

H 4
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Let me lean against this tree for a little. (/eans his
back against a tree.)

Free. What would you say?
Balt. (in a broken voice.) J am---1 am where |

ought not to be. Your generosity imposed upon
you---the borough of Westownis vacant.

Free. No; it is filled with the man for whom I
will henceforth canvass thro’ thick and thin every
shire, town, andvillage in the kingdom,if need be;

the borough ofWestown is not vacant.
Balt. (endeavouring to open his waistcoat and collar.)

Mybuttons are tight over my breast: I cant’t get
this thing from my throat. (Free. attempts to

assist him.)

True. (running forward from the bottom of the
stage.) Let me assist you, Baltimore.

Balt. No, no, hold away: he will do it for me.
I feel the touch of a brother’s hand near mybreast,
andit does me good.

True. (exulting.) Ya! is it thus with you? Then
we have trrumphed ! conquest and victory !

Char. (tossing up his hat in the air.) Conquest and
triumph and victory! Oit is all nght now!

True. Yes, Charles, thou may’st now beas boist-
erous as thou wilt.

Fenk. (aside to Serv.) We have made but a bad

business of it here.
Ser, (aside to Jeni.) It was all your fault. (hey

quarrel in a corner, whilst Free. and ‘True. are

occupied with Balt.; aid Charles runs exultingly
aici, tossing his hat in the air.)  
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(Enter nearly at the same time, by opposite sides,
Mrs. Baltimore and Mrs. Freeman with Char-

lotte.
Mrs. B. (alarmed.) O, you are wounded, Balti-

more. ,

True. No, no! there are no wounds here: we

are victorious.
Mrs. B. Over whom?
True. Over a whole legion of devils! or, at least,

over one great black one, who wasas strong and as
stubborn as a whole legion.

Mrs. B. (joyfully.) Ha! and is he overcome at
last? Let me rejoice with you, my Baltimore! We
have found ourlost happiness again.

Balt. We have found something more, my dear

Isabelia: we have found a brother. (presenting Free.
to Mrs. B.)

Mrs. B. Yes, 1 knew you wouldfind in this
worthy man a friend and a brother.

Balt. Nay, nay! you don’t catch my meaning:
he is the son of my father,

Mrs. Free. What does hesay :
Char. The son of his father! Myears are ring-

ing:
Mrs. B. (after a pause of surprize.) In sober ear-

nest truth? (c/asping her hands together.) O thank
heaven for it! (holding out her hand to Free.) My
friend and mybrother.

Balt. (to Free.) Yes, she has always been your
friend, |
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Free. (kissiag her hand with emotion.) 1 know she
has, and I have not been ungrateful. (presenting
Mrs. Free. to Mrs. B. and Balt.) And here-1s one

whohas not been so muchyourfriend as she will
be. Her too-warm interest in a husband’s suc-
cess misled her into an error which: she sincerely re-
pents.

Airs. Free. (affectedly.) Mrs. Baltimore has too

much sensibility herself not to pardon theerrorsit
occasions in others.

Mrs. B. (taking her hand.) Be-assured, my dear
madam, I can remember nothing with resentment
that is connected with our present happiness.

Serv. (aside to Jenk.) And Mrs. Freeman1s shak-
ing.hands with them too! O! there will be a‘stag-
nation to all activity! there will not bea law-suit

in the parish for a century to come!
Fenk. (aside.) Well, haw could I help it? Walk

this way for God’s sake or they will hear us.
(Jenk. aud Ser. retire to the batiom of the stage

quarrelling.)

Mrs. B. (looking round.) But there is something

wanting for me still: My dear Charlotte-- |
Charl. (comingforward andjumping into Mrs. B.’s

arms.) Yes, 1 was just waiting for this. O! I shall
Jove you, and live with you, and hang about you
continually! Mysister, my aunty, my cousin | how
many names may I call you?

Mrs. B. As many as you please. But there 1s
another name that you must learn to say: (deadig
her up to Balt.) do you think you can lock gravely
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in this gentleman’s face and call him uncle? Nay,
don’t be fright.red at fim. (to Balt.) Poor girl,
she has stood in awe of you intolerabiy.

Balt. (embracing her.) She-shail stand in awe of
meno more; and, if ever I look sternly upon her
again, I will cheerfully submit to whatever cor-
rection she ra°y thin.proper to inflict upon me.

(siding significantly.)

Char. (holding out his hand to Charlotte.) Andis
there no such tiing as cousins to be made out of
all this store of relationship.

Charl. O yes! there is a lazy, idle, good-for-no-
thing thing called a cousin, that we must all have

some little kindness for, as in duty bound, notwith-
standing.

Free. Don’t mind her, my friend Charles: you
shall be lazy and idle no longer. I’ll find employ-
ment for you: J’ll rouse you upand make aman of
you. There is not a peer of the realm has it in his
power to do move for his relations than I have.
And by heaven I will do it too.

True. (laying his hand on Freeman’s shoulder.)
Gently now, my good Sir! we know all that per-
fectly well.

Balt. (aside to True.) O, let him boast now, he
is entitled toit.

True. (aside to Balt. giving a nod of satisfaction.)
Ay, all is well, I see. (a/oud.) Now, my happy

friends, if I have been of any use amongst you,
shew me your gratitude by spending the rest of the

 



108 THE ELECTION.

day at my house, with my goodfriend the Vicar of
Blackmorton; who has manythingsto tell you.

Mrs. Free. (aside to True.) As Lam theelder bro-
ther’s wife, the foolish ceremony of my taking pre-
cedence of Mrs. Baltimore will be settled accord-

ingly; and I’m sureit will distress me extremely.
True. (aside to her.) Don’t distress yourself, Ma-

dam; there is a bar to that, which you shall have

the satisfaction of being acquainted with presently.
Pray don’t let your amiable delicacy distress you.
‘aloud.) Now let us leave this happy nook. But I
am resolved to have little bower erected in this
very spot, where wewill all sometimesretire, when-
ever we find any bad dispositionsstirring within
us, with that book in our hands, whichsays, “ If

thy brother .offend thee seven times in a day”---

No, no, no! I must not repeat sacred words with
an unlicensed tongue: but I will bless God in si-
lence for restoring a rational creature to the kindly
feelings of humanity. (Exeunt.

THE END,
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA.

MEN:

Oswalt, king of Mercia.
Epwarpb,his nephew, and ethling or heir to the crown.
SeacurRTH,father to Edward.
ETHWALD.
ETHELBERT, a noble Thane.

SELRED,e/der brother to Ethwald.

Mo Lo,father to Ethwald, a Thane-ofsmall considera-
tion.

Hexutr, a bigotied bishop.
Auwy, au artful adventurer.

Woccarwotre, a rude marauding Thane.

Oncar, a creature of Alwy’s.
Mystics and Mystic Sisters, supposed to be the successors

of the Druidical Diviners ; Soldiers, Attendants, Se.

WOMEN:

EvLaurGA, daughter to king Oswal.
Berrua,attached to Ethwald.

SicurTHA, mother to Bertha and niece to Mollo,

living in his castle, with her dovghter, as part of his

family.
Dwiwna, attendant on El\burga.

Ladies, Attendants, and female Druids.

The Scene is supposed to be in England, in the king
dom of Mercia, aud the time near the end of the
Tey. Lave ay.  

 



ETHWALD.

 

ACT I.

SCENE I. The court of a Saxon castle. Ethwald
1s discovered lying upon theground as if half asleep.
The sound of a horn is heard without, at which he

raises his head a little, and lays it down again. The
gate of the castle opens at the bottom of the stage, and
eater Selred, Ethelbert, aud attendants, as if re-
turnedfrom hunting. Sel. and Eth. walk forward
to the front, and the others retire by different sides of
the stage.

SELRED.

"THIS morning’s sport hath bravely paid ourtoil.
Have not my dogs donecredit to their breed?

Eth. 1 grant they have.
Sel. Mark’d you that tawny hound,

With stretched nostrils snuffing to the ground,
Whostill before, with animating vell,
Like the brave leader of a wariike band,

Thro’ many a mazytrack his comrades led

fi the right tainted path?
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I would notfor the weirgelt of a Thane
That noble creature barter.

Eth. 1 donot mean to tempt thee with the sum.
See’st thou where Ethwald,like a cottage cur
On dunghill stretch’d, half sleeping half awake,
Doth bask his lazy carcase in the sun?
Ho! lagger there! (to Ethw. whopust raises his head

and lays it down again. Eth. going up close to him.)
Whenslow'yfrom the plains and nether woods
With all «ics winding streams and hamlets brown,

Updrawn the morning vapourlifts its veil,
Andthro’ its fleecy folds with soften’d rays,
Like stiil’d infant smiling in his tears,

Looks thro’ the early sun ; whilst from afar
The gleaming lake betrays its wide expanse,
And,lightly curling on the dewyair,
The cottage smoke doth windits path to heaven:
Whenlarks sing snril!, and village cocks do crow,
Andlowsthe heifer loosen’d fromherstall:
When heaven’s soft breath plays on the woodman’s

brow,

And ev’ry hair-bell and wild tangled flower
Smells sweetiy from its cage of checker’d dew:
Ay, and when huntsmen wind the merry horn,
And from its covert starts the fearful prey;
Who, warm’d with youth's blood in his swelling

veins,
Would,like a licless clod outstretchedle,
Shut up from a!! the fair creation offers?
(Eth. yavews and heeds hint xot.) We heeds me not.

6  
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Se/. I will assail him now. (in a Jouder voice.)
Ho! foxes heads our huntsman’s belt adorn,
Whohave, thro’ tangled woods and ferny moors
With manywiles shaped out their mazy flight;
Have swam deepfloods, and from the rocky brows
Offrightful precipices boldly leap’d
Into the gulph below.
Nay, e’en ourlesser game hath nobly done:
Across,his shoulders hang four furred feet,
That have full twenty miles before us run
In little space. O,it was glorious!

Ethw. (raising his head carelessly.)
Well, well, I know that hareswill swiftly run
Whendogs pursue them. (stretches himself andgoes

to rest again.)
Eth. Leave him to rest, he is not to be rous’d.

Sel. Well, be itso. By heaven myfretted soul
Did something of this easy stuporlack,
Whennearthe eastern limits of our chace
I pass’d the frowning tower of Ruthergeld !
He hangs a helmeto’er his battlements,
As tho’ he were the chief protecting Thane
Of all the country round.
Pll teach th’ ennobled Coerl, within these bounds,

None maypretend in noble birth to vie
With Mollo’s honour’d line!

Eth. (proudly.) Hast thou forgot ?
Or did’st thou never hear whose blood it is
Thatfills these swelling veins?

Se/. I cry you mercy, Thane: little doubt
Some brave man was the founder of your house,

Vot.II. I
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Eth. Yes: such an one, at mention of whose

name
‘The brave descendants of two hundred years
Havestately rose with more majestic step,
And proudlysmiled.

Ed. Whowasthis lordly chieftain?
Eth. A swabian shepherd’s son, who, in dark

times,

When ruin dire menaced his native land,

Withall his native lordship in his grasp,
A simple maple spear and osiershieid,
Making of keen and deep sagacity,
Withdaring courage and exalted thoughts,
A plain and native warrant ef command,
Around him gather’d all the valiant youth;
And,after many a gallant enterprize,
Repell’d the foe and gave his country peace.
His grateful country bless’d him for the gift,
And offer’d to his worth the regal crown.

Sel. (bowing respectfully.) 1 yield me to thy claim.
(Ethwald, who has raised himself up by. degrees
upon hearing the story, and listen’d eagerly, now

starts up, impatient of the pause, and catches

Eth.dy the arm.)
Ethw. And did they crown him then?
Eth. No; with a mind aboveall selfish wrong,,

He gen’rously the-splendid gift refused :
And drawing from his distant low retreat
The only remnant of the royal race,
Fixed him firmly on his father’s seat ;
Provinguntil his very latest breath
A true and loyal subject.  
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(Ethwald’s countenance changes, then turningfrom
Eth. he slowly retires to the bottom of the
stage and exit. Eth. follows him attentively
with his eye as he retires.)

Eth. Mark’d you the changes of the stripling’s
eye?

You do complain that he of late has grown
A musing sluggard. Selred, mark me well:
Brooding in secret, grows within his breast
That which no kindred ownsto sloth orease.
Andis your father fix’d to keep him pent
Still here at home? Doththe old wizard’s prophesy,
That the destruction of his noble line
Should from the valour of his youngest son
In royal warfare spring, still haunt his mind?
This close confinement makes the pining youth
Moreeager tobefree.

Sel. Nay, rather say, the lore he had fromthee
Hath o’er him cast this sullen gloom. Erethis,
Where wasthe fiercest courser of ourstalls
That did not shortly under him become
As gentle as the lamb? What bowsostiff
But he would urgeandstrain his youthfulstrength,
Till ev’ry sinew o’er his body rose,

Like to the sooty forger’s swelling arm,
Until it bent to him? What flood so deep
That on its foaming waves he would not throw
His naked breast, and beat each curling surge,

Until he gain’d the far @pposing shore?
Butsince he learnt from thee that letter’d art,

Whichonly sacred priests were meantto know,

12
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See how it is with hiny! His father’s house
Has unto him becomea cheerless den.
His pleasant tales and sprightly playful talk,
Whichstill our social meals were wont to cheer,

Nowvisit us but like a hasty beam
Between the showery clouds. Nay, e’en the maid,
Mycareful father destines for his bride,
That he maystill retain him here at home,
Fair as she is, receives when she appears
His cold and cheerless smile.
Surely thy penanced pilgrimage to Rome,
And the displeasure of our holy saint,
Might well have taught thee that such sacred art
Was good for priests alone. Thou’st spoilt the

youth.

Eth, V’ve spoilt the youth! What think’st thou
then of me?

Sel. I not believe that thou at dead of night
Untodark spirits say’st unholy rhymes;
Nor that the torch, on holy altars burnt,
Sinks into smoth’ring smoke at thy approach;

Northat foul fiends about thy castle yell,
Whattime the darken’dearth is rock’d with storms ;
Tho’ many do suchfrightful credence hold,
Andsign themselves when thou dost cross their

way.
I not believe — ——

Eth. By the bless’d light of heaveh!—
Sel. I cannot think ——
Eth. By this well-proved sword!
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Sel. Patience, good Thane! I meant to speak
thy praise.

Eth. Mypraise, say’st thou ?
Sel. Thy praise. I wouldhave said,

« That he whoin thefield so oft hath fought,
So bravely fought, andstill in the honour’d cause,
Should hold unhallow’d league with damned sprites,

I never will believe.” Yet muchI grieve
That thou, with.bold intrusive forwardness,
Hast enter’d into that which holy men
Hold sacred for themselves;

Andthat thou hast, with little prudence too,
Entrapp’d my brother with this wickedlore,
Altho’ methinks thou did’st not mean him harm.

Eth. I thank thee, Selred; listen now to me,

Andthou shalt hear a plain and simple tale,
Astrueasit is artless.
These cunning priests full loudly blast my fame,
Because that I, with diligence andcost,
Have got myself instructed how to read
Oursacred scriptures, which, they would maintain,
Noeye profane maydare toviolate.
If I am wrong they have themselves to blame.
It-was their hard extortionsfirst impell’d me
To search that precious book, from which they

draw
Their right, as they pretend, to lord it thus.
But what think’st thou, my Selred, read I there ?
Of one sent down from heav’n in sov’reign pomp,

Togive into the handsof leagued priests

13
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All power to hold th’ immortal soul of man
In everlasting thraldom? O far otherwise!

(taking Selred’s hand with great earnestness.)
Ofone who health restored unto the sick,

Who made the lame to walk, the blind to see,

Whofed the hungry, and whorais’d the dead,

Yet had no place wherein to lay his head.
OFone from ev’ry spot oftainting sin
Holy and pure ; and yet so lenient,
That he with soft and unupbraiding love
Did woo the wand’ring sinner from his ways,
As doth the elder brother of a house
Theerring stripling guide. Of one, myfriend,
Wiser by far than all the sons of men,
Yet teaching ignorance in simple speech,
As thou would’st take an infant on thy lap
Andlesson him with his ownartlesstale.
Of one so mighty
That he did say unto the raging sea
“ Be thou at peace” and it obey’d his voice,
Yet bow’d himself unto the painful death
That we might live—They say that I am proud—
O! had they like their gentle master been!
I would, with suppliant knee bent to the ground,
Have kiss’d their very feet.
But, had they been like him, they would have par-

don’d me

Ere yet my bending knee had touch’d the earth,
Sel. Forbear, nor tempt me with thy moving

words!.
I'ma plain soldier, and unfit to judge
Of mysteries which but concern the learn’d.
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Eth. I know thou art, nor do [ mean to tempt

thee. ,
But in thy younger brother I had mark’d
A searching mind of freer exercise,
Untrammell’d with the thoughts of other men;
Andlike to one, who, in a gloomynight,

Watching alone amidst a sleeping host,

Sees suddenly along the darken’d sky
Some beauteous meteor play, and with his hand
Wakensa kindred sleeper byhis side
To see the glorious sight, e’en so‘did I.
With pains and cost I divers books procured,
Telling of wars, and arms, and famous men;

Thinking it would his young attention rouse;
Would combat best a learner’s difficulty,
And pave the wayat length for better things:
But here his seized soul has wrapp’d itself, ,
And from the meansis heedless of the end.
If I’ve done wrong, I do repent meofit.
And now,good Selred, as thou’st seen me fight
Like a brave chief, and still in th’ honour’d cause,
By that good token kindly think of me,
Asof a man wholong has suffer’d wrong
Rather than one deserving so to suffer.

Se/. I do, brave Ethelbert.

Eth. I thank thee, friend.
And now we’ll go and washus from this dust:
Weare not fit at goodly boardstosit.
Is not your feast hour near?

Sel, | I thinkit is.
(Exeunt,

I 4
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SCENE II. 4 small apartment in Mollo’s castle.
Enter Ethwald very thoughtful, who leans against a
pillar for some time without speaking.

Ethw. (coming forward.) \s it delusion this?
Orwears the mind of man within itself
A consciousfeeling of its destination ?
Whatsay these suddenly imposed thoughts,
Which mark such deepen’dtraces on the brain
Ofvivid real persuasion, as do make
Mynerved foot tread firmer on the earth,
And mydilating form tower on its way?
That I am born, within these narrow walls,
The younger brother of a petty chief,
To live my term in dark obscurity,
Until some foul disease or bloody gash,
In low maraudingstrife, shall lay me low?
Myspiritsickens at the hateful thought!
It hangs upon it with such thick oppression,
As doth the heavy, dense, sulphureousair
Upon the breath it stifles. (pulling up the sleeve of

his garment, and baring his right arm from the

shoulder.).
A firmer strung, a stronger arm than this
Own’d ever valiant chief of ancientstory?
And lacks my soul within, what should impelit?
Ah! but occasion, like th’ unveiling moon
Which calls the advent’rer forth, did shine on

them !
I sit i’the shade! no star-beam falls on me !
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{Bursts into tears and throws himself back

against the pillar. A pause: he then starts
Jorwardfull of animation, and tosses his arms
high as he specks.)

No; storms are hush’d within their silent cave,

And unflesh’d lions slumber in the den.
But there doth comea time!

(Enter Bertha, stealing softly upon him before
he is aware.)

What, Bertha, is it thee who steal’st upon me?
Ber. { heard thee loud:

Conversest thou with spirits in the air?

Ethw. With those whose answ’ring voice thou
can’st not hear.

Ber. Thou hast of late the friend of such be-
come,

Andonly sey. Thouart indeed so strange
Thy very dogs have ceas’d to follow thee,
For thou no more their fawning court receiv’st,
Norcallest to them with a master’s voice.
Whatart thou grown,since thou hast lov’d to pore
Upon those magic books?

Ethw. No matter what! a hermit an’ thou wilt.
Ber. Nay, rather, by thy high assumed gait

Andlofty mien, which I have mark’doflate,
Oft times thou art, within thy own mind’s world,
Some king or mighty chief.
If so it be, tell me thine honour’s pitch,
And I will tuck my regal mantle on
And mate thy dignity. (asstming much state.)

Ethw. Out on thy foolery!
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Ber. | Dost thou remember
How, on ourthrone of turf, with birchen crowns
And willow branches waving in our hands,
Weshook ourcareless feet and caroll’d out,
And call’d ourselves the king and queen of Kent?

Ethw. Yes, children ever in their mimick play
Such fairy stateassume.

Ber. And bearded men

Do sometimesgild the dull enchanting face

Of sombrestilly life with like conceits.
Come, an’ you will we'll go to play again.

(tripping gayly round him.)

E:hw.. Whosent thee here to gambol-round me
thus?

Ber. Nay, fie upon thee! for thou know’stright
well

ft is an errand of my own goodwill.
Knowest thou not the wand’ring clown ishere,
Whodoth the osier wands and rushes weave
Into all shapes: who chants gay stories too;
And who was wontto tell thee, when a boy,

Ofall the bloody wars of furious Penda?
E’en nowheis at work before the gate,
With heaps of pliant rushes round him strew’d3;
In which birds, dogs, and children roll and nestle,

Whilst, crouching by his side, with watchful eye
The playful kitten marks each trembling rush
As he entwists his many circling bands,
Nay, men and matrons, too, around him flock,

And Ethelbert, low seated on a stone;
“a

o
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With crossed arms, o’erlooks his curious craft.

Wilt thou not come?

Ethw. Away, I care not for it!

Ber. Nay, do not shake thy head, for thou must
come.

This magic girdle will compel thy steps. (throws a
girdle round him playfully, and pulls ws till it

breaks.)
Ethw. (smiling coldly.) Thou see’st it cannot

hold me. (Bertha’s face changes immediately x
she bursts iuto tears, and turns away to conceal

it.)

Ethw. (soothing her.) My gentle Bertha! little
foolish maid !

Whyfall those tears? Wilt thou not look on me?
Dost thou not know I am a wayward man,
Sullen by fits, but meaning no unkindness ?

Ber. O thou wert wont to makethehall rejoice;
And cheer the gloomy face of dark December!
Ethw. And will, perhaps, again. Cheer up my

love! (assuming a cheerful voice.)
And plies the wand’ring clownhis pleasingcraft,
Whilst dogs and men and children round him

flock?
Come, let us join them too. (holding out his hand

to-her, whilst she smiles thro’ her tears.)
How course those glancing drops adownthy cheeks,
Like to a whimp’ring child! fie on thee, Bertha!

(wipes off her tears, and leads her out affection-

ately.) (Exeunt.
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SCENE Il. A narrowstone gallery or passage,

(Voice without.) Haste, lazy comrade there!
(Enter two servantsby opposite sides, one of them

carrying mats of rushes in his arms.)

First Serv. Set’st thau thy feet thussoftly to the
ground.

Asif thou had’st been paid to count thy steps?
What madethee stay so long?

Second Serv. Heard you the news?
First Serv. The news?
Second Serv. Ay, by the mass! sharp

news indeed.

And mark me well; before hand I havesaid it;

Some of those spears now hangingin thehall
Will wag 1’ the field ere long.

First Serv. Thou hast a marv’llous gift of pro-
phecy-

I know it well; but let us hear thy news.

Second Serv. Marry! the Britons and their rest-
less prince,

Join’d with West Anglia’s king, a goodly host,
Are now in Mercia, threat’ningall with ruin.
Andoverand besides, God saveusall !
They are but five leagues off.
‘Tis true. And over and besides again,

Our kingis on his way to give them battle.
Ay, and moreoverall, if the late floods
Have broken downthe bridge, as it is fear’d,
He must perforce pass’ by ourcastle walls,
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And then weshall behold a goodly shew !
First Serv. Whobroughtthe tidings ?
Second Serv. A soldier sent on horseback all ex-

press :
E’en now I heard himtell it to the Thane, —

Whocaution’d metotell it unto none,

That Ethwald might nothearit.

First Serv. And thou in sooth obey’st his cau-
tion well.

Nowhear thou this from me: thou art a lout;
And over and besides a babbling fool ;
Ay, and moreoverall, I’ll break thy head
If thou dost tell again, in any wise,
The smallest tittle of it.

Seeond Serv. Marry! I can be secret as thy-
self !

I tell not those who blab.
First Serv. Yes, yes, thy caution is most scrupu-

lous;

Thoult whisper it in Ethwald’s hitherear,
And bid the other not to knowofit.
Give methosetrusses.

Second Serv. Yes, this is made for my old mas-
ter’s seat,

And this, so soft, for gentle lady Bertha. (giving
the mats.)

Andthis, and this, and this for Ethelbert.

But see thou put a sprig of mountain-ash
Beneath it snugly. Dost thou understand ?

First Serv. What is thy meaning?
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Second Serv. It hath a power to crossall wicked
spells ;

So that a man maysit next stool to th’devil,
If he can lay but slyly such a twig
Beneath his seat, nor suffer any harm.

First Serv. 1 wish there were some herbofsecret
power

To save from daily skaith of blund’ringfools:
I know beneath whose stool it should be press’d.
Get thee along! the feast smokes in the hall.

(Exeunt.

SCENE IV. A Saxon hall with the walls hung

round with armour. Mbollo, Ethelbert, Selred,

Ethwald, Bertha, Sigurtha, aad others, are disco-
vered sitting round a table, on which stand goblets

andflaggous, ‘Sc. after afeast.

Eth. Nay, gentle Bertha, if thou followest him,

Sheer off those lovely tresses from thy head,
And with a frowning helmet shade thoseeyes :

E’en with thy prowess added to his own,
Methinkshe will not be surcharged of means
To earn his brilliant fortune in the field.

Ber. Naz, rather will I fill a little scrip
With sick-men’s drugs and salves for fest’ring

wounds,

And journey by his side, a tray’lling leech.
Se/. That will, indeed, no unmeet comrade be

For one whose fortune must be earn’d with blows
Borne by no substitutes.
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Ethw. Well jested Thanes!
But some, ere now, with fortune earn’d by blows
Borne by no substitutes, have placed their mates
Above the gorgeous damesofcastled lords,
Cheer up, sweet Bertha!
For ev’ry drug ta’en fromthy little scrip
[ll pay thee back with— —

Eth. Sticks the word 1’ his throat.
Sef. It is too great for utt’rance.
Eth, Here’s to your growing honours, future

chief; .

Andhereis to the lofty dame who shall be—
(they all drink ironically to Ethw. and Berth.)

Mollo. (seriously.) Here is a father’s wish for
thee, my son, (¢o Ethw.)

Better than all the glare of fleeting greatness.
Be thou at home the firm domestic prop
Ofthine old father’s house, in this as honour’d

Ashe whobearsfar hence advent’rous arms!
Northink thee thus debarr’d from warlike deeds:
Ourneighb’ring chiefs are not too peaceable,
And much adventure breedinlittle space.

Ethw. What! shall L£ in their low destructive
strife

Put forth mystrength, and earn with valiant deeds
The fair renown of mighty Woggarwolfe,
The flower of all those heroes? Hateful ruffian!
He drinks men’s blood and human flesh devours ;
For scarce a heifer on his pasture feeds

Which hath not cost a gallant warrior’s life.
I cry you mercy, father! you are kind,
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But I do lack the grace to thank you for it. __
(Mollo Zeans on the table and looks sad.}

Sigur. (to Moi.) Good uncle you are sad! Our
gen’rous Exrhwald

Contemnsnot his domestic station here,

Tho’little willing to enrich your walls
With spoils of petty war.

Ethw. (seeing his father sad, and assuming cheer-
fulness.)

Nayfather, if your heart is set on spoil
Let it be Woggarwolfe’s that you shall covet,
And small persuasion may suffice to tempt me,
To plunder him will be no commongain.
Wefeasters love the flesh of well-run game:
And faith! the meanest beeve of all his herds
Has hoof’d it o’er as many weary miles,
With goading pike-men hollowing at his heels,
As e’er the bravest antler of the woods.
Elis very muttons, too, are noble beasts,

For which contending warriors have fought;
And thrifty dames will find their fleece enrich’d
With the productions of full manya soil.

Ber. How so, my Ethwald?

Ethw. Countest thou for nought
Furze from the upland moors, and bearded down,
Torn fromthe thistles of the sandy plain?
The sharp-tooth’d bramble of the shaggy woods
And tufted seeds from the dark marsh? Good

sooth;

She well may triumph in no vulgar skill
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Whospinsa coat from it.
And then his wardrobe, too, of costly geer,
Which from the wallets of a hundred thieves,
Has beentransferring for a score of years,
In endless change, it will be noble spoil!

(A trumpet is heard without, and Ethw. starts
from his seat.)

Ha! ’tis the trumpet’s voice!
Whatroyal leader this way shapes his route ?

(a silent pause.)
Ye answer not, and yet ye seem to know.

Exter Servants in haste.
Good fellows, what say ye?

First Serv. The king! the king! and with five
thousand men!

Second Serv. I saw his banners from the battle-
ments

Waving between the woods.
Third Serv. Andso did I.

His spear-men onward movein duskylines,
Like the brownreeds that skirt the winter pool.

Sel. Well,well, there needs notall this wond’ring

din;
He passes on, and weshall do ourpart.

First Serv. The foe is three leaguesoff.
Se/. Hold thy fool’s tongue! I want no infor-
“mation.
(Ethwald remains for a while thoughtful, then,

running eagerly ta the end of the hall, climbs up,
and snatches from the walls a sword and
shield, with which he is about to run oxt.)

Vor. II. K
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Mollo. (tottering from his seat.)
O go not forth my rash impetuousson!

Stay yet a term bencath thy father’s roof,

And, wereit at the cost of half my lands,

I'll send thee out accoutred like a Thane.

Ethw. No, rev’rendsire, these be my patrimony!

I ask of thee no more.
Ber. And wilt thou leave us?
Mollo. Ay, he'll break thy heart,

And lay me ip the dust! (trumpet sounds again, and

Ethw.turning hastily from them, runs out.)

Ber. Oh! he is gonefor ever!
Eth. Patience, sweet Bertha!

Sel. The castle gates are shut by my command,

He cannot now escape. Holla, good friends! (to
those without.)

Enter Followers.
All quickly arm yourselves, and be prepared
To follow mebefore the fall of eve.

Etk. Send out my scout to. climb the farther
hill,

And spy if that my bandsare yet in sight.
(Exeunt Yollowers,

Nowlet us try to tamethis lion’s whelp. |
(Enter Servant in haste.)

Sel. Whattidings, man? Is Ethwald at the gate?
Ser. No, good my Lord, nor yet within the

walls.

Se?, What, have they open’d to him?
Ser. No,. my Lord.

Loudly he call’d, but whenit was refus’d,
+
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With glaring eyes, like an enchafed wolf,
He hied him where the lowest southern wall
Rises but little o’er the rugged rock;
There, aided by a half projecting stone,
Hescal’d its height, and holding o’er his head
His sword andshield, grasp’d in his better hand,

Swam the full moat. |
Eth. (to Sel.) O, noble youth!

Did I not say, you might as well arrest
The fire of heav’n within its pitchy cloud
As keep him here? (Berthafaints away.}
Alas, poor maid!

(Whilst Sigurtha and Eth. &c. attend to
Bertha, enter followers and retainers, and be-
gin to take dowh the armourfrom the walls.
Enter Woggarwolfe.)

Wog. {to Sel.) They would have shut your gate
upon me now, . |

But I, commission’d on the king’s affairs,
Commanded entrance. Oswal greets you chiefs,
And gives you orders with your followers,
To join him speedily. (seeing Bertha.)
What, swooning women here?

Se/. Ethwald is gone in spite ofall our care,
And she, thou know’st, my father’s niece’s child,
Brought up with him from early infancy,
ds therein muchaffected.

Wog. (smiling.) QO,it is ever thus, I know it well,
‘Whenstriplings are concern’d! Once on a time,
A youthful chief I seiz’d in his own hall,
When, on the instant, was the floor arougd

K 2
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With fainting maidsand shrieking matronsstrew’d,
As tho’ the end of all things had beenlink’d
Unto myfatal grasp.

Sel. (eagerly.) Thou did’st not slay him?
og. (smiling contemptuously.) Asks Selred if I

slew mine enemy?
Sel. Then, by heav’ns light, it was a rufhan’s

deed !
Wog. 1 ery thee grace! wear’st thou a virgin

sword?
Maidens turn pale when they do look on blood,

And men there be whosicken at thesight,
If men they maybecall’d.

Sel. Ay, men there be,

Whosicken at the sight of crimson butchery,
Yet in the battle’s heat will far out-dare
A thousand shedders of unkindled blood.

Eth. (comingforward.) Peace, Thanes! this is no
time for angry words.
(Bertha giving a deep sigh, Eth. and Sel. go

to her and leave Wog. who heeds her not, but

looks at the men taking the armsfrom the walls.
—Observing one who hesitates between the
swords)

Wog. Fool, chose the other blade!

That weight of steel will noble gashes make!
Nay, rightly guidedin a handlike thine,
Might cleave a man downto the netherribs.

(Sigurtha o Bertha, as she is recovering.)

My gentle child, how art thou?

Ber, And no kind handto hold him!
t
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Eth. Be not cast down, sweet maid; he'll soon
return ;

All are not lost who join in chanceful war.
Ber. 1 know right well, good Thane, all are not

lost.

The native children of rude jarring war,
Full oft returning from the field, become
Beneath their shading helmets aged men:
But ah! the kind, the playful, and the gay;
They whohave gladden’d their domestic board,
And cheer’d the winter fire, do they return?

(shaking her head sorrowfully.)
I grieve you all: I will no more complain.
Dear mother, lead me hence. (to Sig.)
(To Sel.) I thank you, gentle Selred, this suffices.

(Exeunt Bertha supported by Sigurtha.
Sel. (to Mollo, who has sat for some time with his

face cover’d.) What, so o’ercome, my father ?

Molt, | am o’ercome, my son; lend me thine
arm.

(Exeunt.

END OF THE FIRST ACT.

K 3
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ACT If.

SCENE I. Aforest; the view of an abbey with
its spires on the back ground. Enter the King, at-
tended by Seagurth and several Thanes andfollow-
ers, some of them wounded, and their wounds bound

up, as after a battle. A flourish of trumpets: the
Kingstretches out his arm in the action of command;
the trumpets cease, and they all halt.

King. Companionsof this rough and bloody day,
Beneath the kindly shelter of this wood
A while repose, until our eager youth,
Returning from the widely scatter’d pursuit,
Rejoin our standards.
Brave Seneschal, thou’rt weak with loss of blood;

Forbear attendance. Ay, and thou, good Bald.
rick:

And thou, (to another) and all of you.
Sen. No,gracious king;

The sight of you, unhurt, maketh the blood
That in our veins remains so kindly glow,

Wecannotfaint.
King. Thanks, noble chiefs! dear is the gain |

earn,
Purchased with bloodso precious. Whoare those
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Whothitherward in long procession move?
Sen. It is the pious brethren, as I guess,

Come forth to meet you from yon neighb’ring
abbey,

Andat their head the holy Hexulf comes.
Enter Hexulf and Monks.

Hex. Accept our humble greetings, royalsire!
Victorious be your arms! and in the dust
Low be yourfoes, as in this glorious day !
Favour’d of heav’n, and of St. Alban, hail!

King. 1 thank your kindly zeal, my rev’rendfa-
ther;

Andfrom these holy brethren do accept
With thanks this token of good will, not doubting
That Iam much beholden to your prayers.

Hex. In truth, most gracious king, your armed
host

Has not more surely in your cause prevail’d
Than hath ourjoint petition, offer’d up
With holy fervour, most importunate.
Soon as the heav’n-rais’d voices sweetly reach’d
The echoing arches of yon sacred roofs,
Saint Alban heard, and to your favour’d side
Courage and strength, the soul of battle, sent ;

Fear and distraction to th’ opposing foe.
King. Ah then, good father, and ye pious monks!

Would that ye had begun your prayers the sooner!
For long in doubtfulscales the battle hung;
And of the men who, with this morning’s sun,
Buckled their harness on to follow me,

K 4
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Full many a valiant warriour, on his back
Lies stiff’ning to the wind.

Hex. The wicked sprite in ev’ry armed host
Will find his friends; who doubtless for a time

Maycounterpoise the prayers of holy men.
There are among yourtroops, I question not,
Many who do oursacred rights contemn:
Many whohave blasphem’d—Ay, good my Lord;
And manyholding baleful heresies.
Fought Ethelbert, of Sexford, in your host ?

King. He did, my rev’rend father, bravely fought;
To him andvaliant Selred, Mollo’s son,

Belong the second honours of the day.
(Hexulf looks abash’d and is silent.)

Enter Edward attended, who, after making
his obeisance to the King, runs up eagerly to
Seagurth.

Edw. You are not wounded,father?

Sea. No, my boy.
Edw. Thanks to preserving goodness! Noble

Thanes,

It grieves me much to see those swathed limbs.
Warwears a horrid, yet alluring face.
(To King.) Your friends, my Lord, have done me

great despite.
Had they not long detain’d me on the way,
I should have been with you before the battle.

King. Complain not, youth; they had, in this,
commands

Too high to be disputed. And ’tis well,
For we have had a rough and bloody day,
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Edw. Ha! is it so? But you have been victo-
rious.

Howwentthefield ?
Sea. Loud rose our battle’s sound, and for a

while
The Mercians bravely fought ; when,all at once,
From some unlook’d for cause, as yet unknown,
A powerful panic seiz’d our better wing,
Which, backrecoiling, turn’d and basely fled.
Touch’d quickly with a seeming sympathy,
Ourcentre-force began, in laxed strength,
To yield contended space.—Sostoodthe field;
When on a sudden,like those warriourspirits,

Whose scatter’d locks the streamy light’ning is,

Whosespear the bolt of heaven; such as the seer
In ’tranced gaze beholds midst hurtling storms,
Rush’d forth a youth unknown,and in a pass,

Narrow and steep, took his determin’d stand,

His beck’ning hand and loud commanding voice
Constrain’d our flying soldiers from behind,
And the sharp point of his opposing spear
Metthe pale rout before. |
The dark returning battle thicken’d round him.
Deeds of amazement wrought his mighty arm ;
Rapid, resistless, terrible.
High rose each warlike bosomatthesight,

And Mercia, like a broad returning wave,
Up swell’d into a hugely billow’d height,
O’erwhelming in its might all lesser things,
Upon the foe return’d. Selred and Ethelbert

Fell on their weaken’d flank. Confusion, then,
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And rout and horrid slaughter fill’d the field:
The pursuit scatter’d wide; the day is ours;
Yet many a noble Mercian strews the plain.
Edw. (eagerly.) But the young herofell not?
Sea. No, my fon.
Edw. Then bless’d be heav’n! there beats no

noble heart
Whichshall not henceforth love him as a brother,
Would I could see him from the pursuit come!
O that I had beheld him in his might,
When the dark battle turn’d!

Sea. Your wish ts soon fulfill’d, my eager boy;
For here, in truth, the youthful warriour comes,
And,captive by his side, the British Prince.

(Enter Ethwald with the British Prince pri-
soner, accompanied by Selred and Ethelbert,
and presents his prisoner to the King.)

King. (to Prince) Prince of the Britons, clear
thy cloudy brow;

The varied fate of war the bravest prove.
And tho’ I might complain that thy aggressions
Have burnt my towns, and fiil’d my land with

blocd,

Thy state forbids it. Here, good Seneschal,
Receive your charge, and let him know no change
Unsuited to a prince. (To Ethwald.)
And thou, brave warriour, whose youthful arm

Has brought unto thy king so high a gift,
Say, what proud man maylift his honour’d head,
And boast he is thy father,
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Ethw. A Thane, my Lord, forgotten andretired:

I am the younges¢ son of aged Mollo,
And Ethwald is my name.

Kimg. Youngest in years, tho’ not in honour,

youth,

E’en tho’ the yaliant Selred is thy brother. (turning
to Selred.)

And now be thouthefirst and noble root,

From which a noble race shall take its growth,
Wearing thy honours proudly!
Of Marnieth’s earldom be thou the Lord!

For well I know the council of the states

Will not refuse to ratify my grant.
And thou, brave Ethelbert, and Selred, too,

Ye well have earn’d a noble recompense,
Andshall not be forgot. Come hither, Edward,

Take thou this hero’s hand; and, noble Ethwald,

Thus let the kingdom’sethling join with me
In honouring thy worth.

(Edward, who has gazed at some distance upon
Kthwald, springingforward eagerly)

Give him my hand, my Lord! have you notsaid
That I should fold him to my burning heart?
(Embraces Ethw.) Most valiant Ethwald,
Fain would I speak the thoughts I bearto thee,
But they do choke and flutter in mythroat,
And make me like a child. (passing his hand acrass

his eyes.)
Ethw, (kissing Edward’s hand.) 1 am repaid

beyond a kingdom’s worth.
#dw. (to Sea. bounding joyfully) Father, have

you embraced him?
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Ethwald, myfather is a valiant man. (Sea. embraces
Ethw. dut not so eagerly as Edw.)

King. (to Ethw.) Brave youth, with you, and
with your noble friends,

I shall, ere long, have farther conference. (retires to

the bottom of the stage with Hexulf.)
(Edward, after gazing with admiration upon

Ethw. puts his hand upon his head, as if to
measure his height ; then upon both his shoulders,
as ifhe were considering the breadth of his chest ;

then steps some paces back and gazes at him
again.)

Edw. How tall and strong thou art! broad1s
thy chest ;

Stretch forth, I pray, that arm of mighty deeds.
(Ethw. smiles and stretches out his arm ;

Edw. looks at it, and then at his own.)
Would I were nerv’d like thee!
(Taking Ethw.’s sword.) It is of weight to suit no

vulgar arm.
(Returning it.) There hero; graceful is the sword

of war
In its bold master’s grasp.

Ethw. Nay good, my Lord, if you will honour
me,

It does too well your noble hand become
To be return’d to mine,
Edw. Ha!say’st thou so? Yes, I will keep thy

pledge.
Perhaps my arm—Ahno! it will not be!
But what returning token can I give?
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J have bright spears and shields, and shining blades,
But nought ennobled by the owner’s use.

(Takes a bracelet from his arm, andfastens tt
round Ethwald’s.)

King. (Advancingfromthe bottom of the stage.)
Myworthy Chiefs and Thanes, the night wears on:
The rev’rend bishop, and these pious men,
Beneath their fane give hospitality,
And woousto accept it for the night.

Sea. 1 thought, my Lord, you meant to pass the

night
With your brave soldiers in the open field ;
Already they havelearntthe pleasing tale,
Shall I unsay it?

King. Nay, that were unfit.

I pray you pardon me, my rev’rendtather!
I cannot house with you, it were unfit.

Hex. Should not your greatness spend the night
with those

To whom,in truth, you owe the victory?
Wechant at midnight to St. Alban’s praise;
Surely my Lord regards those sacred things.

(Whispers the King.)
King. Brave Seagutth, there are reasons of good

weight
WhyI should lay aside myfirst intent.
Let all these woundedchieftains follow me;
The rest who list may keep the openfield.
(To Edw.) Nephew, thou must not prove a

soldier’s hardships,
Ere thou hast earn’d a soldier’s name. Nay, nay!

It must beso. (Exeunt King, wounded Chiefs,
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Hexulf, and Monks, followed by Edward
very unwillingly.)

Sea. Who loves soldier's pillow, follow me.
[Exeunrt.

SCENE II.

TheoutsideofMouvo’scastle. Bertua, Sicurtua,
and others discovered on the watls, and several

Servants and Retainers standing by the gate
below.

Berth. O, will they ne’er appear? I'll look no
more ;

Mine eager gazing butretards their coming.
(Retires and immediately returns again.)

Holla, good Murdoch! (fo a Servant below.)
Thou put’st thy hand above thy sunned eyes :
Dost thou descry them ?

First Ser. Mercy, gentle lady,
If you descry them not from that high perch,
How should I from mylevel station here ?

Sig. (to Berth.) Goin, my child, thou art worn
out with watching.
(Berth. retires, and 2d Servant ‘oes at some

distancefrom the walls and looks out an-
other way.)

Sec. Ser. Here comes the noble Selred.
(All call out.) Noble Selred!
Berth, (returning upon the wail.) What, Eth-

wald, say ye?

Sig. No, it is Selred.
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(Enter Selred with followers, and looks up té
the walls, where Sigurtha waves her hand.)

Sig. Welcome, brave Selred! welcome all thy
band!

How far are they behind for whom we watch?
Se/. Two little miles or less. Methinks ere this

Their van should bein sight.
My messenger inform’d you?

Sig. Qh,he did!
Se. Where is my father ?
Sig. He rests within, spent with a fearful joy,

Andsilent tears steal down his furrow’d cheeks.
Se/. T must confer with him. The king intends

To stop and do him honour on his march,
But enters not our walls.

(Exeunt into the castle. |

SCENE UI. 4 chamber in the castle. Enter
Sigurtha avd Bertha, speaking as they enter.

Berth. Nay, Mother, say not so: was he not,
wont,

if but returning from the daily chace,
Te send an upward glance unto that tower?
There well he knew,or late or cold the hour,
His eye should find me.
Sig. My gentle Bertha, be not thus disturb’d,

Such busy scenes, such new unlook’d-for things
Ruffle the flowing stream of habit; men
Will then forgetfc! seem, tho’ not unkind.

Berth, Think’st thou? (shaking her head)
I saw him byhis sov’reign stand,
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And O,how graceful! every eye to him
Was turn’d, and every face smil’d honours on hims
Yet his proud station quickly did he leave
To greet his humblerfriends who stood aloof.
The meanest follower of these walls; already,

Some mark of kind acknowledgment hath had---
Helook’d not up---I am alone forgotten!

Sig. Be patient, child: he will not long delay

To seekthee in thy modest privacy ;
Approving more to see thee here retired
Than, boldly to the army’s eye exposed,
Greeting his first approach. I, the mean while,
Intrusted am with orders from the Thane,

Which mustnot be neglected. (Exit.
(Bertha, after walking up and down, agitated

andfrequently stopping to listen.)
Ah no! deceiv’d again! I need notlisten!
No bounding steps approach.

(She sits down despondingly. Enter Ethwald
behind, and steals softly up to her.)

Ethw. Bertha!
Berth. (starting up) My Ethwald! (he holds out

his arms to herjoyfully, and she bursts into tears.)
Ethw. Thou dost not grieve that I am safe

return’d?
Berth. O no! I do not grieve, yet I must weep.

Hast thou, in truth, been kind? I will not chide:
I cannot do it now.

Ethw. O, fie upon thee! like a wayward child

To look upon me:thus!- cheer up, my love.
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[He smiles upon her joyfully, and her counte-
nance brightens. She then puts her hand upon
his arm, and, stepping back a little space, sur-
veys him with delight.)

Berth. Thou man of mighty deeds!
Thou, whom the brave shall love, and princes

honour!
Dost thou, in truth, return to me again,

Mine own, my very Ethwald?
Ethw. No, that were paltry: I return to thee

A thousand fold the lover thou hast known me.
I have, of late, been careless of thee, Bertha.

The hopeless calm of dull obscurity,
Like the thick vapours of a stagnant pool,
Oppress’dmy heart and smother’d kind affections;
But now th’ enliv’ning breeze of fortune wakes
Mytorpid soul---When did I ever fold thee
To such a warm and boundingheart as this?

(Embraces her.}
The king has given me Mairnieth’s earldom—
Nay, smile my Bertha!

Berth. So I do, my Ethwald.
Ethw. The noble ethling greatly honours me

With precious tokens: nay, the very soldiers
Do cock their pointed weaponsas I pass;
Astho’ it were to say, “ there goes the man
That we would cheerly follow.”
Unto what end these fair beginnings point
I know not---but of this I am assured, |
There is a course of honourlies before me,

Vor.Il. L
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Be ic with dangers, toil, or pain beset,

Which f will boldly tread. Smiles not my love?
Berth. 1 siould, in truth: but how 1s this?

rnethinks
Thou ever look’st upon the things to come,
Jon the past. A great and honour’d man
I know thou’lt be: but O, bethink thee, then!

How once thou wert, within these happy walls,
A little cheerful boy, with curly pate,
Wholed the infant Bertha by the hand,
Storing her Jap with ev’ry gaudy flower;
With speckled eggs sto]’n from the hedgeling’s nest,
Andberries from the tree: ay, think on this,
And then I knowthou’lt love mc!

(Irumpet sounds. Catching hold ofhimeagerly)
iear’st thou that sound? The blessed saints preserve

thee! .

Must thou depart so soon?
Ethw. Yes, of necessity: reasons of weight

Constrain the king, and I, new in hisservice,

Must seem to follow him with willing steps.
But go thou with meto the castle gate,
Wewill not part until the latest moment.

Berth. Yet stop, I pray, thou must receive my
pledge.

See’st thou this woven band of many dyes,
Like to a mottled snake? its shiny woof
Was whiten’d in the pearly dew ofeve,
Beneath the silver moon; its varied warp
Was dyed with potent herbs, at midnight cull’d.

#
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It hath a wond’rous charm: the breast that wearsit
No changeofsoft affection ever knows.

Ethw. (receiving it with a smile.) Vil wear it,
Bertha. (Trumpet sounds.)

Hark! it calls me hence.
Berth. O go not yet! here is another gift.

This ring, enrich’d with stone ofbasilisk,
Wheneverpress’d by the kind wearer’s hand,
Presents the giver’s image to his mind.
Wilt thou not wearit?

Ethw. (receiving it.) Yes, and press it too.
Berth. And in this purse— (taking out a purse.)
Ethw. What! still another charm? —(daughing.)

Thou simple maid!
Dost thou believe that witched geerlike this
Hath powera lover faithful to retain,

More than thy gentleself?
Berth. Nay, laugh but wear them.

Ethw. I will, my love, since thou wilt haveit so.
(Putting them in his breast.) Here are they lodged,

and cursed be the hand
That plucks them ferth! And now receive my

pledge.
It is a jewel of no vulgar worth: (ties it on her arm.)

Wearit and think of me. But yet, belike,

It must be steep’d into some wizard’s pot,
Or have some mystic rhyming mutter’d o’erit,
Ere it will serve the turn.

Berth. (pressing thejewel on her arm.)

O no! right well I feel twill do withoutit.
L 2
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Ethw. Come, let us go: we do not part thou
know’st,

But at the castle gate. Cheer up, my Bertha!
I'l} soon return, and oft return again. (Exeunt.

SCENE IV. Axnapartment in a royal castle. En-

ter Ethwald aud Alwy, speaking as they enter.

Ethw. What peace! peace, say’st thou, with
these glorious arms,

In conquest red, occasion bright’ning roundus,
And smiling victory, with beck’ning hand,
Pointing to future fields of noblerstrife,
Withricher honours crown’d ! What, on the face

Ofsuch fair prospects draw the veil of peace!
Cold blasting peace! The blackest fiend of hell
Hath not a thought more dev’lish!

Alwy. It is, indeed, a flat unpleasanttale

For a young warriour’s ear: but well hast thou
{mprov’d thelittle term of bold occasion ;
Thou wert short while old Mollo’s younger son,

Now art thou Mairhieth’s lord.
Ethw. And what is Mairnieth’s, lordship! I will

own
That, to my distant view, such state appear’d
A point of fair and noble eminence;
But now—whatis it now? O! it has sunk
{nto a petty knoll! I amas one
Whodoth attempt some lofty mountain’s height,
And having gained what to the upcast eye
‘The summit’s point appear’d, astonish’d sees

I
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it’s cloudy top, majestic and enlarged,
Towering aloft, as distant as before.

Alwy. Patience, brave Ethwald; ere thy locks
are grey,

Thy helmed head shall yet in battle tower,
And fair occasion shape thee fair reward.

Ethw. Ere that my locks are grey! the world
ere now

Hath crouch’d beneath a.beardless youth. But I--~
I am as one who mountsto th’ azure sky
On the rude billow’s back, soon sunk again:

Like the loud thunder of th’ upbreaking clo ud,
The terror of amoment. Fate perverse!
War’s frowning spirit was wonttill now, when

rousd,

To urge with whirling lash his sable steeds,
Norslack his furious speed till the wide land
From bound to bound beneath his axle shook:

But soon as in my hand_the virgin spear
Had flesh’d its ruddy point, then is he turn'd
Like a tired braggard to his caves of sloth.

(stamping on the ground.)
Peace! cursed peace! Who will again unchain
The grizly dog of war?

Alwy. Mean’st thou the British prince ?
Ethw. (eagerly.) What say’st thou, Alwy ?
Alwy. I said not aught.
Ethw. Nay, marry! but thoudidst!

And it has rais’d a thought within my mind.
The British prince releas’d, would he not prove
A dog of war, whose yell would soon be follow’d?.

Lb 3
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Alwy. They do indeed full hard advantage take
Ofhis captivity, and put upon him
Conditions suited to his hapless state,
More thanhis princely will.

Ethw. Tis basely done: would that somefriendly
hand

His prison would unbaf and free the thrall !
But no, no, no! I to the king resign’d him;
’*Twere an unworthydeed.

Alwy. It were most difficult ;
For now they keep him in closer hold,
Andbindhis handswithiron.

Ethw. Have they done this? I’m glad on’t! O
I’m glad on’t!

They promised nought unworthyof a prince
To put upon him—Now myhandsare free!
And, were it made of living adamant,
{ will unbar his door. Difficult say’st thou!
No,this hath made it easy.

Alwy. Well softly then; we may devise a way
By which the Seneschal himself will seem
The secret culprit in this act.

Ethw. No, no!

1 like it not: tho’ I must work i’ the dark,

Y’ll not in cunningly devisedlight
Put on my neighbour’s cloak to work his ruin.
Butlet’s to work a-pace! the storm shall rise !

Mysound shall yet be heard!

Alwy. Fear not, thou shalt ere long be heard
again 5

A. dark’ning storm whichshall not soon belay’d.
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Ethw. Ah, thou hast touch’d where my hite’s
life is cell’!

Is there a voice of prophecy within thee ?
(catching hold of his arm eagerty.)

1 wili believe there is! my stirring soul
Leapt at thy words. Such things ere now haye

been:
Men oft have spoke, unweeting of themselves;

Yea, the wild winds of night have utter’d words,
That have unto the Iist’ning ear of hope
His future greatness told, ere yet his thoughts
On any certain point had fix’d their hold.

Alwy. Thou may’st believe it: J myself, me-
thinks,

Feel secret earnest of thy future fortune;

And please myself to think myfriendly hand
May humbly serve, perhaps, to build thy great-

ness.
Ethw. Come tomy heart, my friend! tho’ new

in friendship,

Thou, and thou only, bear’st true sympathy
With mine aspiring soul. { can with thee
Unbar my mind---Methinks thou shiv’rest, Alwy,

Akwy. "Vis very cold.
Ethw. As it? J feel it not;

But in my chamber burns the crackling oak,
There let us go,

Alwy. If you are so inclin’d,
(As they aregoing Ethw. stops short, and catches

hold of Alwy eagerly.)

L 4
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Ethw. A sudden fancy strikes me: Woggar.
wolfe,

That restless rufan, might with little art
Be rous’d on Wessex to commit aggression :
Its royal chief, now leaguing with our king,
Will take the field again.

Alwy. Your fancy bears good promise on’t ; but
move-—

In faith I’m cold ! (Exeunt.)

SCENE V. A dark apartment in the samecastle,
Woggarwolfe is discovered asleep upon a couch

. Of rushes, and covered with a mat, Enter Alwy
and a Follower, with a lad bearing a torch before

them. Alwy signs with his hand, and the torch

bearer retires to a distance,

Alwy. Softly, ere we proceed; a sudden.thought,
Nowcrossing o’er my mind, disturbs me much.
He whoto night commandsthe farther watch,
Canst thou depend upon him ?

Fol. Most perfectly ; and,free of hostile bounds,
The British prince ere this pursues his way.

Afwy. \'m satisfied: now to ourpresent purpose.
(As they advancetawards the couch, Woggar-

wolfe is heard speaking in his sleep.)
Ha! speaks hein his sleep? some dream disturbs

him ;
His quiv’ring limbs beneath the cov’ring move.
He speaks again,
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Wog. (in his sleep.) Swift, in your package stow
those dead men’s geer,

Andloose their noble coursers from thestall.
Alwy. Ay, plund’ring ‘in hissleep.
Wog. Wipe thou that blade:

Those bloody throats have drench’d it to the hilt.
Alwy. O, hear the night-thoughts ofthat bloody

hound !
I must awake him. Ho, brave Woggarwolfe !

Wog. Hear how those women scream! we’llstill
them shortly.

Alwy. Ho, Woggarwolfe !
Wog. Who callsme now? cannot you masterit?

(Alwy knocks upon theground with his stick.)
What, batt’ring on it still? Will it not yield?
Then fire the gate.

Alwy. (shaking him.) Ho, Woggarwolfe,I say!
Wog. (starting up half awake.) Is not the castle

taken?

Alwy. Yes, it is taken.
Wog. (rubbing his eyes.) Poo! it is but a dream.
Alwy. But dreams full oft are found of real

events
Theforms and shadows.
There is in very deed a castle taken,
In which your Wessex foes have left behind
Nor‘stuff, nor store, nor mark of living thing.
Bind on thy sword and call thy men to arms!
Thy boiling blood will bubble in thy veins
When thou hast heardit is the tower of Boruth.

Wog. My place of strength?
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Fol. ¥es, ciuef; | spoke with ong new frontlre
West,

Who saw the ruinousbroil.
Wog. By the black fiends of hell! therein is

stored
The chiefest of my wealth. Uponits walls
The armour of a hundred fallen chiefs
Did rattle to the wind.

Alwy. Now it will sound elsewhere,
(Wog. ix despair.) My noble steeds, and all my

stalled kine!
O, the fell hounds! no mark of living thing?

Fol. No mark of living thing.
Wag. Ah! and my little arrow-bearing boy!

He whom I spared amidst a slaughter’d heap,
Smiling, all weetless of th’ uplifted stroke
Hung o’er his harmless head!
ikea tamed cub I rear’d him at my feet:
He could tell biting jests, bold ditties sing,
And quaff his foaming bumperat the board,
With all the mock’ry of a little man,
By heav’n! Pll leave alive within their walls,
Nor maid, nor youth, nor infant at the breast,
if they have slain that child! blood-thirsty ruffians!

Alwy. Ay, vengeance! vengeance! rouse thee
hike a man!

Occasion tempts: the foe, not yet return’d,
Haveleft their castles careless of defence.
Call all thy followers secretly to arms :
Set out upon the instant,
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Wog. By holy saints, I will! reach me,I pray!
(pointing to his arms lying ata little

distancefrom him.)
Alwy. (giving them.) There, be thou speedy.
Wog. (putting on his armour.) Curse on those

loosen’d springs, they will not catch!
Oh,all the goodiy armour IJ havelost!
I'll be reveng’d! curses! if I do leave them
Orspear, or shield, or robe, or household stuff,

Or steed within their stalls, or horn or hoof

Upontheir grassy hills! (ooking about.) What want
I now?

Mine armour-manhath ta’en away my helm—
Faith, and my target too! hell blast the buzzard!

(Exit furiously.

Alwy. (laughing.) Ethwald, we have fulfill’d thy
bidding well,

Withlittle cost of craft! But let us follow
And keep himto the bent,

(Exeuut.

END @F THE SECOND ACT.
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ACT Hil.

SCENE I. A small close grove, with a steep rocky

bank at one end of it. Several Peasants are dis-

covered standing upon the bank, as if looking at

some distant sight,

1st Pea. Good Jack a day! how many hving

souls, |

In wide confused eddying motion mix’d,

Like cross set currents on the restless face
Of winter floods !

2d Pea. Where fight the Northern Mercians?

ist Pea; On the right.
The gentle ethling, as I am inform’d,

Fights likewise on the right: heav’n spare his head!

’Tis his first battle.
3d Pea. Hear, hear! still louder swells that hor-

rid sound.
ist Pea. Ay, many voicesjoinin that loud din,

Which soonshall shout no more.
3d Pea. Ay, good neighbour,

Full gloriously now looks that cover’dfield,

With all those moving ranks and glitt’ring arms;

But he whoshall return bysetting sun
Will see a sorry sight.

(A loud distant were }
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1st Pea. Heav’n save us all! it is the warlike yell
Ofthose damn’d Britons that increaseth so.
Py all the holy saints our men are worsted !

(an increasing noise heard without.)
Look! yonder look! they turn their backs and fly.

3d Pea. O, blasting shame! where fights brave
Ethwald now ?

He1s, I fear, far in the distant wing.
Let us be gone! wé are too near them here:
The flight comes this way: hear that horrid sound!
The saints preserve us!

(The sound of the battle increases, and is heard
nearer. The Peasants come hastily downfrom
the bank and exeunt. Enter Edward with

severalfollowers disordered and panic-struck.)
1st. Fol. (looking round.) They cease to follow us:

this thickset grove
Has stopped the pursuit: here we are secure.

(Edward throws himself down at the root of a
tree, and covers his face with his hands.’

2d Fol. (filling his helmet with waterfrom a stream,
and presenting it to Edw.)

Myprince, this cooling water will refresh you.
Ed. (keeping his face still covered with one hand

and waving him off with the other.)
Away, away! and do not speak to me!

(A deep pause, the noise of the battle is again
heard coming nearer.)

1st Fol. We must nottarry here. (to Edw.)

MyLord, the farther thickets of this wood
Will prove a sure concealment: shail we move?
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Edw. (still covering his face.) Let the earth gape
and hide me! (another deep pause.)

3d Fol. to 1st. The sin of all this rout falls on thy
head,

Thou cursed Thane! thou and thy hireling knaves
First turn’d your backs andfled.

ist Fol. to 3d. Thou liest, foul tongue! it was thy
kinsman there

Whofirst did turn; for I was borne away, (pointing
to 4th Fol.)

Unwillingly away, by the rude stream
Ofhis fear-stricken bands. When,till this hour,
Did ever armed Briton see my back?

4th Fol. Arm’d Britons dost thou call them:
devils they are!

Thou know’st right well they deal with wicked
sprites.

Those horrid yells were not the cries of men;
Andfiends of hell look’d thro’ their flashing eyes.
{ fear to face the power of simple man
Aslittle as thyself.

. Enter more Fugitives.
ist Fol. (to Ed.) Up, my good Lord! We musé

move quickly hence:
We must notstay.

Ed. ‘Then thrust me thro’ and leave me.
[’ll flee no more. (looking up wildly, thenfixing his eyes

wistfully upon 3d Follower, and bending
one knee to the ground.)

Ebbert, thy sword is keen, thy arm is strong:
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$3, quickly do’t! and I shall be with those

Whofeel nor shame nor panic.
3d Fol. aud several others tun their faces

away and weep. Enter more Fugitives.)
1st. Fol. What, is all lost?

ist. Fug. Yes, yes! our wing is beaten.
Seagurth alone, with a few desp’rate men,
Still sets his aged breast against the storm ;
But thick the aimed weapons round himfly,
Like huntsmen’s arrows round the toiled boar,
And he will soon be nothing.
Edw. (starting up.) O, God! O,living God! my

noble father!

Fie has no son!—Off, ye debasingfears!

V1! tear thee forth, base heart, if thou dost let me.

(coming forward and stretching out his arms.)
Cornpanions, noble Mercians—Ah,false word!

! may not call you noble. Yet, perhaps,

One gen’rous spark within your bosom glows.
Sunkin disgrace still lower than yeall,
i may not urze—Wholists will follow me!

All with one voice. We will all follow thee!

Ed. Will ye, in truth? then we'll be brave men
still. (brandishing his sword as he goes off.)

My noble father!
(Exeunt, clashing their arms eagerly.
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SCENE II. A confused noise of a battle is heard.

The scene draws up and discovers the British and
Mercian armies engaged. Near thefront ofthe stage
they are seen in close fight, and the ground strew’d
with several wounded and dead soldiers, as if they
had beenfightingfor some time. Farther off, missile

weapons and showers of arrows darken the air; and
the view of the more distant battle 1s concealed in
thick clouds of dust. The Mercians gain ground
upon the Britons ; and loud cries are raised by them
to encourage one another. An active Mercianfalls,
and their progress is stopped whilst they endeavour to
bear him off.

Fallen Mercian. Vm slain, I’m slain! tread o’er

me and push forward.
Mer. Chief. O stop not thus! to it again, brave

Mercians!
(Zhe Mercians push on, encouraging one another

with cries and clashing of arms: one of thetr

bravest soldiers is wounded on the front of
the stage and staggers backwards.)

Wounded Mer. Ay, this is death: O that mylife
had held

To see the end of this most noble game! (falls
down, but seeing the Mercians about to push
the Britonsoff the stage, raises himself half
from the ground and claps his hands exult-

ingly.)
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Well fought, brave Mercians! On, my noble Me:-
cians! (sinks down again.)

J am in darkness now! aclod o’ the earth! (des.)
(Britons without.) Fresh succour, Britons! courage!

victory!
Carwallen and fresh succour!

(The Britons now raise a terrible yell and push
back the Mercians, who yield ground and
become spiritless and relaxed as their enemy
becomes bolder. The Britons at last seize
the Mercian standard, and raise another ter-

rible yell, whilst the Mercians give way on
every side.)

1stfalling Mer. Horrour and death! the hand of
wrath is o’er us!

2dfalling Mer. A fell and fearful end! a bloody
lair !

The trampling foe to tread out brave men’s breath!
(The Britons yell again, and the Merciansare

nearly beat off the stage.)
(Voice without.) Ethwald! the valiant Ethwald !

succour, Mercians!

(Voice within.) Hear, ye brave comrades? Ethwald
is at hand.

Enter Ethwald with his sword drawn.

Ethw. What, soldiers! yield ye thus, while

vict’ry smiles
Andbids us-on to th’ bent? Your northern com-

rades
Mockat their savage howls, and d rive before them

‘These chafed beasts of prey. Come! to it bravely:
Vor. I. M
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To it, and let their mountain matrons howl,

For these will soon be silent.
Give me the standard.

Voice. They have takenit.
Ethw. Taken! no, by the spirits of the brave!

Standard of ours on Snowdon windsto float!
No! this shall fetch it back! (taking off his helmet

und throwing it into the midst of the enemy,
then rushing upon them bare headed and
sword in hand. The Mercians clash their
arms and raise a great shout: the Britons
are driven off the stage; whilst many of the

dying Mercians clap their hands and raise a
feeble shout after their comrades. The scene
closes.)

SCENE II. Anopen space before a royal tent ; the
curtains of which are tucked up, and shew a company
of warriours and dames within it. Oneither side of
the open stage soldiers are drawn up in order. En-
ter tewo petty Thanes onthe front of the stage.

1st Thane. Here let us stand and see the cere-
mony.

Without the tent, ’tis said the king will crown

The gallant Ethling with a wreath of honour,
As the chief agent in this victory
O’er stern Carwallen and his Britons gain’d.

2d Thane. Thou sayest well. Within the royai

tent

‘They wait, as I amtold, the Ethling’s coming,
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Whois full tardy. Softly, they come forth.
*How like a ship, withall her goodlysails
Spread to the sun, the haughty princess moves!

(Aflourish of trumpets. Enterfrom the tent the
King wth Ethelbert, Edrick, Thanes, and

Attendants; aud Elburga, with Dwina and
Ladies. They advance towards the front of
the stage.)

King. Nay, sweet Elburga, clear thy frowning
brow ; .

He whois absent will not long delay
His pleasing duty here.

E/b, On sucha day, my Lord, the brave I ho-
nour,

Asthose who have your royal arms maintain’d
In war’s iron field, such honour meriting.
Whatindividual chiefs, or here or absent,

Are therein lapt, by me unheeded1s;

I deign not to regard it.
King. Thou art offended, daughter, but unwicely.

Plumed with the fairest honours of the field,

Such piousgrief for a brave father’s death,
Bespeaks a heart such as a gentle maid
In herfaith-plighted Lord should joy to find.

E/b. Who best the royal honours of a prince
Maintains, best suits a royal maiden’s love.

King. Elburga, thou forget’st that gentleness
Whichsuits thy gentle kind.

* Probably I have received this idea from Samson Agonistes,
where Dalila is compared to a stately ship cf Tarsus “ with

all her bravery on, and tackle trim,” &c.

M 2
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Elb. (with much assum’d stateliness.) | hope, my
Lord,

I do, meantime, that dignity remember,

Which doth beseem the daughter of a king!
King. Fie! clear thy cloudy brow! it is my

will
Thou honourgraciously his modest worth.

(Elb. bows, but smiles disdainfully.)
By a well feigned flight, he wasthefirst
Whobroke the stubborn foe, op’ning the road
To victory. Here, with some public mark
Ofroyal favour, by thy hand received,
I will to honour him; for, since the battle,

A gloomy melancholy o’er him broods,
E’en far exceeding what a father’s death
Should cast upon a youthful victor’s triumph.
Ah! here he comes! look on that joyless face!

Elb. (aside to Dwina, looking scornfully to Ed-
ward as he approaches.)

Look with what slow and piteous gait he comes!
Like younger brother of a petty Thane,
Timing his footsteps to his father’s dirge.

Dwina. (aside.) Nay, to my fancy it seems
wond’rous graceful.

Elb. (contemptuously.) A youth, indeed, who
might with humble grace

Beneath thy windowtell his piteoustale.

Enter Edward,followed by Ethwald and Attendants.

King. Approach, my son: so will I call thee
now.
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Here is a face whose smiles should gild thy ho-
nours,

If thou art yet awake to beauty’s power.
Edw. (kissing Elburga’s handrespectfully.)

{lonour’d I am, indeed ; most dearly honour’d:
I feel it here (his hand on his heart) and should be

joyful too, —
If aught could gild my gloom.

(sighs very deeply, then suddenly recollecting
himself)

Elburga, thou wert ever fond of glory,
And ever quick to honourvaliant worth:
Ethwald, my friend—hast thou forgotten Ethwald?

(presenting Ethw.to her.)
Els. Could I forget the warlike Thane of Mair-

nieth,

I must have barr’d mineears against all sound;
For ev’ry voice is powerful in his. praise,
And ev’ry Mercian tongue repeats his name.

(smiling graciously upon thw.)
King. (impatiently) Where go we now? we wan-

der from our purpose.
Edward, thy youthful ardour, season’d well

With warlike craft, has crown’d my age with glory:
Here be thy valour crown’d, it is mywill,
With honour’s wreath, from a fair hand receiv’d.

giving the wreath to Elburga.)
Edw. (earnestly) 1 do beseech you, uncle !---pray

receive
Mygrateful thanks! the mournful cypress best
Becomes my brow: this honour must notbe.

M 3
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King. Nay, lay aside unseemly diffidence:

It must beso.
Edw. (impressively) Myheart is much depress’d:
O do not add

The burden of an undeserved honour,

To bend meto the earth!
King. These warlike chieftains say it is deserv’d,

Andnobly earn’d. It is with their concurrence
That nowI offer thee this warriour’s wreath:
Yes, Ethling, and commandtheeto recciveit.
(Holding up his hand) There, let the trumpets sound.

(trumpets sound.)

Evi». (holding up his hands distractedly)
Peace, peace! nor put me to this agony! (¢rumpets

cease.)

And am I then push’d to this very point?
Well, then, away deceit! too long hast thou,
Like the incumbent monster of a dream

On the stretch’dsleeper’s breast, depress’d my soul:

J shake thee off, foul mate! O royalsire,

Andyou, ye valiant Mercians, hear the truth!

Ye have believ'd, that by a feigned flight,
J z:in’dthe first advantage o’er the foe,
And broke their battle’s strength: O, would I had!

That flight, alas! was real: the sudden impulse
Of a weak mind, unprov’d, and strongly struck
With new and horrid things, until that hour
Unknown and unimags1’d.------
Norwasit honour’s voice that call’d me back:
The call of nature saved me. Noble Seagurth!

Had J been son ofanysire but thee,
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I had in dark and endless shame been lost,
Nore’er again before these valiant men
Stood in this royal presence.
In all my fortune, happy I am alone
That my brave father, rescued. by these arms,

Look’d on me, smiling thro’ the shades of death,
And knew his son. He was a noble man!
He never turn’d from danger---but his son—

(Afi:xy voices at once) His son is worthy of him!
(Repeated again with more voices) His son is wor-

thy of him!
Ethelbert. (with enthusiasm) His son is worthy of

the noblest sire that ever wielded sword!
(Voices.) Crown him, fair princess! crown the

noble Edward!
(Elburga offers him the wreath, which ke

puts aside vehemently.

Edw. Forbear! a band of scorpions round my
brow

Would not torment melike this laurel wreath.
(Elb. suras from him contemptuously, and

gives the wreath to the King.)
Edw. (to King.) What, good, my Lord! is there

not present here

A Mercian brow deserving of that wreath ?
Shall he, who did with an uncover’d head

Yourbattle fight, still wear his brows unbound?
Do us not this disgrace!

King. (fretfully) Thou dost forget the royal
dignity:

Take it away. (giving it to an Officer.)

M 4
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(A confused murmuring amongst the soldiers.)

( Aside to the Seneschal, alarmed.) What noise is that?
Sen. (aside to King.) Your troops, my sire, are
much dissatisfied,

For that their fav’rite chief by you is deem’d
Unworthy of the wreath.

King. (aside.) What, is it so? call back mine
officer. (taking the wreath again, and

giving it to Elb.)

This wreath was meant for one of royal line,
But ev’ry noble Mercian, great in arms,
{s equal to a prince.
Crown the most valiant Ethwald.

Elb. (crowning Ethw. with great assumed majesty.)
Long may thy laurels flourish on thy brow,
Most noble chief!

(thw. takes the wreath and presses it to his
| lips, bowing to Elb. then to the King.)

Ethw. They who beneath the royal banner fight,
Unto the fortunes of their royal chief
Their success owe. Honour’d, indeed, am I
That the brave Ethling hath so favour’d me,
And that I may, most humbly at your feet,
Myroyal sire, this martial garlandlay.

(Le, kneeling, lays the wreath at the King’s
feet; the King raises him up and embraces
him: the Soldiers clash their arms and call
out)

Seid. Long live the King! and longlive noble
Ethwald!
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(This is several times repeated. Exeunt King,
Edward, Elburga, &c. &c. Elburga /ook-
ing graciously to Ethwald as she goes off.
Manent Ethwald and Ethelbert.)

Eth. (repeating indignantly as they go off) Longlive
the King, and longlive noble Ethwald!

Fie on the stupid clowns, that did not join
The gen’rous Edward’s name! (to Ethw. who is

standing looking earnestly after the Princess)
Whatdost thou gaze on?

Ethw. The princtss look’d behind her as she
went.

Eth. And whatis that to thee?
(walks silently across the stage once or twice,

gloomy and dissatisfied, then turning short
upon Kthw.)

When wert thou last to see the lovely Bertha?
Ethw.. (hesitating) 1 cannot reckon it unto the
day—

Some moonsago.
Eth. Some moons! the moon in her wide course

shines not

Upon a maid morelovely.
Ethw. 1 know it well.
Eth. Thou dost.
Ethw. (after a pause, looking attentively to Eth.

who stands muttering to himself)
Methinks thou holdest converse with thyself.

Eth. (speaking aloud, as if he continued to talk to
himself)

She steps upon the flowery bosom’d earth,
As tho’ it were a foot-cloth, fitly spread
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Beneath the tread of her majestic toe;
And looks upon the human countenance,
Whereon her Maker hath the signs impress’d
Ofall that he within the soul hath stored
Of great and noble, gen’rous and benign,
As on a molten plate, madeto reflect

Her grandeur and perfections.
Ethw. Of whom speak’st thou?
Eth. Not of the gentle Bertha.

(Exit.

Ethw. What may he mean? He mark’d, with
muchdispleasure,

The soldiers shout my name, and now myfavour
With Moercia’s princess frets him. What of this?
Ha! hath his active mind outrun mine own
in shaping future consequences? Yes,
Tt must be so: a cloudy curtain draws,
ind to mine eye a goodly prospect shews,
Extending — — No, I must not look uponit.

(Exit hastily.

SCENE IV. An open space with arms, garments,
and other spoils of the Britons heaped up on every
side of the stage. Enter Soldiers and range them-
selves in oraer, then enter Ethelbert and a Soldier,

talking as they enter.

Ets. Ethwald amongst his soldiers, dost thou say,
Toivides his spoil?

Sol. He does, most bountifully;

Nor to himself more than a soidier’s share

Retains, he 3s 30 gen’rous and so noble.
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Eth, Uthank thee, friend. (Soldier retires.)

(Eth. after a pause.)
I like not this: behind those heaps I'll stand
And mark the mannerofthis distribution. (retires.)

Enter Alwy and a petty Thane.
Alwy. Brave warriours! ye are come at his de-

sire,

Whofor each humblesoldier, bold in arms,

That has benzath his orders fought, still bears

A brother’s heart. You see these goodly spoils:
He gives them not untothecloister’d priests:
His soldiers pray for him. (Soldiers showt.}

Thane. (to Alwy.) What is thy meaning?
Alwy. Knowest thou not the king has nowbe-

stow'd
The chiefest portion of. his British spoil
On Alban’s abbey?

Enter Ethwald.
(Soldiers shouting very loud.) Long live brave

Ethwald, health to noble Ethwald.

Ethw. Thanks for these kindlygreetings,valiant
hearts!

(Soldiers shout again very loud.)
In truth I stand before you, brave companions,
Somewhat asham’d ; for, with my wishes match’d,
These hands are poor and empty. (loud acclama-

tiois.)

I thank youall again; for well I see
You have respect unto the dear goodwill
That must enrich these heaps of homely stuff.

Sofdiers. Long tive our gen’rousleader !
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Eth. (giving a Soldier a helmet filled with lots.)
Here, take the lots and deal them fairly round.
Heaven send to all of you, my valiant friends,
A portion to your liking. ‘This rough heap

(pointing to the arms.)
Will give at least to each some warlike trophy,
Which henceforth, hung upon his humble walls,
Shall tell his sons and grandsons yet to come
In what proudfields, and with what gallant mates
Their father fought. And I, methinks, well pleas’d,
Resting, as heretofore I oft have done,

My wand’ring steps beneath your friendlyroofs,
Shall, looking up, the friendly token spy,
And in myhosta fellow soldier hail.

Soldiers. (with loud acclamations.)
Godbless you, noble chief! unto the death
We'll hold to vou, brave leader!

Etiw. And if I also do not hold to you
J am no warriour. (pointing 10 the spoils.)
For this motley geer,
Would it were all composed of precious things!
That to his gentle wife or favour’d maid,
Each soldier might have borne some goodlygift ;
But tell them, British matrons cross the woof

With coarser hands than theirs.
ist Sol. Saint Alban bless his noble counte-

nance!
’Twas fashion’d for bestowing.

2d Sol. Heav’n store his halls with wealth!
Ethw. (going familiarly amongst the soldiers as the

lots are drawing.)
Well, Ogar, hast thpu drawn ? good luck to thee.
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And thou, good Baldwin too? Yet fie upon it!
The heaviest weapon of the British host
Lacks weight of metal for thy sinewy arm.—
Ha! health to thee, mine old and honest host!

I’m glad to see thee with thine arm unbound.

Andruddy too! thy dame should give me thanks:
I send thee home to her a younger man

Than I receiv’d thee. (to the Soldier with the lots
who is passing him.)

Nay, stay thee, friend, I pray, nor pass me o’er.

Weall must share alike: hold out thy cap. (smi/ing

as he draws.)

The knave would leave me out.
(Loud acclamations, the soldiers surrounding

him andclashing their arms.)

Enter Selred and Followers.

Sel. (to Sol.) Ha! whence comes all this up-

roar?
Sof. Know you not?

Your noble brother ’midst his soldiers shares
His brightest spoils.

Sel. The grateful knaves is all their joy for this?

(to his Followers.)

Well, go and add to it my portion too;
‘Twill make themroar the louder. Do it quickly.

(Exit.

Soldiers. (looking after Se\.) Heaven bless him too,
plain honest careless soul!

Hegives as tho’ he gave not. (/ond acelatious.)

Longlive brave Ethwaid and the novle Selred.
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Ethw. (aside to Alwy, displeased.) How came he

here?
Alwy. I cannottell.
Ethw. (to Sol.) We are confined within this

narrow space:
Go range yourselves at large on yon green sward,
And there we'll spread thelots.

(Exeunt the Soldiers, arranging themselves as
they go.)

SCENE V. An apartment ina royal castle. En-
ter Ethelbert, and Jeans his back upon a pillar near
the front ofthe stage, as if deeply engaged in gloomy
thoughts : afterwards enters Ethwald dy the oppo-
site side at the bottom of the stage, and approaches
Eth. slowly, observing him attentively as he

advauces.

Ethw. Thou art disturbed, Ethelbert.

Eth. Lam.
Ethw. Thineeyesroll strangely, as tho’ thou be-

held’st
Some dreadful thing :——-—
On whatlook’st thou?

Eth. Upon my country’s ruin.
The land is full of blood: her savage birds
O’er human carcases clo scream and batten:
The silent hamict smokes not; in the field

The aged grandsire turns the joyless soil :
Dark spirits are abroad, and gentle worth
Within the narrow house of deathjs laid,

An early tenant.
o
o
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Ethw. Thou ’rt beside thyself!

Think’st thou that I, with these good arms, will
stand

Andsuffer all this wreck? |

Eth. Ha! say’st thou so? Alas it is thyself
Whorul’st the tempest! (shaking his head soleinn!y.)

Ethw. Vf that I bear the spirit of a man,
Thoufalsely see’st! Think’st thou I am beast;
A fanged wolf, reft of all kindly sense,
That I should do such deeds?
I am a manaspiring to begreat,
But loathing cruelty: who wears a sword
That will protect and not destroythefeeble.

(putting his hand vehemently upon his sword.)
Eth. Ha! art thou roused! blessings on thy

wrath!
I'll trust thee still. But see, the Ethling comes,

Andon his face he wears a smile ofjoy.

Enter Edward, advancing gayly to Ethwald.
Ed. A boon, a boon, great Mairnieth’s Thane I

crave.

Eth. You come not witha suppliant’s face, my
Lord.

Ed. Not muchcast down for Inck of confidence

My suit to zain. That envious braggard there,
The chief of Bournoth, says, no Mercian arm,

Of man nowliving, can his grandsire’s sword
In warlike combat wicid: and, in good sooth!

I forfeit forty of my fattest kine

Jt Ethwald’s arm does not the feat achieve.
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(To Ethw.) What say’st thou, friend? Methinks
thou'rt grave andsilent:

Hast thou so soon thy noble trade forgot?
Have at it then! I'll rouse thy spirit up:
I'll soldier thee again. (drawing his sword playfully

upon Kthwald, who defends himself in like
manner.)

Fie on’t! that was a wicked northern push:
It smeiks of thine old sports in Mollo’s walls.

(pauses andfights again.)
To it again! How listless thou art grown!
Where is thy manhood gone?

Ethw. Fear not, my Lord, enough remains be-
hind

To win yourforty kine.
Ed. Vill take thy word for’t now: in faith, I’m

tired !
I’ve been too eager in the morning’s chace

To fight your noonday battles. (putting the point
of his sword to the ground, and leaning fami-
Liarly upon Ethwald.)

Myarm,I fear, would make butlittle gain
With Bournoth’s sword. By arms and brave men’s

love!
I could not brook to see that wordy braggard
Perching his paltry sire above thy pitch:
It rais’d my fiend within. When I am great,
I'll build a tower upon the very spot
Where thou did’st first the British armystay,"
And shame the grandsires of those mighty Thanes
Six ages deep. Lean I too hard upon thee?

an
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Ethw. No, nothing hard: most pleasant and
most kindly.

Take your full rest, my Lord.
Ed. In truth, I do: methinks it does me good

To rest upon thy brave and valiant breast.
Eth. (stepping before them with great animation.)

Well said, most noble Edward!

The bosom of the brave is that on which
Rests many a head; but mostofall, I trow,

Th’ exposed head of princely youth thereon
Rests gracefully. (steps back some paces and looks at

them with delight.)
Ed. You look upon us, Thane, with eager eyes

And looks of meaning.
Eth. Pardon me, I pray!

Myfancyoftentimes will wildly play,
And strong conceits possess me.
Indulge my passing freak: I am a man
Upon whosegrizzled head the work of time
Hath been bycare perform’d, and, with the young,
Claiming the priv’lege of a manin years.

(taking the hands of Ed. and Ethw. and join-
ing them together.)

Thisis a lovely sight! indulge my fancy;
And on this sword, it is a brave man’s sword,
Swear that you will unto each other prove,
Asprince and subject, true.

Ed. No, no, good Thane!
Asfriends, true friends ; that doth the whole in-

clude.
I kiss the honour’d blade. (kissing the sword held

ot by Eth.)
iGreeIE: N
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Eth. (presenting the sword to Ethw.) And what

says noble Ethwald?
Ethw. All that the brave should say. (kissing it

also.)

Eth. (triumphantly.) Now, Mercia, thou art
strong! give me your hands,

Faith, I must lay them both upon mybreast!
(pressing both their hands to his breast.)

This is a lovely sight!
Ethw. (softened.) You weep, good Ethelbert.
Eth. (brushing off his tears with his hand.)

Yes, yes! such tears as the warm shower’d earth
Shews to the kindly sun.

Ed. (to Ethw. gently clapping his shoulder.)
I love this well: thou like a woman weep’st,
And fightest like a man. But look, pray!
There comes my arm’s-man with the braggard’s

sword :

Let us assay it yonder. (Exeunt,

END OF THE THIRD ACT.
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ACT IV,

“SCENE I. An apartment ia a royal castle. Eth-
wald is discovered sitting in deep meditation by the
side of a couch, with a lamp burning by him ona high
stand ; the vest of the stage entirely dark.

Ethw. Why am I haunted with these thoughts ?
Whatbootsit

That from their weak and priest-beridden king
The soldiers turn distasteful, and on me

In mutter’d wishes call? What boots all this?
Occasionfairly smiles, but Iam shackled.
Elsewhere { needs must turn my climbing thoughts—
But where? The youthful see around them spread
A boundless field of undetermin’d things,
‘Towering in tempting greatness;
But, to the closer scan of men matured,

These fade away, and in the actual state
Oftimes and circumstances each perceives
A path which doth to his advancement lead,
And only one; as to the dazzled eye
Ofthe night rev’ller, o’er his emptied bowl,
The multiplied and many whirling lights
Do shrinkatlast into one single torch,
Shedding a steady ray. I see my path;
But what is that to me? my steps are chain’d.

N 2
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Amongst the mighty great, the earth’s high lords,

There is no place for me! I must lie down ~

In the dark tomb with those, whose passing bright-

ness

Shines for a while, but leaves no ray behind.

(throws himself half upon the.couch and groans

heavily.)
Enter Boy.

Boy. My Lord, my Lord! (Ethw.Afts up his head

and looks sternly at him.)

Are you unwell, my Lord?
Ethw. What dost thou want?

Boy. I could not sleep; andasIJ list’ning lay

To the drear wind that whistles thro’ these towers,.

Methought I heard yougroan like onein pain.

Ethw. Away, and go to sleep: I want thee not:

I say, be gone. (stern/y.) (Exit Boy.

(he pauses awhile, then sighs very deeply.)

He hangs upon melike a dead man’s grasp

On the wreck’d swimmer’s neck—hisboyishlove

Was not my seeking; it was fasten’d on me,

And nowit hath becomean iron band

Yo fetter down my powers. O that I were

Amidst the warlike and ungentle cast

To ctrive uncumber’d! What have [ to do

With soft affection? (safter’d) Yetit needs must

be!

Fis gen’rous love: his brave ungrudginglove:
Hfis manly gentle love—O that be had
‘fine equal friend been born, who in myrise
bin! fair advancement found, and by my side

‘Phe next in honour stood !,

9.
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He drags me to the earth! I needs must lay
Myhead 1’the dust.—Dull hopeless privacy!

Mysoul fromit recoils: unto my nature
It is the death of death, horrid and hateful.

(Starting x) eagerly.) No, in the tossed bark,
Commander of a rude tumultuous crew,

On the wild ocean would I ratherlive; ,

Or in the mined caverns of the earth
Untamed bands of lawless men controul,
By crime anddire necessity enleagued:
Yea, in the dread turmoil of midnight storms,
If such there be, lead on the sable hosts

Of restless sprites, than say to mortal man
“* Thou art my master.”

Exter Boy.
What, here again?

Boy. O pardon me, my Lord’? I am in fear;
Strange sounds do hewl and hurtle round mybed;
{ cannotrest.

Ethw. Be gone, thou wakeful pest! say, be-

gone | (Exit Boy.
(Ethw. walks several ties across the stage and

then pauses.)

Y-et in my mind oneever-present thought
Rises omnipotent o’erall the rest,
And says, “ thou shalt be great.”

What may this mean? before me is no way.
What deep enduedseer will draw this veil
Of dark futurity? Of such I’ve heard,
But when the troubled seek for them theyare not

N 3
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Re-enter Boy.

(stamping with hisfoot.) What! here a third time?
Boy. (falling at hisfeet.) O, my noble master!

If you should slay me I must come to you;
For in my chamberfearful things there be,
That sound i’the dark; O do not chide me back!

Ethw. Strange sound within thy chamber, foolish
wight!

Boy. (starting.) Good mercy,list!
Ethw. It is some night-bird screaming on the

tower.

Boy. Ay, so belike it seemeth, but I know —

Ethw. What dost thou know?
Boy. It is no bird, my Lord.

Ethw. What would’st thou say?
Boy. (clasping his hands together and staring ear-

nestly in Ethw.’s face.)
At dead of night, from the dark Druid’s cave
Up rise unhallow’d sprites, and o’er the earth
Hold for the term their wicked rule. Aloft,
Some mounted on the heavysailing cloud,
Oft pour down noisomestreamsor biting hail
Onthe benighted hind, and from his home
With wayward eddying blastsstil! beat him back.
Some on the waters shriek like drowning men,
And, when the pitying passenger springsforth
To fend his aid, the dark flood swallows him.

Some on lone marshesshine like movinglights;
And some on towers and castle turrets perch’d,
Do scream like nightly birds, to scare the good,
Orrouse the murd’rer to his bloody work.

4
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Ethw. The Druid’s cave, say’st thou? What
cave is that?

Whereis it? Who hath seen it? What scar’d fool

Hasfill’d thine ears with all these horrid things?
Boy. It is a cavern vast and terrible,

Under the ground full deep; perhaps, my Lord,
Beneath ourvery feet, here as we stand;
For few do know the spot and centre of it,
Tho’ many mouthsit has andentries dark.
Someare like hollow pits bor’d thro’ the earth,
O’er which the list’ning herdsman bendshis ear,
And hears afar their lakes of molten fire
Swelt’ring and boiling like a mighty pot.
Somelike straight passes thro’ the rifted rocks,
From whichoft’ issue shrieks, and whistling gusts,

And wailings dismal. Nay, some,as theysay,
Deep hollow’d underneaththe river’s bed,
Which shew their narrow op’nings thro’ the fern
Andtangling briars, like dank and noisomeholes

Wherein foul adders breed. But not far hence
The chiefest mouth ofall, ’midst beetling rocks
And groves of blasted oaks, gapesterrible.

Ethw. So near? But who are they who dwell
within?

Boy. The female high arch Druid therein halds,*

With many Druids tending on her will,

* It is natural to suppose that the Diviners or Fortune-tel-
lers of this period should,in their superstitions and pretensions,
very muchresernble the ancient Druidesses who were so much
revered amongst the Britons as oracles and prophetesses, and

that they should, amongst the vulgar, still retain the name of

N 4
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(Old, as they say, some hundred years or more)

Her court, where horrid spells bind to her rule

Spirits of earth and air.
Ethw. Ay, so they tell thee,

But whois he that has held converse with her?

Boy. Crannock,the bloody prinee, did visit her,

And she did shew to him the bloody end

Whereto he soon should come; for all she knows

That is, or has been, or shall come to pass.

Ethw. Yes, in times past such intercourse might

be,

But who has seen them now?
Boy. Thane Ethelbert.
Ethw. (starting.) What, said’st thou Ethelbert?

- Boy. Yes, truly; oft he goes to visit them,

What time the moonrides in her middle course.

Ethw. Art thouassured of this?

Boy. A youth who saw him issue from the cave,

*Twas him whotold it me.

Ethw. Mysterious man!

(after a pause.) Where sleeps the Thane?

Boy. If walls and doors may hold him,

Hesleeps, not distant, in the Southern Tower.

Ethw. Take thou that lamp and go before me,

then,

their great predecessors. In Henry’s History of Britain, vol. i.

p. 181, it will be found that the superstitious practices of thie

Druids continued long after their religion was abolished, and

resisted for a long time the light of christianity; and that

even so late as the reign of Canute, it was necessary to make

laws againstit,
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Boy. Where?
Ethw. To the Southern Tower. Art thou

afraid ?

Boy. No, my good Lord, but keep you close be-

hind. |
(Exeunt Boy, bearing the lamp and looking

often behind to see that Ethw. is near him.)

SCENE II. 4 smal) gallery or passage with a door

in front, which is open'd, and enter Ethwald and

Ethelbert with a lamp in his hand.

Eth. Then, by the morrow’s midnight moon we

meet

At the ArchSister’s cave : till then, farewel!

Ethw. Farewel! I will be punctual. (Exit.

Eth. (looking after himfor sometime Defore he speaks.)

It ever is the mark’d propensity

Ofrestless and aspiring minds to loox

Into the stretch of dark futurity.

But be it so: it now may turn to good.

(Exit, returning back again into the same cham-

berfrom which he came.)
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SCENE IIL. A wide arched cave, rude but grand,

seen by a sombre light ; a smallfurnace burning near

the front of the stage. Enter Ethwald and Ethel-

bert, who pause and look roundfor some time with-

aul speaking.

Ethw. Gloomy, and void,andsilent !

Eth. Hush!
Eticv. What hearest thou?

Eth. Their hollow sounding steps. Lo! see’st

thou not ?

(Pointing to thefurther end of the stage, where
from git obscure recess enter three Mystics

robed in white, and ranged on one side of the

staze, poiat to Ethwald: whelst from anc-

rher obscure vecess enter three Mystic Sis-
ters, and ranged on the opposite side point to
Eth. tienfrom a mid recess enters the Arch

Sister, robed also in white, but more majestic

than the others, and a train of Mystics
aud Mystic Sisters behind her. She ad-

vances half-way up the stage, then.stops short,

and points also to Ethwald.
(Al] the Mystics, &¥c, speaking at ance.)

Whe art thou?

Arch Sist. 1 know thee who thou art; the hand

of Mercia:
The hand thatlifts itself above the head.
I know thee who thou art.

Etkw. Then haply ye do knowmy errand too.
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Arch Sist. 1 do; but turn thee back upon thy
steps

And temptthy fate no farther.
Ethw. From the chaf’d shore turn back the

swelling tide!
I came to know myfate, and I will know it.

ist. Mystic. Must we call up from the deep
centre’s womb

The spirits of the night and their dread Lord ?
ist Myst. S. Must we do that which makes

the entombeddead

From coffinsstart?
Ethw. Raise the whole host of darkness an ye

will,

But I must be obey’d.
(The ArchSister shrieks, and, throwing her

mantle over herface, turns to go away.)

Ethw. If there is power in mortal arm to hold
you, |

Ye stir not hence until I am obey’d.
1st Mystic. And how compellest thou?

Ethw. With this good sword.
1st Mystic. Swords here are children’s wands of
no avail:

There, warriour, is thy weapon.

Ethw. Where, Mystic? say.
15st Mystic. (pointing to thefurnace.) Behoid with-

in that fire
A bar of burning iron! pluckit forth.

Ethw. (resolutely.) \ will.
(goes to the furnace, and putting in his hand,

pulls out what seems a red hot bar of iron.
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_ Arch Sist. (throwing of her mantle.)

Thou has subdued me; thou shalt be obey’d.
Ethw. (casting away the bar.)

Away thou paltry terrour!

Arch Sist. (to Ethw.) We now begin ourrights:
be firm, be silent.

(She stretchesforth her hand with a command-
ing air, and the Mystics and Mystic Sis-
ters begin their incantations at the bottom of
the stage, moving round in several mazy

circles one within another. Fire is at last

seen flashing from the midst of the inner
circle, andimmediatelythey all begin a hollow

muttering sound, which becomes louder and

louder, till at length it is accompanied with

dismal sounds from ‘wiihout, and distant

music, solemn and wild.)

Erhw. (grasping Ethelbert’s hand.) What dismal

soundsare these?

’Tis like a wild responsive harmony,
Tun’d to the answ’ring yells of damned souls.
What follows this? Some horrid thing! Thou

smilest:
Nay, press thy hand, I pray thee, on my breast ;
There wilt thou find nofear,

Eth. Hush! hear that distant noise,
Ethw. ’Tis thunder in the bowels of the earth,

Heard fromafar.
(A subterraneous noise like thunder 1s heard at

a distance, becoming louder as it approaches.
Upon hearing this, the Mystics suddenly
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leave off their rites: the music ceases, and
they, opening their circles, range themselves

on either side of the stage, leaving the Arch
Sister alone in the middle.

Arch Sist. (holding up her hand.) Mystics, and
Mystic Maids, and leagued bands!

The master spirit comes: prepare.
(All repeat after her.) Prepare.
1st Mystic. Hark! thro’ the darken’d realms

below,

Thro’ the fiery region’s glow;
Thro’ the massy mountain’s core,
Thro’ the minesofliving ore;
Thro’ the yawning caverns wide,
Thro’ the solid and the void;

Thro’ the dank and thro’ the dry,

Thro’ th’ uaseen of mortal eye;
Upon the earthquakes secret course, afar
I hear the soundingof thy car:
Sulphureous vapours load the rising gale;
Weknow thy coming; mighty master, hail!

(They all repeat.) Mighty master,hail!
(The stage darkens by degrees, and a thick va-
pour begins to ascend at the bottom of the

. stage.)
2d Mystic. Hark, hark! what murmurs fill the
dome!

Whoare they who with thee come?
Those who,in their upward flight,
Rouse the tempests of the night:
Those whoride in flood and fire;
Those who rock the tumblingspire:
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Those who, on the bloodyplain,
Shriek with the voices of the slain:

Those who thro’ the darkness glare,

And the sleepless murd’rer scare:

Those who take their surly rest
On the troubl’d dreamers breast :

Those who maketheir nightly den

In the guilty haunts of men.

Thro’ the heavy air I hear

Their hollow trooping onward bear:

The torches shrinking flame is dim and pale;

I knowthy coming; mighty master, hail!

(All repeat again.) Mighty master, hail !

(The stage becomes still darker, and a thicker

vapour ascends.)

3d Mystic. Lo! the mystic volumesrise!

Wherein are lapt from mortal eyes

Horrid deeds as yet unthought,

Bloody battles yet unfought:

The sudden fall and deadly wound
Ofthe tyrant yet uncrown’d;
Andhis line of many dyes
Whoyet within the cradlelies.
Moving forms, whose stilly bed
Long hath been amongthe dead;
Moving forms, whose living morn
Breaks with the nations yet unborn,
In mystic vision walk the horrid pale:
Weownthypresence; mighty master, hail!

(4//.) Mighty master, hail!
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(Enterfrom thefarther endofthe stage crowds
of terrible spectres, dimly seen through the
vapour, which now spreads itself over the
whole stage. «ll the Mystics and Mystic
Sisters bow themselves very low, aid the
ArchSister, standing alone in the middle,
Lows to all the different sides ofthe cave.)

Ethw. (to 1st Mystic.) To every side the mystic
mistress bows,

What meaneth this? mine eye no formperceives:
Where is your mighty chief?

ist Mystic. Above, around you, and beneath.
Ethw. Has he no formto vision sensibie ?
ast Mystic. In the night’s noon,.in the winter’s

noon, in the lustre’s noon:

Of timestwice ten within the century’s round
Is he before our leagued bands confess’
In dread appearance:
But in what form or in what circumstance
May not be told; he dies who uttersit.

(Ethw. shrinks at this and seems somewhat ap-
polled. The Arch Sister, after tossing
about her arms aad writhing her body in
a violent agitation, fixes her eyes, like one
wakedfrom a dream, stedfastly upon Ethw.
then going suddenly up to him grasps him by
the hand with energy.)

Arch Sist. Thou who would’st pierce the deep
and awful shade

Of dark futurity, to know thestate.
Ofafter greatness waiting on thy will,
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For in thy power acceptance or rejection
Is frecly put, lift up thine eyes and say,

What see’st thou yonder.
(pointing to a dark arched opening in the roof of

the cave, where an illuminated crown and

sceptre appears.)

Ethw. (starting.) Ha! e’en the inwardvision of
my soul,

In ‘actual form pourtray’d! (dis eyes bright’ning
wonderfully.)

Say’st thou it shall be mine?
Arch Sist. As thou shalt chuse.
Ethw. ask of thee no more.

(stands gazing upon the appearance tell it
fades away.)

S> soon extinguish’d ? Haththis too a meaning?
it says, perhaps, my greatness shall be short.

Arch Sist. 1 speak to thee no further than I
may,

Therefore be satisfied.
Ese. And I am_ satisfied. Dread mystic

niaid,

Receive my thanks.
Arch Sist. Nay, Ethwa'd, our commission ends

not here,

Stay, and behold what follows.

(nie stage becomes suddenly dark, and most
teviidie shrieks, and groans, and dismal la-

macniacious uiv heardfrom thefarther end of
the cave.)

Etize. What horrid sounds are these ?
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Arch Sist. The varied voice of woe, of Mercia’s

woe:
Ofthose whoshall, beneath thine iron hand,

The cup of mis’ry drink. There dost thou hear
The dungeon’d captives sighs, the shrilly shrieks
Ofchildless mothers and distracted maids,

Mix’d with the heavy groans of dying men:
The widow’s wailings, too; and infant’s cries —

(Ethw:stops his ears in horrour.)
Ay, stop thine ears ; it is a horrid sound.

Ethw. Forfend that e’er again I hear the like!
What didst thou say? O, thoudidstfoully say!
Do I not know my nature? heav’n and earth

As soon shall change — —
(A voice above.) Swear not!

(A voice beneath.) Swear not!
(A voice on the same level but distant.) Swear not!
Arch Sist. Now, once again and our commission

ends.

Look yonder, and behold that shadowy form.
(pointing to an arched recess, across which bursts

a strong light, and discovers a crownedphan-
tom, covered with wounds, and representing
by its gestures one in agony. Ethw.dooks
and shrinks back.)

Whatdost thou see?
Ethw. A miserable man: his breast is pierced

With many wounds, and yet his gestures seem
The agony of a distracted mind
More than of pain.

Arch Sist. But wears he not a crown?

Vou. Il. O
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Ethw. Why doesit look so fix’dly on me thus?
Whatare its woes to me?

Arch Sist. They are thy own.
Know’st thou no traces of that alter’d form,

Norsee’st that crowned phantomis thyself?
Ethw. shudders (then, after a pause.)

I may be doom’d to meet a tyrant’s end
But not to be a tyrant.
Did all the powers of hell attest the doom,
I would belie it. Know I not my nature?

By every dreaded power and hallow’d thing
(Voice over the stage.) Swear not!
(Voice under the stage.) Swear not!
(Distant voice off the stage.) Swear not!

A thunderingnoise is heard under ground. The
stage becomesinstantly quite dark, andMystics
and Spirits, &c. disappear, Ethw. and Eth.

remaining alone.)

Eth. (after a pause.) How art thou?

Ethw. Is it thy voice? O,let me feel thy grasp!
Mineears ring strangely, and my head, methinks,
Feels as I were bereaved ofmy wits. |
Are they all gone? Whereis thy hand, I pray?
We've had a fearful bout!

Eth. Thy touch is cold as death: let us ascend
And breathe the upper air.* (Exeunt.

* Twill not take upon me to say that, if I had never read
Shakespeare’s Macbeth, I should have thought of bringing Eth-
wald into a cavern under ground to enquire his destiny, though
I believe this desire to look into futurity (particularly in a su-

perstitious age) is a very constant attendant on ambition; but 3
hope the reader will not find in the above scene any offensive

use made of the works of that great master.

 

 



A TRAGEDY. 195

SCENE IV. A forest. Enter Ethwald with a4
bowin his hand, and a Boy carrying his arrows.

Ethw. (looking off the stage) Ha! Alwy, soon
return’d! and with him comes

Myfaithful Ongar.
(Luter Alwy and Ongar with bows also, as if

in quest of sport, by the opposite side.)

Thou comest, Alwy, with a busy iace. (fo Boy.)
Go, Boy; I shot mine arrow o’er those elms,

Thou’it find it far beyond. (Exit Boy.)
Now,friend, what tidings?

Alwy. Within the tuited centre of the wood
The frienaiy chiefs are m<t, thu:, like ourselves,
Ascareless ramblers guised, all to a man
Fix’d in your cause. Ticir followers too are firm;
For, much diszusted with ie monkish face
Their feeble monarch wears, a warlike leader,

Far, far inferior to the noble Ethwald,

May move them as helists.
Ethw. That time and circumstances on mecall

Imperiously, 1 am well assured.
Good Ongar, what say’s: thou? how thrives thy

part

Of this important task?
Ong. Well as your heart could wish. At the

next council
Held in the royal chamber, my good kinsman
Commands the guard, and will not bar our way.

o 2
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Ethw. May \ dependonthis?
Oxg. You may, my Lord.

Ethw. Thanks to thee, Ongar! this is noble
service,

And shall be nobly thank’d. There is, good Alwy,
Another point; hast thou unto the chiefs
Yet touch’d uponit?

Alwy. Yes, and they all agree ’tis most expe-
dient

That with Elburga’s hand, since weaker minds
A’re blindly wedded to the royal line,
Yourright be strengthen’d.

Ethw. And this they deem expedient?
Alwy. You sigh, mylord; she is, indeed, less

gentle ——

Ethw. Regard it not, it is a passing thought,
Andit will have its sigh, and pass away.

(turning awayfor a little space, and then

comingforward again)
What means hast thou devised, that for a term

Selred and Ethelbert may be remov’d?
Forfaithful to the royal line theyare,
And will not swerve: their presence here were

dang’rous;

Wemust employ them in somedistantstrife.
Alwy. \ have devis’d a plan, but for the means

Brave Ongar here stands pledged. Woggarwolfe,
Whoonce before unweetingly has served us,
Will do the sameagain.

Ethw. How so? they say, that on a sick-bed laid,
And with the torment of his wounds subdu’d,
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Since his last fray, in the transforming hands
Ofartful monks, he has become mostsaintly.

Alwy. Well, but we trust his saintship ne’er-
theless

Maystill be lur’d to do a sinner’s work.
To burn the castle of a hateful heretic
Will make amendsforall his bloody deeds:
You catch the plan? Nay, Hexulf and hispriest
Will be our help-mates here. Smile not; good

Ongar
Has pledged his wordfor this.

Ethw. And I will trust to it. This will, indeed,
Drawoff the Thanes in haste. But who is near?
Sculking behind yon thicket stands a man,
See’st thou. (pointing off the stage.)

Alwy. Go to him, Ongar, scan him well,

And,if his face betrays a list’ner’s guilt—
Thou hast thy dagger there?

Ong. Yes, trust me well.

_ Ethw. Nay, Ongar, be not rash in shedding
blood!

Let not one drop be spilt that may be spar’d.
Secure him if he weara list’ner’s face:
Weare too strong for stern and ruthless caution.

(Exit Ongar.
I’m glad he is withdrawna little space,

Ere we proceed to join the leagued chiefs.
Hast thou agreed with Cuthbert? Is he sure?

Alwy. Sure. ’Tis agreed when next the Ethling
hunts,

To lead him in the feigned quest of game

° 3
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From his attendants; there, in ambushlaid,

Cuthbert andhis adherents seize upon him,

And will conduct him with the ev’ning’s close
To Arrick’s rugged tower. All is prepar’d.

£thw. But hast thou charged him well that this
be done

With all becoming care and gentleness,

That nothing mayhis noble nature gall
More than the hard necessity compels?

Alwy. Do not mistrust us so! your brow is dark:
At Edward’s name your changing countenance
Is ever clouded. (Ethw. turnsfrom himagitated.)
You are disturb’d, my Lord.

Ethw. Lam disturb’d. (turning round and grasp-
| ing Alwy by the hand.)

Ill tell thee, Alwy—yes, I am disturb’d—
No gleam of glory thro’ my prospect breaks,
Butstill his image, ’thwart the brightnesscast,
Shadesit to night.

Alwy. It will be always so,but wherefore shouldit?
Glory 1s ever bought by those whoearnit
Withloss of manylives most dear and precious.
So is it destin’d. Let that be unto him
Which in the crowded breach or busy field
All meet regardless from a foe-man’s hand.
Doth the still chamber, and the muffled tread,

And th’ unseen stroke that doth th’ infliction deal,

Alter its nature?

Ethw. (pushing Alwy away from him vehemently,
and putting up both his hands to his head)

Forbear! forbear! I shut mine eyes, mine ears ;
All entrance bar that may into my mind
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Th’ abhorred thing convey. Haeve I notsaid,
Thou shalt not dare in word, in look, in gesture;
In slightest indication of a thought,
Hold with my mind such base communication?
By my sword’s strength! did I not surely think
From this bold seizure of the sov’reign power,
A powerfor which I must full deariy pay,
So says the destiny that o’er me hangs,

To shield his weakness, and restore again
In room of Mercia’s crown a nobler sway,
Wonby mysword, [ would aslicf—— Northum-

berland
Invites my arms, and soon will be subdu’d:
Ofthis full sure a good amends may be
To noble Edward made.

Alwy. (who during the last part of Ethw.’s speech
has been smiling behind his back malignantly)

O yes, full surely: .
And wand’ring harpers shall in hail and bower
Sing of the marv’llous deed.

Ethw. (turning shart upon him and perceiving

his smile)
Thou smilest methinks.
Full well { read the meaning of that look:
"Tis a fiend’s smile, and it will prove a false one.

(turning away angrily, whilst Alwy walks to

the bottom of the stage.)

(Aside, looking suspiciously after him) Have J offended

him? he is an agent
Most needful to me. (aloud, advancing to him)

Good Alwy, anxious minds will often chide ——

o4
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(Aside, stopping short.) He hears menot, oris it but
a feint?

Alwy. (looking off the stage) Your arrow-boyre-
turns.

Ethw. (aside, nodding to himself) No, ’tis a free
and unoffended voice;

I’m wrong. ‘This is a bird whose fleshed beak
The prey too strongly scents to fly away:

I'll spare my courtesies (a/ovd) What say’st thou,
Alwy?

Alwy. (pointing) Your arrow-boy.
Ethw. Vm glad heis return’d.

Re-enter Boy.

Boy. No where, my Lord, can I the arrowfind.
Ethw. Well, boy, it matters not; let us move on.

| (Exeunt.

SCENE V. A narrow gallery in an abbey or
cloister, with several doors opening into it. Enter
Hexulf and Ongar, and Two Monks,

Hex. Fear not, brave Ongar, we will quickly act
Uponthy hint; for our own wishes also,

Ay, and the churches’ good thereto are join’d.

First Monk. This is the time when he should
walk abroad.

(4istening) I hear him at his door.
Hex. Leave us, good Ongar.
Ong. To your good skill I do commitit then;

Having but only you, most rev’rend father,
To take my part against this wiz4rd Thane.
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First Monk.(still listening) Begone, he issues forth.
(Exit Ongar.

(one of the doors opens slowly, and ciiters

Woggarwolte, wrapped in a cloax and his
head bound.)

Hex. Good-morrow, valiant Thane, whose pious

gilts
Have won heav’n’s grace to renovate thy strength,
Andgrant thee longer life, how goes thy health?

Wog. 1 thank you, rev’rend father, greatly
mended.

First Monk. Theprayers of holy men have power
to save,

E’en on the very borders of the tomb,

The humbled soul who doth with gifts enrich

The holy church.
Second Monk. Didst thou notfeel within thee,

A peaceful calm, a cheering confidence,
Soon as thy pious offering was accepted?

Wog. (hesitating.) Yes, rev’rend fathers,—I have

thought indeed—
Perhaps you meant it so—that since that time
The devil has not scar’d me in my dreams
So oft as he was wont, when sore with wounds

I first was laid upon mybedofpain.
Hex. Ay, that is much; but, noble Woggarwolfe,

Thinkest thou not the church doth merit well

Somestable gift, some fix’d inheritance?
Thou hast those lands that are so nearly join’d
Unto St. Alban’s abbey.
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Wog. (muck surprised.) My lands! give up my
lands ?

First Monk. Whatare thy lands

Compared to that which they will purchase for
thee ?

Sec. Monk. To lay thycoffin’d bodyin the ground,
Rob’din the garb of holy men and bless’d?

First Monk. To have thy tomb beneath the shad-
~ Ing arch

Of sacred roof, where nought profane mayenter;
Whilst midnight spirits stand and yell without,

But o’er the sacred threshold dare not trespass.
WWog. (with a rueful countenance.)

What, do you think I shall be dead’so soon?
Hex, Life is uncertain; but how glorious, Thane,

To iook beyond this wicked world of strife,
Andfor thyself provide a lofty seat
Withsaints and holy men and angel bands!

Wog. Nay, father, I am not so highly bent;

Do but secure me from the horrid fangs
Oftheterrific fiend: I am pot proud;

"That will suffice me.

Hex. Nay, herein thy humility we praise not,
And muchI fear, at such a humble pitch,
He whosolately scar’d thee in thy dreams
Mayreachtheestill.

First Monk. O think of this!
Hex. Dreadful it is, thou know’st,

To see him in thy dreams; but when awake,
Naked, and all uncloth’d of flesh and blood,
As thou at Jast must be; how wilt thou bear
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To see him yelling o’er thee as his prey?
B.:: ing aloft his dark and hideous form;

Giinding his horrid jaws and darting on thee

Hiseyes of vivid fire? (Zhe Monkssign themselves
with great marks offear, and Woggarwolfe

looks terrified.)
Ah! think’st thou, Thane,

That manygifts, ay, half of all thou’rt worth

Would cearly purchase safety from such terrours

Wog. (in a quick perturbed voice.) |

I have the plunder of'two neighb’ring chiefs,
Whom I surpris’d within their towers andslew ;
I’ll give you all—if that suffices not
I’ll fall upon a third, ay tho’ it were
Mynext of kin, norspare of all his goods
Onefragment for myself. O holy fathers!
I humbly crave saintly protection of you.

Hex. Nay, Woggarwolfe, on shrines of holy
saints

Nogift e’er works with efficacious power
By force and violence gain’d; unless, indeed,
It be the spoil of some unsaintly Thane,
Somefaithless wizard or foul heretic.
Thou hast a neighbour, impious Ethelbert;
To burn his towers and consecrate his spoils,
O’er all thy sins would cast a sacred robe,
On which nor fiend nor devil durst fix a fang.
But now thoulackest strength for such a work,
And may’st be dead ere thou hast time to doit;
Therefore I counsel thee, give up thy lands.
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Wez. O,no! Pm strong enough: my men are
strong.

Give us your rev’rend blessing o'er our heads
And we'll set out forthwith.

Hex. Then nothing doubt that on your worthy
zeal

Will fall the blessing. Let us onward move.
Where are thy followers?  (Hxeunt Hex. talking

busily to Wog. and the Monks smiling to
one another as they go out.)

SCENE VI. The royal apartment: the King is
discovered with Hexulf, the Seneschal, and several

Friends er Counsellors, seated round a council table.

King. (as if continuing to speak.)
¥t may beso: youth finds no obstacle,
But I am old.

Full many a storm on this grey head has beat;
And now, on my high station do I stand,
Like the tired watchmanin hisair-rock’d tower,

Wholooketh for the hourofhis release.
I’m sick of worldly broils, and fain would rest
With those who warno more. Onegleam of light
Didsweetly cheer the ev’ning of my day:
Edward, my son! he was the kindliest prop

That age did ever rest on—heis gone,
What should I fight for now?

Sez. For thine own honour; for the weal of

Mercia.
With weaponsin our hands, and strong in men,

4
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Who to the royal standard soon will flock,
if summon’d by thy firm and gen’ral orders, |
Shall these men be our master’s? Heaven forfend!
Five thousand warriours might disperse the foe,
Even with that devil Ethwald at their head;

And shall we think of granting to those rebels
Their insolent demands ?

King. Good Seneschal, if that you think our
strength

Permits us still in open field to strive
With hope of good, I am notyet so old
But I can brace these stiffen’d limbs in iron,
And do a soldier’s service. (40 2d Coun.) Thane of

Mordath,

Thyvisage light’neth not upon these hopes;
Whatare thy thoughts?

Sec. Coun. en that these hopes will bring us to
a state

*Reft of all hope.
The rebel chiefs but seek their own enrichment,
Not Ethwald’s ex:.:tation, good, my Lord;
Bribe them and treat for peace. Lack you the

means;
The church, for whose enriching you haverais’d
This storm, can well supply it; and most surely
Will do it cheerfully. (turning to Hexulf.)

Hex. No, by the holy mass! that were to bring
The curse of heay’n uponour impiousheads.
To spoil the holy churchis sacrilege:
And to advise such spoil in anywise
Is sacrilegious and abominable.
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First Coun. 1 am asfaithful to the holy church
As thou art, angry priest. I do defy thee —

Sen. What have ye no respect unto the king?

I do command you, peace. Whonow intrudes? |
Enter a Servant in great terrour,

Serv. The rebel force! the castle is surprised!
They are at hand—they have o’erpower’d the

guard.

Sec. Coun. Pray God thou liest! I think it can-

not be. (they all rise up alarmed.)
Serv. It is as true as I do tread this spot.

Enter a Soldier wounded.

King. (toSol.) Ha! what say’st thou? thou bearest
for thy words a rueful witness.

So/. Take arms and save the king if it be possible.
The rebel chieftains have the gates surprised,
Andgain’d, below, the entrance of this tower.

They struggled for the pass ; sharp was the broil,
Andthis speaks for me, I have born my part.

(falls down exhausted.).

Hex: (to King.) Retire, my Lord, into the higher
chamber. :

Your arm can give but small assistance here.
Until this horrid visit be o’erpast,
You may conceal yourself.

King. No, father, never shall the king of Mercia

Be, from his hiding-place, like a mean man

Pull’d forth. But, noble friends, it seems not wise

That this necessity should reach to you.
These rebels seek mylife, and withthatlife
They will be satisfied. In mydefence,
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Thus taken as we are, all stand were useless;

Therefore if you will still, ’tis the last time,

Obeyyourking, retire and save yourlives
For some more useful end: Finding me here,
They will no farther search: retire, my friends.

Sec. Coun. What, leave our king to face his foes

alone ! |

King. No, not alone; myfriend the Seneschal
Will st4y with me. We have been youngtogether,

And the same storms in our rough day oflife
Have beat upon us: now,be it God’s will,
Wewill lay down our aged heads together
In the still rest, and bid good nighttostrife.
Have I said well, my friend?

(holding out his hand to the Seneschal.)
Sen. (kissing his hand with great warmth, and

putting one knee to the ground.)
O mylov’d master! many a bounteousfavour
Has shower’d upon me from yourroyal hand,

But ne’er before was I so proudly honour’d.
(rising up with assumed grace.»

Retire, young men, for now I must be proud ;

Retire, your master will confront the foes
As may become a king.

(All calling out at once.) No, no! we will noé
leave him.

‘(they all range themselves, drawing their
sewords, reund the King, and the old Senes-
chal stands, by pre-eminence, close to his
master’s side.)
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Sec. Coun. Here is a wall thro’ which they first
must force

A bloody way, ere on his royal head
Onesilver hair be scath’d.

Enter Ethwald, Alwy, and the Conspirators.

Alwy. Now vengeance for injustice and oppres-
sion|

Sec. Coun. On your own heads, then, beit, mis-
creant chiefs !

(they fight round the King: his party defend

him bravely, till many more Conspirators
enter, and it is overpowered)

Ethw. (aside, angrily, to Alwy, on still seeing the
King standing in the midst, unhurt, and

with great dignity, ‘the Seneschal by his

side, and no one offering to attack him.

Hast thou forgot? Where are thy chosen men?
Is there no hand to do the needful work?
This is but children’s play. (to some ofhis party.)
Come,let us search, that in the neighb’ringchamber,

Nolurking foe escape. (Exit with some Followers.
Alwy, (giving a sign to his Followers, and going

up insoiently to the King.)
Oswal, resign thy sword.

Sen. First take thou mine, thou base ignoble
traitor. .

(Giving Alwy a blow with his sword, upon
which Alwy and his Followers fall upon
the King and the Seneschal, and surround-
ing them on every side, kill them, with many
wounds, the crowd gathering so close round

then, that theivfall cannot be seen.)
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(Re-enter Ethwald, and the crowd opening on each side,
shews the dead bodies of the King and the
Seneschal.

Ethw. (affecting surprise.) What sight is this ?
Ah! ye have gone too far. Who did this deed ?

Alwy. Myfollowers, much enraged at slight of-
fence,

Didfall upon him.
Ethw. All have their end decreed, and this,

alas, |

Hasbeen his fated hour.
Come chiefs and valiant friends, why stand we

here
Looking on that which cannotbe repair’d ?
Allhonourshall be paid unto the dead.
And, were this deed of any single hand
The willing crime, he should have vengeancetoo.
But let us nowournightly task fulfil ;

Much havewestill to do ere morning dawn.
(Exeunt Ethw. and Followers, and the

scene closes.)

SCENE VII. A royal apartment : Enter Eiburga,
with her hair scattered upon her shoulders, and wit.t
the action of one in violent grief, followed by Dwina,
who seems to be soothing her.

Elb. Cease, cease! thy foolish kindness sooths me
not: .

My morningis o’ercast ; my glory sunk;
Leave me alone to wring my hands and weep.

Vor.I. Pp
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Dwi. O, no, my princely mistress! grieve not
thus!

Over our headsthe blackest clouds do pass
And brighter follow them.

Elb. No,no! myskyis night! I was a princess,
Almost a queen: in gorgeous pompbeheld,
The public gaze was ever turn’d on me;
Proud was the highest Thane or haughtiest dame
Todo my bidding, ev’ry count’nance watch’d
Each changeful glance of my commandingeye
To read its meaning: now mystate is changed;
Scoffing and insult and degrading pity
Abide the daughter of a murder’d king.
Heaven’s vengeancelight upon them all ! Begone!
I hate the very light for looking on me!
Begone and sooth menot!

Dwi. Forgive me, princess; do not thus de-

spair ;
King Oswal’s daughter manyfriends wi!] find. .

Elb. Friends! hold thy peace!—Oh it doth
rend myheart !

1 have been wontto talk of subjects, vassals,
Dependants, servants, slaves, but not of friends.

Whereshall I hide my head ?

Dwi. Surely, dear mistress, with Saint Cuth-
bert’s nuns,

Whose convent by your father’s gifts is rich,
You will protection find. There -quietrest,
And holy converse of those pious maids,
After a while will pour into your mind
Soft consolation. (putting her hand on Elburga’s

soothingly.)
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Elb. (pushing her away.)
Out uponthee, fool ! Go speak thy comforts
To spirits tame and abject as thyself:
They make me mad; they make me thusto tear
Myscatter’d locks and strew them to the winds.

(tearing her hair distractedly.)
Enter a Servant.

What brings thee here? (to Ser.)
Ser. Ethwald, the king, 1s at the gate, and asks

To be admitted to your presence, princess.
Elb. (becoming suddenly calm.)

What, Ethwald, say’st thou? say’st thou truly so?
Ser. Yes, truly, princess.
Elb. Ethwald, that Thane whom thou dost call

the king?

Ser. Yes, he whom all the states and chiefs of

Mercia

Docall the king.
E/b. He enters not. Tell him I am unwell,

And will not be disturb’d. (Exit Ser.

Whatseeks he here? Fie, poorly fainting soul!
Rouse! rouse thee up! To all the world beside
Subdued and humbled would I rather be
Thanin the eyes of this proud man.

Re-enter Ser.

What say’st thou?
Ishe departed?

Ser. No, he will not depart, but bids mesay,

The entrance he has bege’d he now commands.
[ hear his steps behind me.

P 2
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Enter Ethwald.
(Elburga turns awayfrom him proudly.)

Ethw. Elburga, turn and look upon

a

friend.
Elb. (turning round haughtily, and looking on him

cath an assumed expression of anger and
scornful contempt.)

Usurping rebel, who hast slain thy master,
Take thou a look that well beseems thy worth,
Andhie thee hence, false traitor!

Ethw. Yes, I will hie me hence, and with me

lead
A fair and beauteous subject to my will;
That will which may not be gainsaid. For now
High heaven, that hath decreed thy father’s fall,

Hath also me appointed king of Mercia,
With right as fair as his; which I'll maintain,

And by the proudest in this lordly realm
Will be obey’d, even by thy lofty self.

Fld. Put shackies on my limbs, and o’er my head
Let your barr’d dungeons lowr; then may’st thou

say,
“ Walk not abroad,” and soit needs must be:

But think’st thou to subdue, bold as thouart,

The lofty spirit of king Oswal’s daughter?
Gobind the wild winds in thy hollow shield,

And bid them rage no more: they will obey thee.
Ethw. Yes, proud Elburga, I will shackle thee,

But on the throne of Mercia shalt thousit,

Not in the dungeon’s gloom.
Ay, and, albeit the wild winds do refuse

7
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To be subjected to my royalwill,

Thelofty spirit of king Oswal’s daughter

I will subdue. (taking her hand.)

Elb. (throwing him offfrom her vekemently.)

Off with those bloody hands that slew my father!

Thy touchis horrid to me; ’tis a fiend’s grasp ;

Out from my presence! bloody Thane of Mair-

neath!

Ethw. Ay,frown on me, Elburga; proudly frown:

I knew thy haughty spirit, and I lov’d it,

Even whenI saw theefirst in gorgeous state;

When, bearing high thy stately form, thou stoodst

Like a proud queen, and on the gazing crowd,

Somewhat offended with a late neglect,

Darted thy looks of anger and disdain.

High Thanes and Dames shrunk from thine eye,

whust I,

Like one who from the mountain’s summitsees,

Beneath him far, the harmless lightning play,

With smiling admiration mark’d thee well,

And own’da kindred soul. Each angry flash

Of thy dark eye was loveliness to me.

But know, proud maid, my spirit outmasters

thine,

And heedeth not the anger nor the power

Ofliving thing.
Elb. Bold and amazing man !

Ethw. And bold should be the man who weds

Elburga.
Elb. Away! it cannotbe, it shall not be!

Mysoul doth rise against thee, bloody chief,

And bids thy power defiance.
P 3
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Ethw, Then art thou mine in truth, for never yet

Did hostile thing confront me unsubdued.
Defy me and thou’rt conquer’d.

E/b. Thou most audaciouschief! it shall not be.
Ethw. Jt shall, it must be, maiden, I have sworn

it ;

Andhere repeat it on that beauteous hand
Which to no powerbut with mylife Pll yield.

(grasping her hand firmly which she struggles
tofree.)

Frown not, Elburga; ’tis in vain to strive;

Myspirit outmasters thine.
Elb. Say’st thou to me thou didst not slay my

father?
Say’st thou those handsare guiltless of his death ?

Ethw. Think’st thou [ll plead, and say I have
notslain

A weak old man, whose inoffensive mind,

Andstrong desire to quit the warring world
For quiet religiousrest, could be, in truth,
No hindrance to my greatness? were this fitting
In Mercia’s king, and proud Elburga’s lord?

Elo. (turning away.)
Elburga’s lord! Thou art presumptuous, prince:
Go hence and brave me not,

Ethw. \ will go hence forthwith; and, by my
side,

Thefair selected partner of my throne,
I'll lead where the assembled chiefs of Mercia
Wait to receive from me their future queen,

£lb. Distract me not!
oo
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Ethw. Resistance is distraction.

Whoever yet my fixed purpose cross'd?

Did Ethwald ever yield? Come, queen of Mercia!

This firm grasp shall conduct thee to a throne:

(taking her hand, which shefeebly resists.)

Comeforth, the frowning, haughty bride of Eth-

wald.
Elb. Wonderful man!

If hell or fortunefight for thee I know not,

Nothing withstands thy power.

(Exeunt Ethw. leading off Elb. in triumph, and

Dwina following, with her hands and eyes

raised to heaven in astonishment.)

END OF THE FOURTH ACT.
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ACT V.

SCENE I. 4x arched passagefrom a gateway in
the royal castle. The sowid of warlike music with-
owt. Enter Etheibert auc’ dselred with their Fol-
lowers, as ifjust comefron 2 long march: enter, by

the opposite siac, Alwy, u;01n which they halt, the
foremost of the Followers vut just appewing under

the gateway.

Alwy. Welcome, most valiant chieftains! Fame
reports

That ye return with fullest success crown’d.
Eth. Good sooth we boast but little of our arms!

Tho’ Woggarwolte, our base ignoble spoiler,
Wounded andsorely shent, we’ve left behind,

Again in cloister’d walls with ghostly men,
Winding his soul, with many a heavy groan,
Into a saintly frame; God speed the work!
We were but just in time to save ourhalls.

Se/. It is ashame that such a ruffianthief
Should thus employ the arms of warlike Thanes.

Alwy. In truth it is, but now there reigns in
Mercia

A warlike king, who better knowsto deal

With valiant men. The messenger inform’d you?
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Sel. He has; yet, be it own’d, to call him king

Sounds strangely in our ears. How died king
Oswal?

Eth. (to Sei.) Patience, my friend! good time
will shew thee cil.

Yet pray inform us, Aiwy, ere we part,
Whereis young Edward? In these late commotions
What part had he?

Alwy. Wouid to the holy saints I could inform
you!

Reports there are, incongruous and absurd,
Some say, in hunting, from his followers stray,
Passing at dusk of eve a high-swoln st-cam,

Therein he perish’d; others do maintain
That, loathing greatness, he conceals himself
In some lone cave: but, as I beara heart

True to king Ethwwaid and the public weal,
I know of him ro tnore.

Se/. Thou liest!

Eth. (piling back Selred.) Peace, art thou mad?
Alwy. ( pretending not te hear.) What said brave

Selred ?
Eth, A hasty exclamation of no meaning.
Alwy, | must away, and bear the welcome

tidings
Ofyourarrival to the royal ear.

Eth, But stop, before thou go’st I fain would
know

Howfar’d Elburga in the passing storm?
Where has she retuge teuad?
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Alwy. Within these walls; she is the queen of

Mercia.
Eth. 1am indebted to thee. (Exit Alwy.
Sel. (staring with surprise upon Ethelbert.)

What dost thou think of this? Did we heartruly?
To the usurper of her father’s crown,
And if ourfears be true, his murd’rer too!

To him! O most unnatural!
Eth. Ay, so it is. As one who ventures forth

After an earthquake’s awfulvisitation,
The country round in strange unwonted guise
Beholds ; here swelling heights and herby knolls,
Where smok’d the cottage and the white flocks

browz’d,

Sunk into turbid pools; there rifted rocks,
Withall their shaggy woods upon theirsides,
In the low bosom ofthe flowery vale
Resting uncouthly—even so doeshe,
Wholooks abroad after the storms ofstate,

Strange changes see; unnatural and strange.
Sel. It makes my spirit boil—the gentle Edward!

So gently brave!
Eth. Yes, there is cause of grief

And indignation too: but Ethwald reigns,
Howe’er he gain’d his height, and he possesses
The qualities that suit his lofty station.
With them I fear he has his passionsalso,
Hostile to public good: be it our part
To use the influence westill retain
O’er his ambitious mind for Mercia’s weal!
This is our duty now.

 



A TRAGEDY. 219

Sel. Pll take thy counsel. (to the Soldiers.)
Follow, weary comrades.

(Exeunt Eth. and Sel. and their Followers,
marching across the stage.)

SCENE II. A royal apartment. Elburga, as
Queen, discovered sitting ona chair of state, with

Dwina, Ladies, avd Officers of State attending.

Elb. We’ve waited long: how goes the day?
know’st thou? (to First Officer.)

First Off. As comes the light across this arched
roof

From those high windows,it should wear, methinks,
Upon noon day.
El. Andthe procession to the royal chapel

Should at this hour begin. The king, perchance,
Is with affairs detain’d: go thou andsee.

(Exit First Officer.
J am impatient now. (woice heard without.)
Whatvoice is that?

First SONG without.

Hark ! the cock crows, and the wind blows,
Away, my love, away!

Quick, d’on thy weeds and tell thy beads,
For soon it will be day.

First Lad. "Tis sadly wild.

Dwin. ’Tis sad but wond’roussweet.

Who mayit be? List, list! she sings again,
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Second SONG without.

Where lay’st thou thy careless head ?

On the cold heath is my bed.
Where the moor-cock shuts his wing,

And the brown snake weaves his ring,
Safe and fearless will I be,

The coiled adderstings not me.

Elb. (rising displeased from herseat.)

Call those who wait without. What may this

Enter an Attendant.

Whose voice is that which in a day ofjoy

Such plaintive music makes?

Atten. Pardon, my roya! dame! be notoffended!

"Tis a poor maid bereaved of her mind.

Rent are her robes, her scatter’d locks unbound,

Like one who long thro’ rugged ways hath stray’d,

Beat with the surly blast; but neveryet,

Tho’all so sorely shent, did I behold

A fairer maid. She aims at no despite:

She’s wild but gentle,

Dwi. O hark again!

Third SONG without.

“Once upon my check

He said the roses grew,
Bui ngw theyre wash'd away

With the cold ev’mng dew.

* ¥or this third Song, which is the only literary assistance

either in verze or prose thsi 1 have ever received, {am indebted

to the pen of 2 friend.
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For I wander thro’ the night,
When all but me take rest,

And the moon’s soft beamsfail piteously

Upon my troubled breast.
{A pauze.}

Fourth SONG.

Ah, maiden! bear thebiting smart,

Nor thus thy loss deplores
The Thané’s daughter has his heart,

He will retura no more.

First Lad. ’Tis strangely melancholy.
Dwi. it is like the sad sounds which oftentimes

The midnight watcher, in his lonely tower,
Hears, with the wailing blast most sweetly mingled.

Ele. (to Attendant.) Go thou and lead her hi-
ther.

Atten. I will, great queen.—But here she comes
unbidden.

(Enter Bertha with a wild unsettled air, and
her hair scattered upon her shoulders. Tite

Ladies gather about her with curiosity}
First Lid. Howfair sheis!
Sec. Lad. Her eyes of lovely blue,

Gentle but restless. Dost thou see that glance?
{to Sec. Lad.)

I fear to look upon her.
Dwi. Fie, fie, upon,it! press not near her thus ;

She seems offended: { will speak to her.

(to Berth.) Sweet Ladv, art thou sad?
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(Bertha /ooks stedfastly at her, then drops her
head upon her breast and makes no answer.)

Wewould bekind to thee.
(Berth. then looks more gently on her but is still

silent.)
First Lad. Dost thou not speak, thou who canst

sing so well?
Dwi. Who taught thee those sweet notes?
Berth. The night was dark: I met spirits on my

way:
They sung me sweet songs but they were sorrowful.

Dwi. Ah, woe is me! and dost thou wander,

then,

An the dark night alone, no one to tend thee?
Berth. When the moon’s dark, I follow the night-

bird’s cry,
And it doth guide my way.—Buthe’ll return,
So do they tell me, when sweet violets blow
And summer comes again.

Dwi. And whois he?
Berth. List, and the winds will tell thee as they

pass :
Thestilly air will whisper it. But softly,
Tell it to none again. They must not know:
Howstern heis, for he was gentle once.

Dwi. A cruel heart had he who could forsake
thee!

Ber. (putting her hand eagerly on Dwina’s mouth.)
Hush, hush! we’ll not offend him. He 1s great,

And must not be offended.

 



A TRAGEDY. 223

Elb. (coming near her.) What, say’st thou he

is great?
Rent are thy weeds and thin thy ruffled robe:

Whydidst thou leave thy home thus unprotected ?

Berth. (turning hastily upon her.)

I saw his bannerstreamingin theair,

AndI did follow it.
E.b. His bannerin the air! Whatis thy love?

Berth. (looking fiercely at her.)
They say he is a king.

Elb. (smiling.) Poor maid! ’tis ever thus with
such as she;

Theystill believe themselves of somehigh state,
And mimick greatness.

Berth. Thou art a fair dame and a gay—but go;
Take off thine eyes from me; I love thee not.

(Shrinks from Elburga, walking backwards
and lookingfrowningly at her; then beckon-
ing to Dwina,she speaks iu her ear.)

They say a royal dame has wonhisfaith,
Stately and proud. But in a gloomy dream
I heard it first, confused andterrible:

And oft-times, since, the fiend of night repeats it,

As on mypressed bgeast he sits and groans.
Tl not believeit.

Dwi. Whatis thy name, sweet Lady?

Berth, (rubbing her hand across herforehead as if
trying to recollect.)

I had a name that kind friends call’d me by;

And witha blessing did the holy man
Bestow it on me. But I’ve wander’d far
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Tars’ wood end wilds, and strangely on my head

The ’numbing winds have beat, and I havelostit.
te nc cffonded with me——
For, Lady, thou art gentle and I fear thee.

(bowing submissively to Dwina.)
Enter the'bert.

Eth. (to Dwina, afterloti: at Bertha.)
What maid is that so hazzaru and so wild?

Dwi. A wand’ring maniac, but so fair and

Genie

Thou needs must speak to her.
Eih. (cing up to Berth.) Fair Lady, wilt thou

sufter—gracious heaven!
What see I here! the sweet and gentle Bertha !

Ah, has it come to this! alas, alas! -

Sweet maiden dost thou know me?
Berth. (after looking carnestly at him.)

I know thee weil enough. They call thee mad;
Thy wild and raving words oft make the ears
Of holy mento tingle.

Eth. She somewhatglarces at the truth. Alas!

I’ve seen her gay and bloomingastherose,
And cheerful, too, as song of early lark.
I’ve seen herprattle on her nurge’s lap,
Innocent bud! and nowI see her thus. (zeeps.)

Berth. Ah! dost thou weep? are they unkind

to thee? (shaking her head.)

Yes, yes! from out the herd, like a mark’d deer,

They drive the poor distraught. The storms of

heaven
Beat on him: gaping hindsstare at his woe ;
And no one stops to bid heav’n speed his way.
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Eth, (flourish of trumpets.) Sweet maid retire.
Berth, Nay, nay! I will not go: there be with-

out

Chose who will frown upon me.
Eth. (endeavouring to lead her off.)

I pray thee be entreated!

(Dwina takes hold of her also to lead her off,
but she breaksfrom themfuriously .)

Berth. Ye shall not force me! Wist ye who I am?
The whirlwind inits strepgth contends with me,

AndI o’ermasterit.
Eth. Stand round her then, I pray you, gentle

ladies|
The king must not behold her.

(the Ladies gather round Bertha and concealher.)
Enter Ethwald, followed by Thanes and Attendants.

Ethw. (after returning the obeisance of the assembly.)
This gay and fair attendance on our person
And on our queen, most honour’d lords and

dames,

We muchregard; and could my heart express—
(Bertha hearing his voice shrieks out.)

Whatcry is that ?
Dwi. Regard it not: it is a wand’ring maid,

Distracted in her mind, whois in search,
Asshe conceits it, of some faithless lover.
She sings sweet songs of wildest harmony,
And at the queen’s command weled herin,

Ethw. Seeking her love! distracted in her mind!
Have any of my followers wrong’d her ? Speak:

Vor.II,
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If it be so, by righteous heaven I swear!

The man, whoe’er hebe, shall dearly rueit.

(Bertha shrieks again, and breaking through
the crowd runs up to Ethwald. Hestarts

back, and covers his eyes with one hand,
whilst she, catching hold of the other, pres-
ses it to her breast.)

Berth. Pve found thee now, and let the black

fiend growl,
1 will not part with thee. [ve follow’d thee

Thro’ crags and moor and wild. I’ve heard thy

voice
Sound from the dark hill’s side, and follow’d thee.

I’ve seen thee on the gath’ring twilight clouds,

Ride withthe stately spirits of the storm.

But thou look’dst sternly on me.

O be not angry! I will kneel to thee;

For thou art glorious now,as I am told,

And must have worship. (kneeling and bowing her
head meekly to theground.)

Ethw. (turning cway.) O God! O God! Where

art thou, Ethelbert?

Thou might’st have saved me this.

(looking vound and seeing thet Ethelbert

‘weeps, he also becomes softened and turns to

Bertha with great emotion.)

Berth. They say she’s fair and glorious: woe 1s

me!

i ar. vut formed as simple maidensare.

But scorn me not: I have a powerfulspell,

A Druid gave it me, which on mine arm
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Whenonce enclasp’d, will make me fair as she;

So thou wilt turn to me.
Ethw. O Ethelbert! I pray thee pity me!

This sight doth move me, e’en to agony.
Removeher hence ; but O deal gently with her!

(Ethelbert endeavours again to lead her off,
and the Ladies crowd about her. She is

then carried out, and is heard to scream as

they are carrying her.)

Ethw. (in great disorder.) Come, come away!
we do butlinger here.

(Elburga, who, since Ethwald’s entering, has

remained on the back ground, but agitated

with passions, now advances angrily to

him.)

El. So thou hast knownthis maid?
Ethw. Fie! speak not to me now.
Elb. Away, away!

Thou hast lodged softer passions in thy breast
Than I have reckon’d on.

Ethw. (shaking her off.) Fie! turn thy face
aside and shade thine eyes !

That no soft passion in thy bosomlives,
Is thy opprobrium, woman,and thy shame.

Eid. There are within my breast such thoughts,
I trust,

Assuit mylofty state.
Ethw. (aside to Elb.) Go, heartless pageant, go!

Lead on thy senseless shew, and move me not
To do thee somedespite.

Q2
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(aloud to the Ladies.) Move onfair dames,

(to Elb. who seems us: viling to go.)
The king commands it. (Exeuat Elburga and

| Ladies.
First Off. (to Ethw. who stands with his eyes fixed

OO on the graund.)
Please you, my Lord, but if you move not also,

The ceremony will, in sooth, appear
As marr’d and cut in twain.

Ethw. What say’st thou, marshal?
First Offi. Please you, my Lord, to move?

Ethw. Ay, thou say’st well: in the soul’s agony,
A meaner man might turn aside and weep.

(Exeunt Ethw. with part of his train, the
others ranging themselves in order to follow
him. 1 great confusion and noise is then
heard without, and a voice calling out “ the

king is wounded.” The crowd presses back
againin disorder, andpresently re-enter Ethw.
supported.)

First Off. My Lord, howis it with you?

Ethw. 1 fear but ill, my friend. Where is the

man
That gave methis fell stroke?

First Off. I cannottell: they have surrounded
him.

. Enter Second Officer.
Sec. Off. He is secured.

Fthzs. Ys it a Mercian hand?
Sec, Off. It 1s, my Lord, but of no high degree.

ft ss che frantic stroke of a poor groom,
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Whodidhis late Lord love; and, for that crime,

Last night, with wife and children weeping round
him,

Wasby your soldiers turn’d into the cold,
Houseless andbare.

Ethw. Curse on their ruffian zeal!
Torment him not, but let himdie in peace.
Would I might say—. I’m very faint, myfriends:
Support me hence, [ pray you!

/ {Exeunt Ethw. supported.

SCENE Uf. 4 royal apartment: an spcx door in
Srout, shewing an inner chamber, in which is disco-

vered Ethwald dying upon a couch, and surrounded
with the Thanes and Othcers of his court, Selred
and Ethelbert standing on each side of him.

Sel. (after Ethw. has said something to him in a low
voce.)

He is too muchinclosed and longs for air:
He'll breathe more freely in the outer chamber;
Let us remove him.

(They lift him in his couch, and bring him for-
ward to the front of the stage.)

First Off. How are you now, my Lord?
Ethw. Somewhat exhausted; and albcit. good

‘Thanes,

I greatly am indebted to yourlove,
For a short space I fain would be alone.

Q3
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First Off. Farewel! God send your highness
rest! meantime

We'll pray for your recovery.
Sec. Off. And heaven will hear our prayers.

(Omnaes.) Amen, amen!
Ethw. Pray heaven to order all things for the

weal .

Of my good realm, and I shall be well pleased

To live or die. Adieu!  (Exeuat all but Ethw.
Selred, avd Ethelbert. After a pause, in
which Ethw. seems agitated and uneasy.)

Mydearest Selred, think it not unkind,

But go thou too. (Exit Selred.

(raising himself on the couch, and taking both
the hands of Ethelbert, which he presses in

his, looking up in his face expressively for

some time before he speaks.)
I am oppress’d. To them, even in thisstate,

{ still must be aking: to you, my friend,
Let me putoff all seeming and constraint,
And be a poor weak man. (a pause.) Thou speak~

est not.

Thy face is sad and solemn. Well I see
Thou look’st upon meas a dying wretch—
There is no hope.

Eth. Much will it profit thee
‘To be prepared as tho’ there were no hope;
For if thouliv’st thou’lt live a better man,

And if thou diest, may heaven acceptit of thee!
Ethw. O that it would! But, my good Ethelbert,

To be thus seized in myhighcareer, .
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Withall my viewsof glory op’ning round me—

The Western state ev’n now invites mine arms,

And half Northumberland,inlittle time, |

Had been to Mercia join’d.

Eth. Nay, think not now, I pray thee, of these

matters!

They mix uncouthly with the pious thoughts

That do become yourstate.
Ethw. 1 know it well;

But they do press so closely on my heart

O I did think to be remember’d long!

Like those grand visitations of the earth,

That onits alter’d face for ages leave

The traces of their might. Alas, alas!

I am a powerful, but a passing storm,

That soon shall be forgotten!

Eth. 1 do beseech thee think of better things!

Ethw. Thou see’st I weep.—Before thee I may

weep. (dropping his head upon his breast and
groaning deeply.)

LonghaveI toil’d and stain’d my hands in blood

To gain pre-eminence, and now,alas!

Newly arrived at this towering height,

With all mychemes of glory rip’ning round me,

I close mine eyes in darkness and am nothing.

Eth. What, nothing, say’st thou?

Ethw. O no, Ethelbert !

I look beyond-this world, and look withdread

Whereall for me is fearful and unknown.

Death I have daily braved in fields of fight,

Q 4
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And, when a boy,oft on the air-hung bough

I’ve fearless trode, beneath me roaring far

The deep swoln floods, withev’ry erring step

Instant destruction. HadI perish’d then — —

Would that I had, since it is come tothis!

(raising up his hands vehemently to heaven.}
Eth. Be not so vehement: this wil endanger

Thelittle chance thou still may’st have forlife.

The God wefear is merciful.
Ethw. Ay, he is merciful; but may if reach —

O listen to me !—Oswal I have murder’d,

And Edward, brave and gentle—Ay,this bites

Witha fell tooth! I vilely have enthrall’d;

Ofall his rights deprived. The loving Bertha;
Too well thou know’st what I have been to her—

Ah! thinkest thou a thousand robed priests
Can pray down mercy on asoul so foul?

Eth. The inward sighs of humble penitence
ise to the ear of heav’n when pealed hymns

Axescatter’d with the sounds of commonair:

If I indeed may speak unto a king

Of low humility.
Ethw. Thy words bite keenly, friend. O king
me not!

Grant me but longerlife, and thou shalt see
What brave amends Pll make for past offences.
Thou thinkest hardly of me; ne’ertheless,
Rough as mywarricur’s life has been, good thoughts

Have sometimes harbour’d here. (putting his hand
on his heart.]

tf I hadlived,
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It was myfull intent that, in my power,
Mypeople should have found prosperity:
{ would have proved to them a gen’rous Lord.
If I had lived——Ah! think’st thou, Ethelbert,

There 1s indeed no hope?
Eth. | may not flatter you.
Ethw. (holding uj his clasped hands.)

Then heav’n have mercy on a guilty soul!

Good Ethelbert, full well thou know’st that I

No coward am: trom power of mortal thing
J never shrunk. O mightI still contend
With spear and helm, and shield and brandish’d

blade!

But I must go where spear and helm andshield
Avail not:—
Where the skill’d warriour, cas’d in iron, stands
Defenceless as the poor uncrusted worm.
Some do conceit that disembodied spirits
Have in them more capacity of woe
Than flesh and blood maintain. I feel appall’d;
Yes, Thane of Sexford, I do say appall’d.
For, ah! thou know’st not in howshort a space
The soul of man within him maybe changed.

Eth. I know it all too well. But be more
calm:

Thou hast a task to do, and short perhaps
Maybe the time allow’d thee. True repentance
Withreparation of offences past
Is ever yok’d. Declare it as thy will
That Edward do succeed untohis rights:
And for poor Bertha, she shall be my charge ;
J’ll tend and cheer her in my quiet home.
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Ethw. Thou dost prevent my boon: heaven
bless thee for it !

¥ give thee power to do whate’er thou think’st
J, living, should have done. Tis-all I can,

And gracious heavenaccept it at my hands!
Eth. Amen, my friend! Vil faithfully fulfil

Th’ importanttrust Ha! thy visage changes,
Thy mind’s exertion has outrun thy strength.
He faints away. Help! whoattends without?

Enter Selred qwith Attendants.
Support the king: whether a suddenfaint
Or death be now upon him,trow I not,

But quickly call the queen.
Se/. Alas, my brother! (assisting Eth. to rasse

Ethw.’s 4ead.}

 

Eth. Raise him gently, Selred.
For, if that life within himstill remain,

it may revive him.

Sel. Ah, see how changed he is! Alas, my

brother!

Pride of my father’s house, is this thy end?
Enter Elburga, Nobles, &c.

Elb. Let me approach unto myroyal Lord.
Good Ethelbert, thou long hast known thy king,
Look’d he e’er thus before. (/oeking on Ethw.)

Eth. No, royal dame; and yet ‘tis but a faint;
See, he revives again. |

Ethw. (opening his eyes.) Who are about me,

now?
Eth, The queen andnobles.
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Sel, And Selred, too, is here, my dearest

Ethwald!
Ethw. (holding out his hand to Sel.)

Ay, noble brother, thou wert ever kind.
Fuintness returns again; stand round, myfriends,
And hear my dying words. It is my will
That Ethelbert shall, after my decease,
Withthe concurrence of the nation’s council,
The kingdom settle asmay best appear

To his experienced wisdam,and retain,
Until that settlement, the kingly power.
Faintness returns again; I say no more.
Art thou displeas’d, my Selred ?

Sel. (kneeling and kissing his hand.)

No brother, let your dying will bereave me
Ev’n of my father’s lands, and with my sword
I will maintainit.

Ethw. Thou art a gen’rous brother; fare thee

well!

Elb. What, is the queen, indeed, so poor a
thing

In Mercia’s state, that she o’er-passed is,

Unhonour’d and unmention’d?
Ethw: (to Elb. waving his handfaintly.)

Be at peace!

Thou shalt have all things that becomethy state.
(Zo Attendants.) Lower my head, I pray you.
' First Ofi. Hefaints again.

Sec. Off. He will not hold it long:
The kingdom will be torn with dire contentions,
And the Northumbriansoon will raise his head,
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Ethww. (raising himself eagerly with great ve-
hemente.}

Northumberland! Oh I did purpose soon,
Withthrice five thousand of my chosen men,
To’ve compass’d his proud towers. -
Death, death! thou art at hand, and all is ended ‘

(groans andfalls back upon the couch.
First Off. This is a faint from which I fear,

brave Thanes,

He will awake no more.
Sec. Off. Say’st thou? Go nearer and observe

the face.
First Off. Uf that mine eyes did ever death be-

hold, |

This is a dead man’s visage. !
See. Off. Let us retire. My good Jord Ethel-

bert,

You shall not find me backward in yourservice.
First. Off. Nor me.
Omnes. Nor any of us.
Eth. I thank you, Thanes! "Tis fit you should

retire ;

But Selred and myself, and, of your number,

Two chosen by yourselves will watch the body.
(to Dwina, who supports Elburga and seems

soothing her.)
Ay, gentle Dwina, sooth vourroyal mistress,
And lead her hence. (after looking steadfastly on the

body.)
Think ye, indeed, that death hath dealt his blow?
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fusi Off. Ah yes, my Lord! that countenance
is death.

(Selred kuee/s by the body and hides his head.)
Eth, Then peace be to his spirit!

A brave and daring soul is gonetorest.
‘Thus powerful death th’ ambitious manarrests,
In midst ofall his great and towering hopes,
With heart high swoln; as the omnipotent frost
Seizes the rough enchafed northern sea,
Andall its mighty billows, heav’d aloft,
Boldly commixing with the clouds of heaven,
Are fix’d to rage no more.

(The Curtain drops.)
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ETHWALD.

 

ACT I.

SCENE I. 4 gloomy apartment in an old Saxon

castle, with small grated windows very high from
the ground. Edward is discovered, sitting by a

table, and tracingfigures with chalk upon it, which
hefrequently rubs out again; at last, throwing away

the chalk, he fixes his eyes upon the ground, and

continuesfor sometime in a melancholy musing posture.
Enters to him the Keeper, carrying something in his
hand.

EDWARD.

HATbrings thee now? it surely cannot be
The time of food: my prison hours are wont

To fly more heavily.
Keep. It is not food: I bring wherewith, my

Lord,
To stop a rent in these old walls, that oft
Hath griev’d me, when I’ve thought of you

o’nights;
Thro’it the cold wind visits you.

Vot.II. R
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Ed. Andletit enter! it shall not be stopp’d.
Whovisits me besides the winds of heaven?
Who mourns with me but the sad-sighing wind?
Whobringeth to mine ear the mimick’d tones
Of voices once belov’d and sounds long past
Butthe light-wing’d and many voiced wind ?
Whofansthe prisoner’s lean andfever’d cheek
Ass kindly as the monarch’s wreathed brows
But the free piteous wind ?
I will not have it stopp’d.

Keep. My Lord, the winter now creeps on
apace:

Hoar frost this morning, on our sheiter’d fields
Lay thick, and glanced to the up-risen sun,

Whichscarce had power to melt it.
Ed. Gianced to th’ up-risen sun! Ay, suchfair

morns, -

Whenev’ry bash doth putits giory on,
Like to a gemmed bride! your rustics, now,
And early hinds, wili set their cloutedfeet
Thro’ silver webs, so bright and finely wrought
Asroyal dames ne'er fashion’d, yet plod on
Their careless way, unheeding.
Alas, how many glorious things there be
To look upon! Wear notthe forests, now,

Their latest coat of richly varied dyes?
Keep. Yes, good my Lord, the cold chill year

advances,

Therefore, — pray you, let me close that wall.
Ed. { tell thee no, man; it the north air bites,

Benz me a cloak.—Whereis thy dog to day?

5
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Keep. Indeed I wonder that he came not with

me
Ashe is wont.

Ed. Bring him, I pray thee, when thou com’st

again.
Hewags his tail and looks up to my face
Withthe assured kindliness of one
Whohas not injur’d me. Howgoes yoursport?

Keep. Nobly, my Lord; and muchit pleases me
To see your mind again so sooth’d and calm.

Ed. I thank thee: know’st thou not that man

is form’d
For varied states ; to top the throne of power,
Orin a toad’s hole squat, shut from thelight ?
Hecan bear all things; yet, if thou hast grace,
Lead mefor once into the open air
To see the woods, andfields, and country round

In the fair light of heaven.
Keep. I must not do it; I am sworn to this;

But all indulgence, suited to this state
Of close confinement, gladly will I grant.

Ed. A faithiul servant to a wicked lord,

Whoe’er he be, art thou. Is Oswal dead?

Or does some powerful Thane his power usurp?
(a pause.)

Thou wilt not answer me. (a horn heard without.)

Keep. Ha! who is at the gate that sounds so
boldly ?

Pll mount this tower and see. (Exit hastily, and
Edward takes his seat again as before.)

R 2
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Keep. (without calling downfrom the Tower.)
It is a company of armed men,
Bearing a royal ensign.

Ed. (startingfrom his seat.) Thenlet merise and
brace my spirits up!

They bring me death or freedom !
Re-enter Keeperfrom the Tower.

(eagerly to him.) What think’st thou of it?
Keep. I'll to the gate and meet them instantly.

(Exit, crossing over the stage hastily.)
Ed. (alone.) An it be death they'll do it

speedily,
And there’s the end of all. Ah liberty!
Anit be thou, enlarger of man’s self!—

My heart doth strangely beat as tho’ it were.
I hear their steps already: they come quickly:
Ah! how step they who joyfultidings bear!

Keep. (calling without to Edw. before they enter.)
MyLord, my Lord! you’re a free man again !

Ed. Am I? great God of heaven how good
thou art !
Enter Two Thanes conducted by the Keeper.

Ed. (accosting them.) Brave men, ye come upon

a blessed errand,

And let me bless you.
First Th. With joy unto ourselves we bring, my

Lord,

Yourfull enlargement from the highest power
That Mercia now obeys.

Ed. Not from king Oswal?
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Sec. Ti. No, most noble Eihling;

From the sore Yegent Ciseibert we cic.

Ed. M:ne uncle, then, is dead.

Sec. Th. E’en so, my Lord.
Ed. Ah! good and gentle, and to me most

kind! (weeps, hiding hisface.)
Died he peacefully ? |

First Th. He is at peace.
Ed. Ye are reserv’d with me.

But ye are wise, perhaps; time will declare it.
Give me your hands; +e are my loving friends.
And you, good guardian ofthis castle, too,
You have not been to me a surly keeper.

(taking the Thanes warinly by the hand, and
| afterwards the Keeper.)

(A second horn sounds without very loud.)
First Th. Ha! at our heels another messenger

So quickly sent. _ (Exit Keep.
Sec. Th. What may this mean?

Ed. Nay, wait not for him here.

Let us go forth from these inclosing walls,
And meet him in the light and open cay.

First Th. "Tis one, I hope, sent to confirm our

errand,

How came he on so quickly?
Ed. Thou hopest, Thane? Oh! then thou

doubtest too. (pauses and looks earnestly in their
faces.)

Enter Ongar, conducted by the Keeyer.
First Th, (to Ongar.) Thine errand?

R 3
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Ongar. That thou shalt know, and the authority

Which warrants it. You here are come, grave

Thanes,

Upon the word of-a scarce-named regent,
To set this pris’ner free; but I am come
Withthe sign’d will of Ethwald to forbid it, |
And here I do retain him. (laying hold of Edw.)

First Th. Loose thy unhallow’d grasp, thou base
deceiver!

Norface us out with a most wickedtale.
Weleft the king at his extremity,
Andlong ere this he must have breath’d hislast.

Ougar. Art thou in league with death to know
so well

When heperforce must come to sick men’s beds?
King Ethwald lives, and will live longer too

Than traitors wish for. Look uponthese orders:
Knowest thou not his sign? (shewing his warrant.)
(Both Thanes after reading it.) "Tis wonderful!

Ongar. Is it so wonderful
A wounded man,fainting with loss of blood
And rack’d with pain, should seem so near his ends

And yet recover?
Sec. Th. Ethwald then lives?
Ongar. Ay, and long live the king!

Ed. What wordsare these?
I am as one who, in a misty dream,
Listens to things wild and fantastical,
Which no congruity nor kindred bear
To preconceiv’d impressions.
King Ethwald, said ye? and is Ethwald king ?
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First Th. He did succeed your uncle.
Ed. And by his orders am I here detain’d?
First Th. Even so, my Lord.
Ed. It cannot be. (turning to Sec. Th.) Sayest

thou so, good Thane?
Sec. Th. 1 do believe it.
Ed. Nay, nay; ye are deceiv’d. (turning to On-

Whatsayest thou? | gar.)
Was I by Ethwald’s orders here imprison’d?

Ongar. Yes, yes: who else had powerorwill to
do it?

Ed. (holding his clasp’d hands.) Then hope,fare-
wel ! |

Mygleam is dark; my restis in the dust!

O that an enemy had donethis wrong!
But Ethwald, thou who to my heart wert press’d
Asdearest brother never was by him
Whoshar’d his mother’s breast! —Thou in whose

fame
I gloried—I who spoke not of my own!—
When shouting crowds proclaim’d thy honour’d

name,
I ever join’d with an ungrudging heart:
Yea, such true kindred feeling bore I to him,

F’en at his praise ] wept. (bursting into tears.)
J pray you, sirs! this hath o’ercome me.

Ongar. (to Thanes.) Why do you tarry here?
You’ye seen my warrant.

Depart with me andleave the prisoner,

R 4
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first Th. What, shail we leave him in thispite-
Ous state, .

Lone and uncomforted
Ongar. It must be so; there is no timeto lose.

Come, follow me; my menare at the gate.
(Astheyare all about to depart, Edward, start-

ing furiously forward to the door, flies upon
Ongar, and seizes hii by the throat.)

Ed. What! leave me here, fiend! Am I not a

man, |
Created free to breathe the circling air
And range the boundless earth’as thy base self,
Or thy more treach’rous lord? thou tyrant’s slave!

(As he struggles with him, Ongar calls loudly,

and immediately the apartment is filled with
‘armed men, who separate them.)

Ongar. (to his Followers.) Remove that madman
to the inner chamber.

Keeper, attend your duty. (to the Thanes.) Fol-
low me. (Exeunt Ongar and Thanes, &c.)

Keep. (to Edw. as some remaining armed men are
leading him off by the opposite side.)

Alas ! alas! my Lord, to see you thus,
In closer bondage! Pray! good soldiers, pray!
Let him in this apartmentstil] remain:

He'll be secure; Pil pledge my life——
Ed. No, no! ~

Let them enchain nie in a pitchy gulph!
*Twere better than this dén of weariness,

Which mysoul loathes. What care I nowfor ease?
(Exeunt Ed, led off by the men.)

 



A TRAGEDY. 249

SCENE IIL. Ax apartment in the royal castle. En-
ter Ethelbert meetig with Selred, who enters at
the same timefrom a doorat the bottom of the stage.

Eth. How did’st thou leave the king?
Sel. Recov’ting strength with ev’ry passing hour.

His spirits too, that were so weak and gjoomy,
From frequent fainting and the loss of blood,
Now buoyant rise, and much assist the cure

Whichall regard as wonderful.
Eth. It has deceiv’d us, yet ’'ve heard of such.
Se?. Thou lookest sadly on it: how is this?

With little cost of thought I could explain
In any man but thee that cloudy brow;
But well I know thou didst not prize the power
With which thou wert invested.

Eth. Selred, this hasty gloom will prove too
short

To work in Ethwald’s mind the change we look'd
for.

And yet he promis’d well.

Sel. Ay, and will well perform ; mistrust him
not.

I must confess, nature has form’d his mind
‘Too restless and aspiring ; and of late,
Having such mighty objects in his grasp,
He has too reckiess been of others’ rights.
But, now thatallis gain’d, distrust him not:

He'll prove a noble king; a good onetoo.
&th. Thou art his brother.
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Se?. And thou his friend.
Eth, I stand ,reprov’d before thee.

A friend, indeed, should gentler thoughts maintain,
And so [ will endeavour.

Se?. Give me;thy valiant hand; full well I know
The heart whichit pertains to.

Eth. \ hear him, now, within his chamberstir.

Se/. Thou'lt moye him best alone. God speed
thy zeal! |

Pll stand by thee the while and markhiseye.
(th. remains on thefront of the stage whilst

Kithwald enters behind him from the doorat
the bottom of the stage, leaning upon anat-

tendant.) |
Ethw. (to Sel. as he goes up to Eth.)

Tow, Ethelbert, our friend, so deep in thought?
(To the Attendant.) Leave me awhile, methinks a

brother’s arm
Will be a kindlier staff. (#xit Attendant, and he

leans upon Sel.)
How, Ethelbert, my friend!

What vision from the nether world of sprites
Nowrises to thine eyes, thus on the ground
So fix’d and sternly bent?

Eth. Pardon, my Lord! my mind should now
be turn’d

To cheerful thoughts, seeing you thusrestor’d.
How fares it with you?

Ethw. E’en as with one, on a rude mountain's

side,

Suddenly in the seeming gloom inclosed
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Ofdrizly night, who thro’ the wearing mist
Sees the veil’d sun break forth in heaven’s wide

arch,

Andshewingstill a lengthen’d day before him.
As with a trav’ller in a gloomy path,
Whose close o’er-shaded end did scare his fancy
With forms of hiddenill, who, wending on
Withfearful steps, before his eyes beholds
}’ th’ sudden burst a fair and wide expanse
Of open country, rich in promis’d good.
As one o’erwheimed in the battles’ shock,

Who,all oppress’d and number’d withtheslain,
Smother’d and lost, with sudden impulse strength-~

en’d,

Shakes the foul load of dead men from his back,

And finds himself again standingerect,
Unmaim’d and vigorous. As one who stood—

But it may tire thee, with such ample scope
To tell how it fares with me.

Eth. You truly are from a dark gloom restor’d
To cheerful day ; and, if the passing shade

Has well impress’d your mind,there lies before you
A prospect fair indeed. Ay, fairer far
Than that the gloom obscured,

Ethw. How sayest thou?
Eth. Did not that seeming cloud of death ob-

scute
To your keen forecast eye tumultuous scenes
Ofwar,andstrife, and conquest yet to come,
Bought with your people’s blood? but now, my

Ethwald,
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To your taught mind, now rich in goodresolves,
There is stretch’d forth, in future prospectfair,
Scenes that a God mightplease.

Ethw. How so, good Ethelbert ?

,, Eth. Anddost thou not perceive? O see before
thee -

Thy native land, free’d from theills of war
And hard oppressive power, a land of peace!
Where yellow fields unspoil’d, and pastures green,
Mottled with herds and flocks, who crop secure
Their native herbage, nor have ever known
A stranger’s stall, smile gladly.

See, thro’ its tufted alleys to heaven’s roof
The curling smoke of quiet dwellingsrise;

Whose humble masters, with fsipotien spear
Hung on the webbed wall, and cheerful face
In harvest fields embrown’d, do gaily talk
Over their ev’ning meal, and bless king Ethwald,

The valiant yet the peaceful, whose wise rule,
Firm andrever’d, has brought them better days
‘Than e’er their fathers knew.

Ethw. A scene, indeed,fair and desirable,

But ah how muchconfin’d! Were it not work
A God befitting, with exerted strength,
By one greateffort to enlarge its bounds,
And spread the blessing wide ?

Eth. (starting backfrom him.)
Ha! there it is! that serpent bites theestill!

O spurnit, strangle it! let it rise no more!

7
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Sel. (laying his hand affectionately onEthwald’s
breast.)

Mydearest brother, do not let such thoughts

Again possess your mind !
Ethw. Goto! goto! (to Sel.) But, Ethelbert,

thou’rt mad. (turning angrily to Ith.)
Eth. Not mad, my royal friend, but something

eriev'd
To see your restless mind still bent on that
Which will to you noreal glory bring,
Andto your hapless people many woes.

Ethw. Thou greatly errest from my meaning,
friend.

As truly as thyself I do regard
Mypeople’s weal, and will employ the power

Heaven trusts me with, for that important end.
But were it not ignoble to confine
In narrow bounds the blessed power of blessing,
Lest, for a little space, the face of war
Should frown upon us? He who will not give

Someportion of his ease, his blood, his wealth,

For other’s good,is a poor frozen churl.
Eth. Then be again a simple warriour,

Andthine own ease, and blood, and treasure give:

But whilst thou art a king, and would’st bestow
On people not thine own, the blessed gift
Of gentle rule, earn’d by the public force
Of thine own subjects, thou dost give away
That o’er the which thou hast no right. Frown not:
I will assert it, crown’d and royal I.ord,

Tho’ to yourears full rude the sound maybe.
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Ethw. Chaf’d Thane, be.more restrain’d. Thou
knowest well,

That, as a warlike chieftain, never yet

The meanest of my soldiers grasp’d his spear
To follow me constrain’d, and as a king.
Think’st thou Pll be less noble?

Sel. Indeed, good Ethelbert, thou art too warm:

Thou dealest hardly with him.
Eth. I know,tho’ peace dilates the heart of man,

And makes his stores increase, his count’nance

smile,

Heis by nature form’d,like savage beasts,
To take delight in war.
Tis a strong passion in his bosom lodged,
For ends most wise, curb’d and restrain’d to be:

And they whofor their own designs do take

Advantage of his nature, act, in truth,

Like cruel hinds whospirit the poor cock
To rend andtearhis fellow.
O thou! whom so often in my arms,
A bold and gen’rous boy have fondly press’d,
And now doproudly call my sov’reignlord,
Be not a cruel master! O be gentle!
Spare Mercian blood! Goodness and power do

make

Most meet companions. The great Lord ofall,

Before whose awful presence, short-whilesince,
Thou did’st expect to stand, almighty 1s,

Also most merciful:
Andthe bless’d Being he to earth did send
To teach our soften’d hearts to call him Father,
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Most meekly did confine his heavenly power
Unto the task assign’d him. Think of this.

O! dost thou listen to me?
Ethw. (moved and softened.)

Yes, good Ethelbert.

Be thou more calm: wewill consider ofit.
Weshould desire our people’s good, and peace
Makes them to flourish. We confess all this;

But circumstance oft takes away the power

Of acting on it. Still our Western neighbours
Ate turbulent and bold; and,for the time,

Tho’ somewhat humbled, they mayrise again
And force us to the field.

Sel. No,fear it not! they are inclin’d to peace.
‘Tidings I’ve learnt, sent by a trusty messenger,

Who from Caernarvon is with wond’rous speed
But just arriv’d, that their brave prince is dead
A sudden death has snatch’d him in his prime;
And a weak infant, under tutorage
Ofthree contending chiefs of little weight,
Now rules the state, whom, thou miay’st well per-

ceive,
Can give thee no disturbance.

Ethw. (eagerly, with his eyes lightening up, and
his whole frame agitated.)

A trusty messenger has told thee this?
O send him to me quickly! still fair fortune
Offers her favours freely. Send him quickly!
Ere yet aware of my returning health,
Five thousand men might without risk be led
E’en to their castle walls.
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Eth. What, mean’st thou this?

Uprous’d again unto this dev’lish pitch?
Oh,it is horrid!

Ethw. (in great heat.) Be restrained, Thane.
Eth. Bs thou restrained, king. See how thou

art,
Thus feebly tott’ring-oa those wasted limbs!
And would’st thou spoil the weak? (observing

Ethw. who staggersfrom being agitated be-
voud his strength.)

Ethw. ¢pushing awdy Selred who supports him.)
I do not want thine aid: I’mwell and vig’rous:
Myheart beats strongly and my blood is warm;
Tho’ there are those who spy my weakness out

To shackle me withal. Ho, thou without!

Enter his Attendant, and Ethw. taking hold

of him walks across the stage; then turning

about to Sl. end Eth.
Brother, send quickly for your trusty messenger;
And so good day. Good morning, Thane of Sex-

ford. (looking sternly to Ethelbert.)
Et, Good morning, Mercia’s king.

(Exeunt by opposite sides, frowningly.)

SCENE Il. A grand apartment with a chair of
state.. Enter Ficxulf aud Alwy, engaged in close
CONESQLION.

Alwy. (coiitiniig to speak.) Distrust it not:
‘Thevery honours and high exaltation
Of Behelbert, that did your zealous ire
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So much provoke, are now the very tools

With which we’ll work his ruin.
Hex. But still proceed with caution; gain the

queen;
For she, from ev’ry hue ef circumstance,

Must be his enemy.
Alwy. I have done that already.

By counterfeiting Ethwald’s signature
Whilst in that still and deathlike state helay,
To hinder Ethelbert’s rash treach’rous haste
From setting Edward free, I have done that
For which, tho’ Ethwald thanks me, I must needs

On bended knee, for courtly pardon sue.
The queen I have address’d with humble suit
Mycause to plead with her great Lord, and she

Will for the very pride of granting me
Her most magnificent and high protection
Be of our party, e’en if on her mind
No other motive press’d.

Hex. 1 doubt it not, and yet I fear herspirit,
Proud andaspiring, will desire torule
More than befits our purpose.

Alwy. Fear it not.
It is the shew and worship of highstate
That she delights in more than real power:
She has more joy in stretching forth her hand
Andsaying, “ I command,”than, in good truth,

Seeing her will obey’d.
Eater Queen with Dwinaand Attendants.

Hex. Saint Alban bless you, high and royal dame!
Weare nothere, in an intruding spirit, —
Before your royal presence.
Vor. IL. 2
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Qu. I thank you, good lord bishop, with your
friend,

And nothing doubt of your respect and duty.
Alwy. Thanks, gracious queen! This good and

holy man
Thus far supports me in your royal favour,
Whichis the only rock that I would cling to,
Willing to give me friendly countenance.

Qu. You have done well, good Alwy,and have
need

Of thanks more than of pardon; nevertheless,

If any troublelight on thee forthis,
4 foyal hand shall be stretch’d forth to save you,
Whom none in Mercia, whosoe’er they be,

Will venture to oppose.. I will protect thee,
And have already muchinclin’d the king
To favourthee.

Alwy. (kneeling and kissing her hand.)

Receive my humble thanks, most honour’d queen!
Myconsciencetells me I have merited,
Ofyou and of the king, no stern rebuke;
But that dark cunning Thane has many wiles
‘['o warp men’s minds e’en from their proper good
He has attempted, or report speaksfalsely,

To lure king Ethwald to resign his crown.
What may he not attempt! it makes me shrink!
Hetrusts his treasons to no mortal men:

fiends meet him in his hall at dead of night,

Andare his counsellers.
Queen. (holding up her hands.)

Protect us, heaven!
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Hex. Saint Alban wijl protect you, gracious
queen.

Trust me, his love for pious Oswal’s daughter
Will guard you in the hour of danger. Hark!
The king approaches. (flourish of trumpets.)

Qu. Yes, at this hour he will receive in state
The bold address of those seditious Thanes;

Clam’ring for peace, when fair occasion smiles,
And beckons him to arm andfollow her.

Hex. We know it well; ofwhom Thane Ethelbert,
In secret is the chief, although young Heveulf
{s by him tutor’d in the spokesman’s office.
iter Ethwald, attended by manyThanes and Officers

of the Court, Se.
Qu. (presenting Alwy to Ethw.) My Lord, a
humble culprit at your feet,

Supported by myfavour, craves forgiveness.
(Alwy kneels, and Ethw. raises him graciously.)

Ethw, I grant his suit, supported by the favour
Of that warm sense I wear within my breast
Ofhis well meaning zeal. (looking contemptucusly at

the Queen, who turns haughtily away.)
But wherefore Alwy
Didst thou not boldly come to meatfirst
Andtell thy fault? Might not thy former services
Out-balance well a greater crime than this?

Alwy. I so, indeed, had done, but a shrewd

‘Thane,
Ofmind revengeful and most penetrating,
"Teaches us caution in whate’er regards
His dealings with the state. I fear the man.

$ 2

 



260 ETHWALD.

Ethw. And wherefore dost thou fear him?

Alwy. (mysteriously.) He has a~cloudy brow, 4
stubborn gait ;

His dark soul is shut up from mortal man,
And deeply broods uponits own conceits
Ofright and wrong.

Hex. He has a soul black with foul atheism
And heresies abominable. Nay,
He has a tongue of such persuasiveart
That all men listen to him.

Qu. (eagerly.) More than men:

Dark spirits meet him at the midnight hour,
“And horrid converse hold.

Ethw. No more, J pray you! Ethelbert I know.

Qu. Indeed, indeed, my Lord, you know him
not!

Ethw. Be silent, wife. (turning to Hex. and Al.)
Mytried and faithful Alwy,
And pious Hexulf, in my private closet
Wefurther will discourse on things of moment,
At more converiient time.
The leagued Thanes advance. Retire, Elburga:
Thou hast my leave.” I give thee no command
To join thy presence to this stern solemnity.
Soft female grace adornsthe festive hall,
Andsheds a brighter lustre on high days
Of pageant state; but in an hourlikethis,
Destin’d for gravest audience, ’tis unmeet.

Qu. What, 1s the queen an empty bauble, then,
To gild thy state withal?  
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Ethw. The queens of Mercia, first of Mercian
dames,

Still fair example give of meek obedience
To their good Lords. Thisis their privilege.

(seeing that she delays to go.)
It is my will. A good day to your highness.

Qu. (aside as she goes of.) Be silent wife! This
Mollo’s son doth say

Unto the royal offspring of a king. (Exit Queen,
frowning angrily, and followed by Dwina
and Attendants.)

(The Thanes, &c. who entered with Ethwald,
and during his conversation with Alwy, &c.
had retired to the bottom of the stage, now
comeforward.)

Ethw. Nowwait we for those grave and sluggish
chiefs,

Who would this kingdom, fam’d for warlike
Thanes,

Change into mere provision-land to feed
A dull unwarlikerace.

Alwy. Ay, and ourcastles,
Whoselofty walls are darken’d with thespoils
Ofglorious war, to barns and pinning folds,
Where our braye hands, jnstead of sword and

spear,
The pruning knife and shepherds staff must grasp,

Hex. True; sinking you, in such base toils
unskill’d,

Beneath the wiser carl. This is their wish,

5 3
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But heaven and our good saint will bring to
nought

Their wicked machinations.
Enter an Officer of the Castle.

Off. Th’ assembled Thane:, my Lord, attend
without.

Ethw. Well, let them enter. (Exit Off.
Ourstoo! beneath us will not shake, I trust,

Being so fenced round. (tcking his seat, and
bowing courteously with a smiling countenance
to the Chiefs, &c. wha range themselves

near him.)
Enter several Thanes ith Hereulf at their head,

and presently after followed by Ethelbert.

Her. (stretchingout his hand with respectful dignity.)

Our kinganJ sire, in true and humble duty

Wecomebefore you,earnestly intreating
Your royal ear to our united voice.

Ethw. Mineear is ever open to the voice

Offaithful duty.
Her. We aze all men who, in th’ embattled field,

Have byyourside the front of danger braved,

With greater iack of prudence than of daring ;
And have epposed our rough and scarred breasts
To the feil push of war, with liberality
Notyielding to the bravest of your Thanes,

The scrs of warlike sires. But we are men
Who,in our eheerful halls, have also been
Lords of the daily feast; where, round our boards,
The hoary headed warriour, from thetoil
Of arms reicas’d, with the cheer’d stranger smiled:
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Whoin the humic dwellings ofour hinds,

Have seen a numerous and hardyrace,
Eating the bread or labour cheerfully,

Dealt to them with no hard nor churlish hand.

We,therefore, stand with graceful boldness forth,

The advocates ef those who wish for peace.
Worn wiih our rude and long continued wars,

Our native land now wears the alter’d face
Of an uncultur’d wild. To her fair fields, |
Withweedsandthriftless docks now shagged o’er,
The aged grandsire, bent and past his toil,
Whoin the sunny nook had plac’d his seat

And thought to toil no more, leads joyless forth
His widow’d daughters and their orphantrain,

The master of a silent cheerless band.
The half-grownstripling, urged before his time
To manhood’s labour, steps, with feeble limbs

Andsallow cheek, round his unrooted cot.

The mother on her last remaining son

With fearful bodings looks. The cheerful sound

Of whistling ploughmen, and the reaper’s song,
And theflails lusty strcke is heard no more.
The youth and manhood ofour land are laid
In the cold earth, and shall we think of war?

O valiant Ethwald! listen to the calls
Of gentle pity, in the brave most graceful,

Nor, for the lust of more extended sway,

Shed the last blood of Mercia, Waris honourable

In those who dotheir native rights maintain;
In those whose swords an ironbarrier are

{-iween the lawless spoiler and the weak ;

s 4
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Butis in those who draw th’offensive blade
For added poweror gain, sordid and despicable
As meanestoffice of the worldly churl.

Ethw. Chiefs and assembled Thanes, I much
commend

The love you bear unto ygur native land.
Shame to the son nurs’d on her gen’rous breast
Wholoves her not! and be assur’d thatI,
Herreared child, her soldier and her king,
{In true and warm affection yield to none
Ofall who have uponherturfy lap
Gambol’din infant sport. To you her weal
In gain and pleasure; glory ’tis to me.
Her misery to you is loss and sorrow;
To me disgrace and shame. Ofthisbesatisfied ;
I feel her sacred claims, which these high ensigns
Have fastened on me, and I will fulfil them :
But for the course and mannerof performance,

Be that unto the royal wisdom left,
Strengthen’d by those appointed bythe state
To aid and counsel it. Ye have ourleave,
With all respect and favourto retire.

Her. We will retire, king Ethwald, as becomes
Free independent Thanes, who do of right
Approach or quit at will the royal presence,
And lacking no permission.

Alwy. What, all so valiant in this princely
hall,

Ye who would shrink from thefair field of wary
Where soldiers should be bold?
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Her. (laying his hand on his sword.)
Thoulyest, mean boastful hireling of ‘thy Lord,

And shal! be punish’d forit.
First Th. (of Ethwald’s side.)

Anddar’st thou threaten, mouth of bold sedition?
Wewill maintain his words. (Draws his sword

and all the Thanes on the King’s side do
the same. Hereulf and the Thanes of his
side also draw their swords.)

First Th. (of Hereulf’s side.)

Comeon,base trokers of your country’s blood.
First Th. (of Ethwald’s side.)

Haveat ye, rebel cowards!
Ethw. (risingfrom his seat and standing between

the two parties in a commanding posture.)|
I do command you: peace andsilence, chiefs!
He who with word or threat’ning gesture dares
The presence of his king again outrage,
I put without the covert of the law,
And on the instant punish. (they all put up their

swords, and Ethwald after looking round
himfor some moments with commanding stern-
ness, walks off majestically, followed by his

Thanes.)

Ethelbert. (casting up his eyes to heaven as he turns
to follow Hereulf aad his party.)

Ah Mercia, Mercia! on the fields of war
Bleed thy remaining sons, and carrion birds
¥eaz the cold limbs that should have turn’d thy

soil. (Exeunt the two different parties by
opposite sides.)

END OF THE FIRST ACT.
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ACT IL

SCENE IL. A small cavern, in which is discovered

a Wizard, sitting by a fire of embers, baking his

scanty meal of parched corn, and counting ot some
mongyfrom a bag; a book and other things belonging

to his art are strewed near him on the ground.

Wiz. (alone.) Thankstothe restless soul of Mol-
lo’s son!

Weli thrives my trade. Here, the last hoarded
coin

Of the spare widow,trembling for the fate
Of her remaining son, and the gay jewel

Offearful maid, whosteals by iall of eve,
With muffled face, to learn her warriour’s doom,

Lie in strange fellowship; so doth misfortune
Make strange acquaintance meet.

Exter a Scout.
Brother, thou com’st in haste; what news, I pray?

Scout. Put up thy book, and bag, and wizard’s
wand,

This is no time for witchery and wiles.
Thy cave, I trow, will soon befill’d with those,

Whoare by present ills too roughly shent
To look thro’ vision’d spells on those to come.

7
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di iz. What thou would’st tell me, tell me in

p!ain words.

Scout. Well, plainly then, Ethwald, who thought
full surely

The British, in their weak divided state,

To the first onset of his arms wouldyield
Theirill defended towers, has found them strength-

en’d
With aid from Wessex, and unwillingly
Led back with cautious skill the Mercian troops ;
Meaning to tempt the foe, as it is thought,
To follow him into our open plains,

Where they must needs with least advantage fight.
Wiz. Whotold thee this?

Scout. Mine eyes have seen them. Scarcely three
miles off,

The armies, at this moment, are engaged

In bloody battle. On my way I met

A crowd of helpless women, from their homes
Whofly with terror, each upon her back

Bearing some helpless babe or valued piece
Of household goods, snatch’d up in haste. I hear
‘Their crowding steps e’en now within your cave:
They follow close behind.

(Enter a crowd of Women, young and old; some lead-
ing children and carrying infants on their backs or
in their arms, others carrying bundles aid pieces of
hoisehold stuff.) |
Wiz. Who are ye, wretched: women,

Vic, all so pale and haggard, bear along
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‘Those helpless infants, and those seeming wrecks,
From desolation saved? What do you want?

First Wom. Nought but the friendly shelter of
your cave,

For now or house, or home,or blazing hearth,

Good Wizard, we have none.

Wiz. And are the armies then so near your
dwellings?

First Wom. Ay, round them, in them the loud
battle clangs.

Within our very walls ferce spearmen push,
And weapon’d warriours cross their clashing blades,

Sec. Wom. Ay, woe is me! our warm and cheer-
ful hearths,

And rushed floors whereon our children play’d,

Are now the bloodylair of dying men.
Old Wom. Ah woe is me! those yellow thatched

roofs,

Which I have scen these sixty years and ten,

Smoking so sweetly ’midst our tufted thorns,
And theturf’d graves wherein ourfathers sleep!

Yourg Wom. Ah woe is me! my little helpless
babes!

Now must some mossy rock or shading tree
Be your cold home, and the wild haws your food.
Nocheeriul blazing fire and seething pot
Shall now, returning from his daily toil,
Your father cheer; if that, if that indeed
Ye havea fatherstill. (bursting into tears.)

Third Wom. Alack, alack! of all my goodly stuff
I’ve saved but only this! my winter’s webs
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Andall the stores that I so dearly saved!

I thought to have them to my dying day!
Enter a Young Man /eading in an Ideot.

Young Wom. (running up to him.)
Ah, my dear Swithick! art thou safe indeed?
Whydidst thou leave me?

Young Man. To save our ideot brother, see’st thou
here?

I could not leave him in that pityless broil.
Young Wom. Well hast thou done! poorhelpless

Balderkin!
We've fed thee long, unweeting of ourcare,
Andin our little dwellingstill thou’st held
The warmest nook; and, wheresoe’er we be,

So shalt thou still, albeit thou know’st it not.

Enter Man carrying an Old Man on his back.
Young Man. And see here, too, our neighbour

Edwin comes,

Bearing his bed-rid father on his back.
Come in, good man. Howdost thou, aged neigh-

bour?

Cheer up again! thou shalt be shelter’d still;
The Wizard has receiv’d us.

Wiz. True, good folks;
I wish my means were better for your sakes.
But we are crowded here; that winding passage
Leads us into an inner cave full wide,

Where we maytake our rooin andfrecly breathe;
Comelet us enter there.

(Exeunt, all following the Wizard inte the
inner cave.)
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SCENE II. Afield of battle strewed with slain,
and some people seen upon the back ground searching
amongst the dead bodies. Enter Hereulfand Ethel-
bert.

Her. (stopping short and holding up his hands.)

Good mercy! see at what a bloody price
Ethwald this doubtful victory has purchased,
That in the lofty height to which he climbs
Will be a slight step of but small advantage.

Eth. (not attendingto him, and after gazingfor some
time on the field.)

So thus ye lie, who, with the morning sun,

Rose cheerily, and girt your armour on
Withall the vigour, and capacity,
And comeliness of strong and youthful men.
¥e also, tuken in your manhood’s wane,
With grizzled pates, from mates, whose wither’d

hands
For some good thirty years had smooth’d your

couch:
Alas! and ye whose fair and early growth
Did give you the similitude of men
Ere your fond mothers ceas’d to tend youstill,
As nurselings of their care, ye lie together!

Alas, alas! and many nowthere be,
Smiling and crowing on their mother’s breast,

Twining, with all their little infant ways,
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Around her hopeful heart, whoshall,likethese,

Be laid 7’ the dust.
Her. Ay, so it needs must be, since Mollo’s son

Thinks Mercia all too strait for his proud sway.
But here come those who search amongst the dead
For their lost friends ; retire, and Jet us mark them.

(they withdraw to one side.)
Enter Two Cairls, meeting a Third, who enter.

by the opposite side.
First Cairl.. (to Third.) Thou hast been o’er the

field ?

Third Cairl. 1 have, good friend.
Sec. Cairl. Thou’ t seena rueful sight.
Third Cairl. Yes, 1 have seen that which no other

sight

Can from my fancy wear. Oh! there be some
Whose writhed features, fix’d in all the strength
Of grappling agony, do stare upon you,
With their dead eyes half open’d———_*# #"
And there be some, stuck thro’ with bristling darts,
Whose clenched hands have torn the pebbles up;

Whose gnashing teeth have ground the very sand.
Nay, some I’ve seen among those bloody heaps,
Defaced and’reft e’en of the form of men,

Whoin convulsive motion yet retain
Someshreds of life more horrible than death:
Pye heard their groans, oh, oh !
(A voicefrom the ground.) Baldwick !

Third Cair]. What voiceis that? it comes from
some one near.
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First Cairl. See, yon stretch’d body moves its
bloody hand: |

Tt must be him.
(Voice again.) Baldwick!

Third Gairl. (going up to the body fromwhence the
votce came.)

Whoart thou, wretched man? I know thee not.
Voice. Ah, but thou dost! I have sat by thy

fire,

Andheard thy merry tales, and shar’d thy meal.
Third Cairl, Good holy saints! and art thou

Athelbald?
Woe! woe is me to see thee in such case!
Whatshall I dofor thee?

Voice. If thouhast any love of mercy in thee,
Turn me upon my face that I may die;
For lying thus, see’st thou this flooded gash?
The glutting blood so bolsters up my life
I cannot die.

Third Cairl. I will, good Athelbald. Alack the
day !

That I should do for thee so sad a service!

(turns thé soldier on hisface.)
Voice. 1 thank thee, friend, farewel! —(dies.)
Third Cairl. Farewel! farewel! a merry soul thou

wert,

Andsweet thy ploughman’s whistle in ourfields.
See. Cairl, (starting with horrour.) Good heaven

forefend! it moves!
First Cair?. What dost thou see?
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Sec. Cairl. Look on that bloody. corse,”$o srnear’d
and mangled,

That it has lost all form of what it was;
It moves! it moves! there is life init still.

First Cairl. Methought it spoke, but faint and
low the sound.

Third Cairl, Ha! didst thou hear a voice? we'll
go to it.

Who art thou? Oh! who art thou? (to a fallen
qvarriour, who makes signs to him to pullsome-
thingfrom his breast.)

Yes, from thy breast; I understand the sign.
(pulling out a band or ’kerchieffrom his breast.)

It is some maiden’s pledge.
Fallen Warriour. (making signs.) Upon mine arm,

I pray thee, on mine arm.

Third Cairl. V\l do it, but thy wounds are past
all binding.

Warriour. She who will search for me doth know
this sign.

Third Cairl. Alack, alack! he thinks of some
sad maid !

A rueful sight she’ll see! He moves again:
Heaven grant him peace! I’d give a goodly sum
To see thee dead, poor wretch!
(Enter a Womanwailing and wringing her hands.)
Sec. Cairl. Ha! who comes wailing here?
Third Cairl. Some wretched mother whohaslost

her son:
I met her searching ’midst the farther dead,
And heard her piteous moan,

Vou.Il. T
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Mother. 1 rear’d him likea little playful kid,
Andever by myside, where’er I went,

Heblithely trotted. Andfull soon,-I ween,
His little arms did strain their growing strength
To bear my burden. Ay, and long before
He had unto a stripiing’s height attain’d,
He ever would my widow’s cause maintain
With all the steady boldness of a man.
I was no widow then.

Sec. Cair!. Be comforted, good mother.
Mother. What say’st thou to me? know’st thou

where he lies? .

{f thou hast kindness in thee tell metruly ;
For dead orliving still he is mineall,
Andlet me have him.

Third Cairl. (aside to Second.) Lead her away,
good friend; I know her now.

Her boyis lying with the farther dead,
Likea fell’d sapling; lead her from thefield.

(Exeunt Mother and Sec. Cairl.)
First Cairl. But who comes now, with such dis-

tracted gait,
Tossing her snowy arms unto the wind,
And gazing wildly o’er each mangled corse?

(Enter a Young Woman searching distract-
edly amongst the dead.)

Young Wom. No, no! thou art not here! thou
art not here!

Yet if thou be like these I shall not know thee. :
Oh! if they have so gash’d thee o’er with wounds
And marr’d thy comely form! Ill not believe it.
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Until these very eyes have seen thee-dead,
These very hands have press’d on thy cold heart,

I’ll not believeit.
Third Cairl. Ah, gentle maiden! many a maiden’s

love,

And many a goodly man lies on this field.
Young Wom. | know,tootrueit is, but none like
him.

Liest thou, indeed, amongst those grisly heaps?
O thou whoever wert of all mostfair!
If heaven hath suffer’d this, amen, amen!

Whilst I have strength to crawl upon the earth
Pll search thee out, and be where’er thouart,

Thy mated love, e’en with the grisly dead.
(Searching again amongst the dead she perceives

the band round the arm of the fallen War-
riour, and uttering a loud shriek falls senseless
upon the ground. The Cairls run to her as-

sistance, with Ethelbert and Hereulf, who

comeforwardfromthe place they had with-

drawn to; Hereul€ clenching his hand and
muttering curses upon Mollo’s son, as he
crosses the stage. The scene closes.)

SCENE III. 4 castle not far from the field of
battle. Enter Ethwald aud Alwy, talking as they
enter.

Ethw. (calling angrily to some one off thestage.)
Andsee they do not linger on the road,
With laggard steps; I will brook no delay.
(to Alwy.) Why, even my very messengers,oflate,

T 2
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Slothful and sleepy footed have become;
They too must cross my will. (¢hrows himself upon

a seat, and sits for some time silent and gloomy.)
Alwy. Your highness seems disturb’d.

What tho’ your arms, amidst those British hills,
Have not, as they were wont, victorious prov’d,

And homeretreating, even on your ownsoil,
You’ve fought a doubtful battle: luckless turns
Will often cross the lot of greatest kings;
Let it not so o’ercome yournoble spirit.

Ethw. Thinkest thou it o’ercomes me?
(rising up proudly.)

Thou judgest poorly. Iam form’dto yield
To no opposedpressure, nor my purpose
With crossing chance or circumstance to change.
I, in my marchto this attained height,
Have movedstill with an advancing step
Direct and onward.
But now the mountain’s side more rugged grows,
And he, who would the cloudy summit gain,

Mustoft into its cragged rents descend
The higher but to mount.

Alwy. Or rather say, my Lord, that having gain’d
Its cloudy summit, there you must contend
Withthe rude tempests that do beat uponit.
_ Ethw.. (smiling contemptuously.)
Is this thy fancy? are thy thoughts of Ethwald
So poorly limited, that thou dost think
He has attained to his grandeur’s height ?
Knowthat the lofty point which oft appears,
To him who stands beneath, the mountain’s top,

A. ,
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Is, to the daring climber who hathreach’d it,
Only a breathing place, from whence hesees
Its real summit, bright and heaven illum’d,
Towering majestic, grand, above him far

Asis the lofty spot on which he stands
To the dull plain below.
The British once subdued, Northumberland,

Thou seest well, could not withstand our arms.

It too must fall; and with such addedstrength, |
What might not be achiev’d? Ay, by this arm!

All that the mind suggests, even England’s crown,
United and entire. ‘Thou gazest on me.
I knowfull well the state is much exhausted
Of men and means; and those curs’d Mercian wo-

men
To cross my purposes, with hag-like spite,

Do nought but females bear. But [will onward.
Still, consciousof its lofty destination,
Myspirit swells and will not be subdued.

Alwy. J, chidden, bow, and yield with admiura-

tion .

Untothe noble grandeur of your thoughts.
But lowering clouds arise; events are adverse;

Crush thy leagued secret enemies at home,
Andreign securely o’er the ample realm
You have so bravely won.

Ethw. What, have I thro’ the iiron, fields of war,
Proudly before th’ admiring gaze of men,
Untothis point with giant, steps held on,

Now to become a dwarf ? Haved this crown

Inbloody battles won, mockingat death,

3
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To wear it now as those to whom it comes
By dull and leaden paced inheritance?
As the dead shepherd’s scrip and knotted crook
Go to his milk-fed son? Like those dull images,
On whose calm, tamed browsthe faint impression
Offar preceding heroesfaintly rests,
As the weak colours of a fading rainbow
On a spent cloud?
I'd rather in the centre of the earth
Inclosed be to dig my upward way
To the far distant light, than stay me thus,
And, looking round upon myboundedstate,
Say, thisis all. No; lowrit as it may,

I'll to the bold aspirings of my mind
Still steady prove, whilst that around my standard
Harness doth clatter, or a falchion gleam.

Alwy. What boot the bold aspirings of the
great,

Whensecret foes beneath his footsteps work
Their treach’rous mine?

Ethw. Ay, thou before hast hinted of such foes,
Alwy. Fear for your safety, king, may make me

err :
But these combined chiefs, it is full plain,
Under the mask of zeal for public good,
Do court with many wiles your people’s hearts;
Breathing into their ears the praise of peace,
Yea, and of peaceful kings. The thralled Edward,
Whoseprison-tower stands distant from this castle
But scarce a league —

Ethw. (starting.) 1s it so near us?
2
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Alwy. It is, my Lord.
Noris he so forgotten in the Jand,
But that hestill serves their dark purpose well.
An easy gentle prince—so brave yet peaceful—
With such impressions clogg’d your soldiers fight,
And therefore ’tis that with a feeble foe
Ethwald fights doubtful battles.

Ethw. Thou art convinced ofthis?
Alwy. Most perfectly.
Ethw. I too have had such thoughts, and have

repress’d them.
Alwy. Did not those base petitioners for peace

Withhold their gather’d forces,till beset
On ev’ry side they saw yourlittle army,
Already much diminish’d? then camethey,
Like heaven commission’d saviours, to your aid,
And drew unto themselves the praise of all.
This plainly speaks, your glory with disgrace
They fain would dashto set their idol up;
For well they think, beneath the gentle Edward
To lord it proudly, and his gen’rous nature
Has wontheir love and pity. Ethelbert,
Now that such fair occasion offers to them,

Maywell the prisoner’s escapeeffect:
He lacks not means.

Ethw. (after a thoughtful pause.)
Didst thou not say that castle’s foggyair,
Andwalls with dampness coated, to young blood
Are hostile and creative of disease?
In close confinement he has been full long;
Is there no change upon him?

T 4
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Alwy. Some hardy natureswill resist all change.
(A long pause, in which Ethwald seems thought-

ful and disturbed.)
Ethw. (abruptly.)

Oncein the roving fantasies of night
MethoughtI slew him.

Alwy. Dreams, as some think,oft shew us things:
to,come.

(Another long pause, in which Ethwald seems
greatly disturbed, and standsfixed to one spot,
till catching Alwy’s eye fastened stedfastly
upon his, he turns from him abruptly, and
walks to the bottom of the stage with hasty
strides. Going afterwards to the door, he
turns suddenly, round to Alwy just as he is
about to go out.)

Ethw. What Thane was he, who in a cavern’d

vault,

His next. of kin so long imprison’d kept,
Whilst on his lands he lived?

Alwy. Yes, Ruthal’s Thane he was; but dearly he
The dark contrivance rued; fortuneat last

The weary thrall reliev’d, and ruin’d him.
Ethw. (agiteted.) Go where thy duty calls thee:!

J will in:
Myheadfeels strangely; I have need ofrest.

(Exit.
Alwy. looking after him with a malicious satis~

facticn.)
Ay, dark perturbed thoughts wil! be thy rest.
J see the busy workings of thy mind,
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The gentle Edward has not long to mourn
His earthly thraldom. I have done mytask,
And soon shall be’secure; for whilst he lives,

And Ethelbert, who hates myartfulrise,
I live in jeopardy. (Exit.

SCENE IV. A small dark passage, enter Eth-
wald with a lamp in his. hand; enter at the same
time, by the opposite side, a domestic Officer; they
both start back upon seeing one another. .

Ethw. Whoart thou?
Ofi. Baldwin, my Lord. But mercy on mysight !

Yourfaceis strangely alter’d. At this hour
Awake, and wand’ring thus.—Haveyou seen aught?

Ethw. No, nothing. Know’st thou which is
Alwy’s chamber?

J would not wake my grooms.
Offi. It is that farther door; I'll lead you to it.

( pointing off the stage.)

thw. No, friend, P’ll go myself. Goodrest to
thee. (Exeunt,

SCENE V. A small dark chamber, with a low
couch near thefront of the stage, on which Alwy is
discovered asleep. Enter Ethwald with a haggard
countenance, bearing a lamp,

Liha. Hesleeps—I hear him breathe—hesoundly
sleeps,

Seems not this circumstance to check my purpose,
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And bid me still to pause? (setting down the lamp.)
But wherefore pause? |
This deed must be, or, like a scared thief

Whostarts and trembles o’er his graspedstore
At ev’ry breezy whisper of the night,

I now must wear this crown, which I have bought

With brave men’s blood,in fields of battle shed. :

Ah! would that all it cost had there been shed !
This deed must be; for like a haggard ghost
His image haunts me wheresoe’er I move,
And will not let me rest. |
His love hath been to me my bosom’ssting;
His gen’roustrust hath gnaw’d melike a worm.
Oh would a sweltring snake had wreath’d my

_neck |
Whenfirst his arms embraced me!
Heis by fortune made my bane, my curse,
And, were he gentle as the breast of love,
I needs must crush him.
Prison’d or free, where’er he breathes, lives one

Whom Ethwald fears. Alas! this thing must
be,

From th’ imaged form ofwhich I still have shrunk,

And started back as from my fancy’s fiend.
The dark andsilent cope of night is o’er us,
Whenvision’d horrours, thro’ perturbed sleep,
Harden to deeds of blood the dreamer’s breast ;

When from the nether world fell demonsrise
To guide with lurid flames the murd’rer’s way :
Pll wake him now; should morning dawn upon

me¢
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Mysoul again might from its purpose swerve.
(22 a loudenergette voice.)

Alwy, awake! Sleepest thou? sleepest thou, Alwy?
(Alwy wakes.) Nay, rouse thyself, and be thou fully

waking,
What I wouldsay must have thy mind’s full bent;
Must not be spoken to a drowsyear.

Alwy. (rising quickly.) 1 fully am awake; I hear,
I see,

As in the noon of day.
Ethw. Nay, but thou dost not,

Thy gairish eye looks wildly on thelight,
‘Like a strange visitor.

Alwy. So.do the eyes of one pentin the dark,
When sudden light breaks on them, tho’ heslept

not,

But why, my Lord, at this untimely hour
Are you awake, and come to seek me here?

Ethw. Alwy, I cannot sleep: my mindis toss’d
With many warring thoughts. I ampush’d on
To do the very act from which my soul
Hasstill held back: fate doth compel metoit.

Alwy. Being your fate, who may its power
resist ?

Ethw. E’en call it so, for it, in truth, must be.
Know’st thou one who would do a ruthless deed,
Anddoit pitifully?

Alwy. He who will do it surest doesit best;
And he whosurely strikes, strikes quickly too,
Andtherefore pitifully strikes. I know
A brawny ruffian, whose firm clenchedgripe
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Nostruggles can unlock, whose lifted dagger,

Trueto its aim,gives not a second stroke!

Ethw. (covering hisface hastily.) Ohmust it needs
be so! —

(catching Alwy eagerly by the arm.) But hark thee
well;

I will have no foul butch’ry done upon him.
Alwy. It shall be done, e’en to the smallest tittle,

As you yourself shall order.
Ethw. Nay, nay! do thou contrive the fashion

ofit,

I’ve done enough.
Alwy. But good, my Lord! cast it not from

you thus:

There must be warrant and authority

For such a deed, and strong protection too.
Ethw. Well, well, thou hast it all; thou hast

my word.
Alwy. Ay, but the murder’d corse must be

inspected,
That no deceit be fear’d, nor after doubts;

Norbold impostors rising in the North,
Protected by yourtreach’rous Thanes, and plum’d,
To scare you afterwards with Edward’s name.

Eihw. Havenot thine eyes on bloody deathoft
look’d?

Doit thyself.
Alwy. Vf you, my Lord, will put this trust m

me,
Swear that when after-rumours shall arise,

“As like there may, your faith will be unshaken,
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Ethw. 1 will trust in thee truly—(vehemently
after a short pause)

No, I will not!

J will trust no man’s vision but mine own.
Is the moon dark to night ?

Alwy. It is an please you.
Ethw. And will be so to-morrow?
Alwy. Yes, my Lord.
Ethw. Whenall is still’d in sleep——lIhear a

noise.
Alwy. Regard it not, it is the whisp’ring winds

Along those pillar’d walis.
Ethw. It is a strange sound, tho’. Come to my

chamber,

I will not here remain: Come to my chamber,
And do notleave metill the morning break.
Lam a wretched man!

(Exeunt.

END OF THE SECOND ACT.
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ACT IL

SCENE I. A gloomy vaulted apartment in an
old castle, with no windows to it, and afeeble light
burning in one corner. Enter Edwardfrom a dark
recess near the bottom of the stage, with slow pensive
steps, frequently stopping as he advances, and remain-
ingfor some time in a thoughtful posture.

Ed. Doth the bright sun from the high arch of
heaven,

In all his beauteous robes of flecker’d clouds,

Andruddy vapours, and deep glowing flames,
Andsoftly varied shades, look gloriously?
Do the green woods dance to the wind? the lakes
Cast up their sparkling waters to the light?
Do the sweet hamlets in their bushy dells
Send winding up to heaven their curling smoke
Onthe soft morningair?
Do the flocks bleat, and the wild creatures bound
In antic happiness? and mazybirds
Wing the mid airin lightly skimming bands ?
Ay,all this is; men do behold all this;

The poorest man. Evenin thislonely vault,

Mydark andnarrow world, oft do I hear
The crowing of the cock so near my walls,
Andsadly think how small a space divides me
From all this fair creation..
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From the wide spreading bounds of beauteous
nature

{am alone shut out ; I am forgotten.
Peace, peace! he who regards the poorest worm
Still cares for me, albeit he shends mesorely.
This hath its end. Perhaps, small as these walls,
A bound unseen divides my drearystate
From a more beauteous world; that world of souls,

Fear’d and desir’d by all; a veil unseen
Whichsoon shall bewithdrawn. (casts up his eyes

to heaven, and turning, walks silently to the
bottom of the stage, then advancing again

to thefront.)
The air feels chill; methinks it should be night.
V'll lay me down: perchance kind sleep will come,
And open to my view an inward world
Of gairish fantasies, from whieh norwalls,
Norbars, nor tyrant’s power can shut me out.

(he wraps himself in a cloak and lies down.

Enter a Ruffian, stealing up softly to him as
supposing him asleep. “Edward, hearing
him, uncovers his face, and thenstarts up

immediately.)
Ed. What art thou?

Ormanorsprite? Thou lookest wond’rousstern,
What dost thou want? Com’st thou to murder

me?
Ruff. Yes, I am come to do mineoffice on thee:

Thylife is wretched and mystrokeis sure.
Ed. Thou sayest true; yet, wretched asit is,

It is mylife, and I will grapple forit.
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Ruff. Full vainly wilt thou strive, for thinkest
thou

Weenter wall!s like these, with changeling hearts
To leave our work undone?

Ed. We,sayest thou?
There are more of you then?

Ruff. Ay, ay, there are enow to makeit sure;
But, if thou wilt be quiet, Pll do’t myself.

Mine arm is strong; I'll give no secondstroke;
Andall escape is hopeless.

Ed. What, thinkest thou [ll calmly stretch my
neck

Until thou butch’rest me?
No, by good heaven! I’ll grapple with theestill,
And die with my blood hot! (putting himself in a

posture of defence.)

Ruff. Well, since thou’lt have it so, thou soon

shalt see
If that my mates be lovelier than myself. (Exit.

Ed. O that I still in some dark cell couldrest

And wait the death of nature! (/osking wildly round

upon the roof and the walls of the vault.)

Norstone,nor club, nor'beam to serve my need!
Out from the walls, ye flints, and fill my grasp!

Nought! nought! Is there not yet within this nook
Somebar or harden’d brand that I may clutch?

(Exit hastily into the dark recess, and isfollowed
immediately by two Rufhans, who enter by
the opposite side and cross the stage after

him.)
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SCENE Hl. An apartment adjoining to the former,

with a door leading to it at the bottom of the stage.
Enter Alwy with a stern anxiousface, and listens at
the door; then enter, by the opposite side, Ethwald
with a very haggard countenance.

Ethw. Dost thou hear aught?
Alwy. No, nothing.
Ethw. But thou dost !

Is it not done?
Alwy. { hopeit is, my Lord.
Ethw. Thou doubtest then.—[t is long past the

hour
That should have lapp’d it. Hark! [ hear a noise.

(a noise heard within of people struggling.)
Alwy. They’re dealing with him now. They

struggle hard.

Ethw. (turning away with horror and putting his
hands upon his ears.)

Ha! are we then so near it? This is horrid!
(after a pause.)

Is it not done yet? Dost thou hear them still?
Alwy. L hear them still: they struggle harder

now.
(The noise within heard more distinctly.)

Ethw. By hell’s dark host thy fiends are weak of
arm,

And cannot do their task! He will break forth
Withall the bloody work half done upon him!

(running furiously to the door, and then shud-
deriny and turning awayfrom it.)

Vor.IL. U
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No, no, I cannot go! dothou go in,

And give thy strength. Let him be still’d ’the
instant!

(a noise heard within of one falling.)
Alwy. There’s no need now. Did you not:hear
him fall?

(A groan heard within.) And that groan too? List,
list! ‘The deed is done.

(They both retire from the door, and Ethw.
leaning his back against the wall, looks sted-

fastly towards it, in silent expectation, whilst

it is seen to open slowly a little way, then

shut, then open again, without any one ap-
pearing.) :

Ethw. What may this mean? This pauseis hor-

rible:

Will they or enter quicklyor forbear!

(Enter First Ruffian with his hands and clothes

bloody, and all his hair and dress in disorder,

like one who has been struggling hard. En-

ter soon after him Sec. Rufhan in a similar

plight.)
Alwy. (eagerly.) Ye’ve done it? is he dead?

First Ruf. Heis still’d now, but with such hor-

rid strength
He grappled with us! we have hadfell work.

Alwy. Then let us see the body.
First Ruf. Yes, enterif it please ye.
Alwy. Be pleas’d, my Lord— (to Ethw.)

Ethw. Pray thee besatisfied! I cannot go.

.Alwy. (to the Ruffians.) Brine ye the body hi-

ther. (veut Rufhans.

 



A TRAGEDY. 2g1

(4 silent pause. Re-enter Rufhans bearing the.
body and laying it down before Ethw.)

Look here, my Lord, and be well satisfied:
It is his very face, tho’ somewhat changed
Withlong confinementin these sickly damps,
And the convulsive throes of violent death.

Ethw. (first shrinking from it with horror, then
commanding himself and looking uponitfor
some time stedfastly.)

Ay, changed indeed! and yet I knowit well.
Changed indeed! Much he must needs have suffer’d
In his lone prison-house. Thou bruised flower!
And hast thou struggled all so bravely too
For thy most wretched life? Base bloody work!
Removeit from my sight. (turning hastily from it.)

Alwy. Whatfarther orders would you give these
men?

Ethw. Away! speak to me not! thou’st made
me curs’d !

Would all the realm of Mercia I hadlost
Ere it had cometo this!
Oncein the battle’s heat I saved his life,

And he did bless me for it. (beating his forehead
distractedly.)

Alwy. Nay good, my Lord! be not so keenly
moved.

Whereshall we lay the body?
Ethw. Thou and those fiends do with it as thou

wilt :

It is a damned work| (Exit hastily.
v2
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Alwy. (to First Ruf.) Come fhou with me. (te
Sec. Ruf.)

Wewill return anion;

Meanwhile remain thou here and watch the corpse.
(Exeunt Alwy-and First Ruffian. .

Sec. Ruf. (alone.) Watch it! I would not watch
it here alone

For all my Ruffian’s hire. (throws @ coarse cloth
over the body and exit hastily.)

SCENETII. 4 Saxon hall in theformer castle. En-
ter Elb. and Dwina,talking earnestly as they enter.

Elb. But didst thou truly question ey’ry groom,
And the stern keeper of that postern gate?

Dwi. J have, but no one knewthat heis absent.

It was dark night when the king went, and Alwy
Alone was with him. This is all I know.

Elb. Thussecretly, at night !—Ethelbert’s castle
{s not far distant.—That distracted maid—
If this be so, by the true royal blood
That fills my veins, Pll be revenged! What mean’st

thou? (seeiug Dwina shake her head piteously.)
Dwi: Alas, you need not fear! far distant stand

The towers of Ethelbert; and that poor maid
Has foundat last her rest with the quiet dead. .

Elb, And is’t not well? Why dost thou shake
thy head,

Astho’ thou told’st sad news?—Yet what availsit?
J, ne’ertheless, must be a humble mate,
Vth scarcely e’en the semblance of a queen,
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And bow myhead whilst Mollo’s son doth say,

“* Be silent, wife.”—Shall I endure all this?

O Edward! gentle Ethling! thou who once

Didst bear the title of my future lord!

Would’st thou have used me thus! [’ll not en-

dureit.
Dwi. Yet be more patient !
Elb. Be patient, say’st thou! go to, for I hate

thee

Whenthou so calmly talk’st. Tho’ seemingly,

I oft before his keen commanding eye

Submissive am, think’st thou I am subdued?

No, by my royal race, I’ll not endure it!
I will unto the bishop with my wrongs!
Rever’d and holy men shall do me night.
And here he comes unsent for: this my hope
Calls a good omen.

Enter Hexulf.
Goodholy father,

I crave your blessing.
Hex. Thou hast it, reyal daughter. Art thou

well?

Thou seem’st disorder’d.
Elb. Yes, rev’rend father, I am sorely gall’d

Beneath a heavy and ignoble yoke}
Mycrowned headis in subjection bow’d,
Like meanest household dame; and thinkest thou

That it becomes the daughter of a king,
The chief descendant of your royal race
To bear all this, and say that she is well?

U3

 



294 ETHWALD:

Hex. My daughter, your great Lord, indeed, is
form’d

Of soul more stern than was the gentle Edward,
On whom your maiden fancy first was taught
To dwell with sanguine hope |

Elb. O holy Hexulf! thou hast nam’d a name
Which to my conscience gives such secret pangs!
Oh! I have done such wrong to that sweet youth,
The thoughts of it makes my heart bleed. I

. would — .
Yea there is nothing that I would not do
In reparation of the wrong I’ve done him.
Speak, my. good father, if thou aught canst say!
Edward, ’tis said, has many powerful friends

In secret still devoted to his cause,

And notfar distant stands his dreary tower,
O speak to me! Thou turn’st away thy head

Disturb’d and frowningly: hast-thou no counsel,
For a soul-smitten and. distracted woman?

(Jaying her clasped hands earnestly on his shoul»
der as he turnsfrom her much displeased.)

Hex. Daughter, forbear! you are, indeed, dis-
tracted.

Ethwald, by right of holy bands yourlord,
Is in his seat toofirmly fix’d; and Edward
Is only by some restless Thanes desired,
Underthe influence of that'dark wizard,

That heretic, who still ensnares the young.
Be wise then, I beseech you, and, in peace,

Live in the meek subjection ofa wife.
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_. Elb. (stepping backfrom him with haughty contempt.)

And so, meek holy man,this is your counsel,

Breath’d from the gentle spirit of yourstate.
I’ve seen’ the chaffings of yoursaintlyire,
Restrain’d with less concern for sober duty,

Whenaughtpertaining to yourpriestly rights
Wastherein touch’d.

Dwi. Hush! Ethelbert approaches with his
friends.

They come, methinks, at an unwonted hour.
Hex. That artful heretic regards not times.

His spells still shew him what hourbest will suit
His wicked purposes,

Dwi. Heaven saye us all! methinks at his ap-
proach

The air grows chill around us, and a hue
Of strange unnat’ral paleness spreads o’erall.

Elb. (to Dwi.) Peace, fool! thy fancy still o’er-
tops thy wit.

Enter Selred, Ethelbert, avd Hereulf.

Eth. In your high presence, gracious dame, we
are

Thusearly visitors, upon our way
To crave admittance to the royal chamber.
{s the king stirring yet? Forgive my boldness.

Elb. Good Ethelbert, thou dost me no offence.

And you,lord Selred, and brave Hereulf, too;
I bid good morrow to you all. The king
{s not within his chamber: unattended
Ofall but Alwy, at the close of night
He did go forth, and is not yet return’d.

U 4
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~~ Sel, This much amazes me: the moon was dark,

And cold and rudely blew the northern blast.
Dwi. (listening.) Hark! footsteps sound along

the secret passage: — |

Look to yon door, for something maves thebolt.
The king alone that secret entry treads.

(Euter Ethwaldfrom a small secret door, fol-
lowed by Alwy, andstarts back upon seeing
Ethelbert, &c.)

Ethw. (recoveringfrom his confusion.)
A good and early morrow to youall;
J little thought—Youare astir by times.

Eth. The same to you, my Lord, with loving
duty.

Sei. And you, too, royal brother, you are moving
At an unwonted hour. But youare pale;
A ghastly hollow look is in your eyes;
What sudden stratagem of nightly war
Hascall’d you forth at such untimely season ?
The night was dark andcold, the north wind blew,

And,if that I can read that alter’d brow,

You come not back unscath’d.
Ethw. (confused.) No, lam well.—Theblast has

beat against me, .
And tossing boughs my tangled path-way cross’d—
In sooth I’ve held contentionwith the night,

Sel. Yea, in good sooth, thou lookest, too, lke

one
Whohas contention held with damnedsprites.
Hast thou not cross’d that glen where, as ’tis said,
The restless ghost of a dead murd’terstalks ?
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Thou shudd’rest and art pale: O thou hast seen
it !

Thou hast, indeed, the haggard face of one
Whohas seen fearful things.

Ethw. Thou’rt wild and fanciful: I have seen
nothing:

I am forspent and faint: rest will restore me.
Much goodbeto you all! (going.

Eth. (preventing him.) Nay, on your royal pa-
tience, gracious king,

We must a moment’s trespass make, to plead
For one, upon whose brave but gentle soul
The night of thraldom hangs ——

Ethw. (shrinking back.)

1 know—lI know thy meaning—speakit not.
It cannot be — There was a time—’tis past.

Se?. O say not so! the time for blessed mercy
Is ever present. For the gentle Edward
We'll pledge ourlives, and give such hostages
Asshall secure your peace.

Eth, Turn not away!
Weplead for one whose meek and gen’roussoul
Most unaspiring is, and full of ruth;
For one who loved you, Ethwald; one by nature
Form’d for the placid love of all his kind;
One who did everin your growing fame
Take most unenyious joy. Suchis ourthrall.
Yea, and the boon that we do crave for him
Is but the free use of his cramped limbs,
Andleave to breathe, beneath the cope of heaven,
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The wholesome air;. to see the cheering sun:
To be again reckon’d with living men.

(kneeling and clasping his knees.}
Ethw. Let go, dark ‘Thane! thou rack’st me

with thy words!
They are vain sounds—the wind has wail’d as thou

dost,

Andpled as sadly too. But that must be
Which needs must be. Reckon’d with living

men!

Would that indeed—O would that this could be!
The term ofall is fix’d.—Good nigitt to you
I—TJshould say good morning, but this light
Glares strangely on mine eyes. (breakingfrom Eth.)

Sel. (following him.) My dearest brother! by a
brother’s love !

Ethw. (putting him away with great agitation.)
Myheart no kindred holds with human thing.

(Exit quickly in great perturbation,followed
by Alwy.)

Sel. and Hereulf (looking expressively at each other,
and then at Ethelbert.)

Good Ethelbert, what ails thee?

Her. Thy fix’d look has a dreadful meaning in it.
Eth. Let us begone.
Sel. No, do notyield it so. I still will plead

The gentle Edward’s cause: his frowns I fear not.
Eth. Come, come! there is no cause:

Edward isfree.
Sel. How so? thou speak’st it with a woeful

voice.
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Eth, 1s not the disembodied spirit free?

Sei. Ha! think’st thou that? ‘No, no! it cannot

be!

Her. {stamping on the ground and grasping his
sword.)

1’ll glut my sword with the foul murd’rer’s blood!

If such foul deed hath been! |

Eth. Hush, hush! intemp’rate boy! Let us be

gone.
(Exeunt Eth. Sel. and Her.

El. (to Dwi.) Heard’st thou how they conceive

it ?
Dwi. Ay, mercy! and it is a fearful thought:

It glanced e’en o’er my mind before they spoke.:

E/. Thou’rt silent, rev’rend father, are thy

thoughts -

Of such dark hue? (with solemn earnestness toHex.)

Hex. Heaven’s will be done in all things! erring

man
Bowssilently. Good health attend your greatness.

El. Nay, go not yet, good Hezulf! in my

closet

I much desire some converse with thee. Thou

Belike, hast misconceiv’d what I have utter’d

In unadvised passion, thinking it bore
Some serious meaning ’gainst my lord the king.

Hex. No, gracious daughter, I indeed receiv'’d

it

As words of passion. You are mov’d, I see;

But let not this dismay you. If the king

Has done the deed suspicion fastens on him,
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Weo’er his mind shall-hold the surer sway.
A restless penitent will docile prove
To priestly counsel: this will be our gain.
Butin your closet we’ll discourse ofthis.
Heaven’s will be donein all things ! (Exeunt.

SCENE IV. Tie king’s chamber. Enter Ethe

wald with a thoughtful miserable look, and stands
silently muttering to himself, when Alwy enters in
haste, followed by an Officer.

Alwy. Pardon, my Lord! we bring you press-
ing tidings.

Ethw, (angrily.) Shall I ne’er rest. in peace in
mine own chamber?

Ha! would that peace were there! You bring me
tidings?

And from what quarter come they?
Alwy. From Utherbald, who holds your western

fortress.
Ethw. He doth notyield, I hope, unta the foe ?

It is my strongest hold, and may defy
The strength of Wessex and of Briton join’d.

Of. True, king, but famine all things will subdue.
Ethw. He has surrender’d then—by heaven and

hell.

I'll have his head forthis!

Alwy. No, royal Ethwald!
It is not yet so bad. Butthis brave man,

Commission’d by himself, will tell you all.
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Ethw. Speak warriour: then he holds the for-
tress still?

Of. He does, my Lord, but much helives in

fear |
Heshall not hold it long, unless your highness
Will give your warrant to release the prisoners ;
Those ill designing Mercians whom yonr wisdom
Underhis guard has placed.
He bade mesay the step is dangerous;
But, if it is not done, those idle mouths

Consuming much,will starve him and his men

Into compliance with the foe’s demand.
Whatis your sov’reign will? for on the instant
I must return.

Ethw. Tell him this is no time for foolish hazard:
Let them be put to death.

Of. (shrinking back.) Must I return with this?
all put to death? :

Ethw. Yes, I have said: didst thou not hear
my words?

Of. I heard, in truth, but mine ears strangely

rung.
Good saints! there are, my Lord, within our walls,
Closepris’ners kept, of war-bred menalone,
Of whom,I trow, there scarcely is a man
Whohas not somefairstripling by his side
Sharing the father’s bonds, threescore and’ten;
And mustthey all

Ethw. I understand thee, fool.
Let them all die! have I not said it? Go;
Linger not here, but bear thy message quickly.

(Exit Officer sorrowfully.
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(angrily to Alwy.) What thou look’st on metoo,
as if forsooth,

Thou wert amaz’d at this. Perceiv’st thou not
How hardly I’m beset to keep the power "
f have so dearly bought? Shall this impede me?
Let infants shrink! I have seen blood enough;
And what have I to do with mercy now?

(stalking gloomily away, then returning.)
Selred and Ethelbert, and fiery Hereulf
Are to their castles sullenly retired,
With manyother warlike Thanes. The storm
Is gath’ring round me, but we’ll brave it nobly.

Alwy. The discontented chiefs, as I’m inform’d
Byfaithful spies, are in the halls of Hereulf
Assembled, brooding o’er their secret treason.

Ethw. Are they? Then let us send a chosen
band

And seize them unprepared. A nightly march
Will bring them near their castle. Let us, then,

Immediate orders give; the timeis precious.
(Evennt.

END OF THE THIRD ACT.
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ACT IV.

Ax apartment in the royal castle or chief residence of

Ethwald. Dwina and several of the Ladies seru-

ing the Queen are discovered at work; some spin-

ning, some winding coloured yarns forthe loom, and

some embroidering after a rudefashion.

Duwi. (looking over the First Lady’s work.)

How speeds thy work? The queen is now im-

patient;
Thou must be diligent.

First Lad. Nine weary months have I, thou

knowest well,

O’er this spread garment bent, andyet, thou seest,

Thehalf is scarcely done. I lack assistance.

Dwi. And so thou dost, but yet in the wide

realm

None can be found but such as lack the skill

For such assistance. All those mingled colours,

And mazycircles, and strange carved spots,

Look,in good sooth, as tho’ the stuff were strew’d

Withrich and curious things: tho’ much

I

fear,

To tell you what, no easy task would prove.

Sec. Lad. There lives a dame in Kent, I have

been told
Come from someforeign jand,if that indeed

ofa
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She be no devil dress’d in woman’s garb,

Who,with her needle, can most cunningly
The true and perfect semblance of real flowers,
With stalk and leaves,as fairly fashion out
Asif upon a summerbank they grew.

First Lad. Ay, ay! no doubt! thou hear’st
strange tales, I ween.

Didst thou not tell us how,in foreign lands
Full far from this, the nice and lazy dames
Doset foul wormsto spin their silken yarn?
Ha, ha! (they all laugh.)

Sec. Lad. (angrily.) 1 did notsay so.
First Lad. Nay, nay, but thou didst! (/aughing.)
Sec. Lad. Thou didst mistake me wilfully, in

spite,
Malicious as thou art!
Dwi. J pray you wrangle not! when ladies

work

They shouldtell pleasant tales or sweetly sing,

Not, quarrel rudely, thus, like villain’s wives.

Sing me, I pray you, the sweet song [ love.
You knowit well: let all all your voices join.

Omnes. We will, good Dwina.

SONG,

Wake a while and pleasant be,
Gentle voice ofmelody.

Say, sweet carol, who are they
Who cheerly greet the rising day?
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Little birds in leafy bower ;
Swallows twittring on the towers
Larks upon the light air born;
Hunters rous’d with shrilly horn;
The wosdinan whistling on his way ;
The new-wak'd child at early play,
Who barefoot prints the dewy green,
Winking to the sunny sheen;
And the meek maid who binds her yellow hair,

And blythly doth her daily task prepare.

Say, sweet carol, who are they
Who welcome in the ev'ning grey ?

The housewife trim and merry lout,
Who sit the blazingfire about ;

The sage a conning o'er his book 5
The tired wight, in rushynook,

Who halfasleep, butfaintly hears’
The gossip’s tale hum in hisears ;
The loosen’d steed in grassy stall;

The Thanies feasting in the hall;
But most of all the maid of cheerful soul,
Who fills her peaceful warriour’s flowing borwl,

Well hast thou said ! and thanis to thee,

Voice of gentle melody !

Dwi. (to Third Lady, who sits sad andpensive.)
Whatis the matter, Ella? Thy sweet voice
Was wontto join thesong.

Vor. Uf. x

 



306 ETHWALD:

Ella. Ah, woe is me! within these castle walls;
Underthis very tower in which weare,
‘There be those, Dwina, who no sounds do hear

But the chill winds that o’er their dungeons
howl;

Orthe still tinkling of the water-drops
Falling from their dank roofs, in dull succession,
Like the death watch at sick men’s beds. Alas.
Whilst you sing cheerly thus, I think of them.

Dwi. Ay, many a diffrent lot of joy andgrief;
Within a little compass may be found.
Underone roof the woeful and the gay
Do oft abide; on the samepillowrest.
Andyet, if I may rightly judge, the king
Has but small joy above his wretched thralls.
Last night I listen’d to his restless steps,
Asoft he paced his chamberto andfro,
Right o’er my head! and I did hear him utter
Such heavy groans!

First Lady. (with all the others gathering about
Dwina curiously.)

Didst thou? And utter’d he no other sound?
I’ve heard it whisper’d, at the dead of night
He sees strange things.

Ail. (speaking together.) O tell us, Dwina! tell
us!

Dwi. Out on you all! you hear such foolish
tales !

Heis himself the ghost that walks the night,
«And cannotrest.
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Ella. Belike he is devising in his mind
How heshall punish those poor prisoners,
Whowere in Hereulf’s towered halls so Jately
Surpriz’d, and in these hollow vaults confined.

First Lad. No marvel that it should disturb him
much,

When his own brother is amongst the guilty.
There will be bloody doings soon,I trow!

Dwi. Into the hands of good and pious Hexulf
The rebels will be put, so to be punish’d

Ashe in holy zeal shall see it meet.
Ella. Then they will dearly suffer!
Dwi. That holy man notortures will devise.

Ella. Yes, so perchance, no tortures of the
flesh ;

But there be those that do upon the soul

The rack and pincer’s work.
Is he not grandson to that vengeful chief,
Who, with the death-axelifted o’er his head,
Kept his imprison’d foe live-long night,
Nor,till the second cock had crow’d the morn,
Dealt him the clemency of death? Full well
He is his child 1 know!
Dwi. What aileth thee? art thou bewitched

also ?
Lamentest thou that cursed heretics
Are put in good men’s power? The sharpest

punishment
O’er-reaches not their crime.

Ella. O Dwina, Dwina! thou hast watch’d by
me

xX 2
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Whenon sick-bed laid, and held my head,

And kindly wept to see my wasted cheek,
And lov’st thou cruelty? It cannot be!

Dwi. No,foolish maiden! mercy to such fiends
Werecruelty.

Ella. Such fiends! Alas! do not they looklike
men?

Dothey not to their needful brethren do
The kindly deeds of men? Ethelbert did
Within his halls a houseless Thane maintain,
Whose substance hadbeen spentin base attempt:
To work his ruin.

Dwi. Theblackest devils of all most saintly forms
Oft wear. Go, go! thou strangely art deluded.

J tremble for thee! get thee hence and pray,
If that the wicked pity of thy heart
Maybeforgiven thee.

Enter a Lady eagerly.

Come, damsels, come! along the gallery,

In slow procession holy Hexulf walks,
With saintly Woggarwolfe, once a fierce chief,
But now a cowled priest of marv’llous grace.
‘They bear someholy relics to the queen,
Which,near the royal couch with blessingslaid,
Will to the king his wontedrest restore.
Come, meet them on their way and get a blessing.

Dwi. We will all gladly go. (Exeunt.
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SCENE IL. A royal apartment, lighted only by the

moon thro’ the high arched windows. Enter Eth-

wald as if just risen from bed, loose and disordered,

hut bearing a drawn sword in his hand.

Ethw. Still must this heavy closeness thus op-

press me?
Will no fresh stream of air breathe on my brow,

And ruffle for a while this stilly gloom?

O night, when good menrest, and-infantssleep!

Thou art to me no season of repose,

But a fear’d time of waking more intense,
Oflife more keen, of misery more palpable.

Myrest must be whenthe broad sun doth glare,

When armourrings and men walk to andfro ;

Like a tir’d houndstretch’d in the busyhall,

[I needs must lie; night will not cradle me.
(looking up anxiously to the windows.)

What, looks the moonstill thro’ that lofty arch?
Will’t ne’er be morn?
If that again in strength
L led mine army on the bold career
So surely shapen in myfancy’s eye,
I might again have joy; but in these towers,
Around, beneath me, hateful dungeons yawn,
In every one of which some beinglives _
To curse me. Yea, Selred and Ethelbert,
Myfather’s son and my youth’s oracle,
Ye too are found with those, who raise to heaven

The prisoner’s prayer against my hated head.

x 3
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I am lofty tree of growth too great
For its thin soil, from whose wide rooted fangs
‘Che very rocks and earth that foster’d it
Do rend andfall away.—I stand alone!
I stand alone! I thought, alas! to spread
My wide protecting boughs o’er my youth's

friends ;

But they, like pois’nous brushwood at myroot,
Have chok’d mystately growth e’en more thanall.

(musingfor some time gloomily.)

How marr’d and stinted hath my greatness been!

What amI now of that which long ere now
Y hop’d to be? O! it doth make me mad
To think of this! By hell it shall not be!

I would cut off this arm and cast it from me
For vultures meat, if it did let or hinder

Its nobler fellow.
Yes, they shall die! I to my fortunes height
Will rear my lofty head, and stand alone,

Fearless of storm or tempest.
(turns round his head upon hearing a noise,
and seeing El\burga enter at the bottom of
the stage with a lamp in her hand, like one
risen from bed, he starts back and gazes
wildly upon her.)

Whatform is that ? What art thou ? Speak! speak
quickly !

If thou indeed art aught of living kind.
Elo, Why didst thou <:tarr? Dost thou net
know me?
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Ethw. No;

Thy shadow seem’d to me a crested youth.
Zils. And with that trusty weapon in thy grasp,

Which thou,oflate, e’en on thy nightly couch
Hast sheathless kept, fearest thou living man?
Ethw. It was not living man I fear’d.
Elb. What then?

Last night when open burst your chamber door
Withthe rude blast, whichit is wont to do,
You gaz’d uponit with such fearful looks
Of fix’d expectancy, as one,in truth,
Looksfor the ent’ring of some dreadful thing.
Have you seen aught?
Ethw. Get to thy couch, Thinkst thou I will

be question’d?
Elb. (putting her hand upon his shoulder soothingly.)

Nay, be not thus uncourtly! thou shalt tel! me.
Ethw. (shaking her off impatieutly.)

Be not afool! get thee to sleep, I say!
Whatdost thouhere?

£/b. That which, in truth, degrades my royal
birth,

Andtherefore should be chid; servilely soothing
The fretful moods of one, who new to greatness,
Feels its unweildy robe sit on his shoulders
Constrain’d andgallingly.
Ethw. (going up to her steraly and grasping hier £)

the wrist.)
Thou paltry trapping of my regal state,
Which with its other baubles I have snatch’d,

xX 4
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Dar’st thou to front me thus? Thy foolish pride,
Like the mockloftiness of mimick greatness,
Makes us contemned in the public eye,
And mytight rule move hateful. Get thee hence;
And be with hooded nunsa gorgeoussaint,

For know, thou lackest meekness for a queen.
(Elb. seems much alarmed, but at the same time

walks from him with great assumed haugh-

tiness, and exit.)

Ethw. (alone.) This woman racks me to the very
pitch!

Where I should lock for gentle tenderness,
There find I heartless pride. Ah! there was one
Who would have sooth’d mytroubles! there was

one

Whowould have cheer’>d———But wherefore tiiink I

now? (pausing thoughtfully.)
Elburga has of late been to my will
Morepliant, oft assuming gentle locks:
What may this mean? undertiilsalter’d guise
Whattreach’ry lurks? (pausing again for some

time.)

Andyet it should not be:
Her greatness must upon myfortune hang,
And this’she knows full well. I’ve been rough

with her. —

Some have, from habit and united interest,

Amidst the wreck cf other humanties,
The stedfast duty of a wife retain’d,
¥en where no early Joveor soft endearments

fy:
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The bands have knit. Yes; I have been too rough.
(calling to her off the stage.)

Elburga! dost thou hear me, gentle wife?

And thou com’st at my bidding: this is kindly.
Enter Elburga humbled.

El. You have been stern, my Lord. You
think belike

That } have urged you in my zeal too far
To give those rebel chieftains up to Hexulf,
As best agreeing with the formerties
That bound you to those base ungrateful men,
And with the nature of their chiefest crime, _
Foul heresy; but, if in this I err,

Zeal for your safety urged meto offend.
' Ethw. ve been too stern with thee, but heedit

not.

And in that matter thou hast urged so strongly,
But that I much mistrust his cruelty, |
I would resign those miserable men.
To Hexulf’s vengeful arm; for much he does
Public opinion guide, and e’en ta us,
If now provok’d, might prove a dang’rousfoe.

Elb. Mistrust him not; he will by oath engage
To use no torture.

Ethw. And yet, methinks, Selred might still bz
saved.

A holy man might well devise the means
To save a brother.

Elb. He will think of,it:
Much dothe seldiers the bold courage prize,
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Andsimple plainness of his honest mind;
To slay him might be dangerous.

Ethw. Ha! is it so? They’ve prais’d hum much
of late?

Elb. Yes, he has grownintotheir favourgreatly.
Ethw. The changeful fools! I do remember well

‘They shouted loudly o’er his paltry gift,
Because so simply giv’n, when my rich spoils
Seem’d little priz’d. I like not this. ’Twere well
He were remov'd. Wewill consider this.

Elé, Come to your chamber then.
Ethw. No, no! into that dark oppressive den

Of horrid thoughts Pil not return,
Elb. Not s7!

V’ve trimm’d the smeld’ring fire, and by your
couch

The holy things are laid; return and fgar not.

Ethw. \ thank thy kindness; I, indeed, have

need
Of holy things, if that a stained soul
May kindredhold with such. (Exeunt.

SCENE UI. <A vaulted prison. Hereulf, Selred,

and Three Thanes of their party, are discovered

walking gloomily and sitently up and down.

First Thaue. (to the Second, who groans heavily.)

Ah! wherefore, noble partner, art thou thus?

Weare all brothers, equal in misfortune;

Let us endure it nobly!

3

 



A TRAGEDY. 318

Sec. Th. Ay, sol would,but it o’ercometh me.

E’en this same night, in myfar distant home

Fires shall blaze on my towers, to guide mysteps

Thro’ woody dells whichI shall pass no more.

E’en on this nigiit I promis’d to return.

First Th. Yet bear it up, and do not dash us

thus;

Wehaveall pleasant homes as well as thou,
To which 1 izar we shall no more return.

Set. (to Third Thane, who advancesfrom.the bot-
tom of the stage.)

Winat didst thou look at yonder? Where is Ethel-
bert ?

Third Th. Within yon deep recess, upon his
knees;

Just now I saw him, and I turn’daside,

Knowing the modest nature of his worship.
(Enter Ethelbert from the recess, slowly ad-

vancingfrom the bottom of the stage.)
But see he comes, and on his noble front

A smiling calmnessrests, like one whose mind
Hath high communion held with blessed souls.

Her. (to Eth.) Where hast thou been, brave
Ethelbert? Ah! now

Full well I see! thy countenance declares.
Didst thou remember us? A good man’s prayers
Will from the deepest dungeon climb heaven’s

height,
And bring a blessing down.

th. Ye are all men, who with undauntedhearts,
Most nobly have contendedfor the right:
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Your recompence is sure; ye shall be bless’d.

Sec. Th. Howbless’d? With what assurance of
the mind |

Hast thou pray’d fer us? Teil us truly, Ethelbert;
As these about to dix, or those who yet
Shall for a term this earthly state retain?
Such strong impressG ideas oft foreshew
Th’ eventto follow.

Eth, Man, ever cager to foresee his doom,

Withsuch conceits his fancy fondly flatters,
And I too much have given my mindto this;
But ict us now,like soidiers on the watch,

Put our soul’s armouron, alike prepared:
Forall a soldier’s warfare brings. In heav’n
Hesits, who on the inward war of souls
Looks down, as one beholds a well-foughtfield,

And nobly will reward the brave man’s struggle.
(raising his clasped handsfervently.)

O let him now behold what his weak creatures,

With manycares and fears of nature weak,
Firmly relying on his righteous rule,
Will suffer cheerfully! Be ye prepared !

Her. We are prepared: what say ye, noble col-
 acaues ?
First Th. VE that I here a bloody death must

mect,

-And in some nook unbiess’d, far from the tombs

Of all mine honour’d race, these bones belaid,

I do subizt me to the will of heaven.
Third 73. E’en co do Lin deep submission bow.
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Sec. Th. Ut that no more within my op’ning gates
My children and my wife shall e’er again
Greet myreturn, or this chill’d frame again
E’er feel the kindly warmth of home,so beit!
His blessed will be done whorulethall !

Her. Kt these nerv’d arms,full in the strength of
youth,

Mustrot 1’ the earth, and all my glorious hopes
To free this land, with which high beat this heart,
Must be cut off 1’ th’ midst, I bow myspirit
To its Almighty Lord; I murmurnot.
Yet, O that it had been permitted me
‘lo have contended in that noble: cause!
Low must I sleep 1n an unnoted grave,
Whilst the oppressor of my native country
Riots in brave men’s bioc:!

Eth. Peace, noble boy! he will not riot long,

They shall arise. who for that noble cause,
With better fortune, not with firmer hearts
Than we to th’ work have yoked, will bravely

strive.
To future heroes shall our names be known;

Andin our graves of turf we shall be bless’d. -
Her. Well then, I’m satisticd: Dll smile in

death ;

Yea, proudly will I smile! it wounds menot.
Eth. How, Selred? thou alone art silent here:

To heaven’s high will what off’ring makest thou?
Sel. Nothing, good Ethelbert. What can a man,

Little enriched with the mind’s rave treasure,

And of th’ unrightcous turmoil of this worla
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Right weary grown, to his great Maker offer?

Yet I can die as meekly asye will,
Albeit of his regard it is unworthy.

Eth. Give me thy hand, brave man! Well hast
thou said!

In truth thy off’ring far outprizes all;
Rich in humility. Come, valiant friends;

It makes my breast beat high to see you thus,
For fortunes’ worst prepar’d with quiet minds.
I'll sit me down awhile; come gather round me,
And,for a little space, the time beguile
With the free use and interchange of thought:
Of that which no stern tyrant can controul.

(they all sit down on the ground.)
Her, (to Eth.) Nay, on my folded mantle do

thousit.

Eth. 1 (hank thee, but I feel no cold. My chil-
dren!

Wedo but want, methinks, a blazingfire,
To make us thusa friendly chosen circle
For converse met. Then we belike would talk
Of sprites, and magic power, and marv’llous things,
That shorten the long hours; nowlet us talk
Of things that do th’ inquiring mind of man
With nobler wonder fill; that state unseen,

Withall its varied mansions of delight,

To which the virtuous go, when like a dream
Smote by the beams of op’ning day,thislife
Withall its shadowy forms, fades into nothing.

First Th. Ay, Ethelbert, thou’rt full of sacred
lore;
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Talk thou of this and we will gladly hear thee.

Howthink’st thou we shall feel, when like a nest-

ling,
Burst from its shell, we wake to this new day?

Eth. Whye’en, methinks,like to the very thing

To which, good Thane, thou hast compared us:
For here we are but nestlings, and I trow,

Pent up i’the dark we are. When that shail open
Which humaneye hath ne’er beheld, nor mind
To human bodylink’d, hath e’er conceiv’d;

Grand, awful, lovely.—O what form of words
Will body out my thoughts!—TP’ll hold my peace.

(covers his head with his hand and 1s silent

for a moment.}
Then like a guised band, that for a while
Has mimick’d forth a sad and gloomytale,
Weshall these worthless weeds offlesh cast off,
Andbe the children of our father’s house.

Her. (eagerly.) But what say’st thou of those
whodoff these weeds

To.clothe themselves in flames and endless woe?

Eth. Peace to thee! what have we to do with
this?

Let it be veil’d in night!
Her. Nay, nay, good Ethelbert !

J fain would know what foul oppression earns;
Andplease myfancy with the after doom
Oftyrants, such as him beneath whose fangs
Our wretched country bleeds. ‘They shall be

cursed :
O say howdeeply!
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Eth. Hereulf, the spirit of him thou call’st thy

master,

Whodied for guilty men, breathes not in thee.

Dost thou rejoice that aught of human kind

Shall be accursed?
Her. (starting up.) Vf not within the fiery gulph

of woe
His doom becast, there is no power above!

Eth. For sharne, young man! this ill beseems
thy state: ;

Sit down and I will tell thee of this Ethwald.

Sel. (rising up greatly agitated.)

Ono! I pray thee do nottalk of him!

The blood of Mollo has been Mercia’s curse.

Eth. Sit down; I crave it of you both; sit down,

And wear within your breasts a manlier sprrit.
(pointing to Her.to sit close by him.)

Nay here, my son, and Jet me take thy hand.

Thus by my side,in his fair op’ning youth,

Full oft has Ethwald sat and heard metalk,

With, as I well believe, a heart inclin’d,

Tho’ somewhat dash’d with shades of darker hue,

To truth and kindly deeds.

But from this n:ixed seed of good andill

Onebaleful plant in dar!: strength rais’d its head,

O’ertopping all the rest; which fav’ring circum:

stance

Did nourish to a growth so monstrous,

That underneath its wide and noxious shade

Died all the native plants of feebler stem.

O I have wept tor him,2s J have tain
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On mystill midnight couch! I try’d to save him,
But ev'ry means againstits end recoil’d.
Good Selred, thou rememb’rest well that might
Whento the Female Druid’s awful cave
[ led thy brother.

Se/. 1 remember well.
(all the Thanes speaking at once eagerly.)

Ay, what of that? We’ve heard strange tales ofit?
Eth. At my request the ArchSister there re-

ceiv'd him ;

And tho’ she promis’d me she would unfold
Such things as might a bold ambitious mind
Scare from its wishes, she, unweetingly,
Did but the more inflame them.

Her. Ha! what say’st thou?

Did she not shew the form of things to come
By fix’d'deécrees, unsubject toher will?

Eth. She shew’d him things, indeed, most won-

derful;
Whether by humanarts to us unknown,
Or magic, or the aid of powerful spirits
Call’d forth, | wot not. Hark! I hear a noise.

First Th. 1 hear without the tread of many feet.
Theypull our dungeon’s bars: ha, see who come!
Wearthey not ruffian’s brows?

Sec. Th. And follow’d still by more: a num’rous
crew.

Whatis their bus’ness here?
(Enter a band of armed men, accompanied by

TwoPriests, and carrying with them a block,
an axe, and a large sheet or curtain, Sc.)

Vou. I. Y
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Eth. Do not the axe and block born bythose
slaves

Tell thee their errand? But we'll face them bravely.
They do not come upon us unawares;
Weare prepar’d.—Let us take hands, myfriends!
Let us united stand, a worthy band
Ofgirded trav’llers, ready to depart
Unto a land unknown but yet undreaded.

(they all take hands, facing about, and wait-
ing the approach of the men with a steady
countenance.)

First Pr. Why look you on us thus with lower-
ing brows?

Can linked hands the keen edg’d steel resist ?
Her. No, Priest, but linked hearts can bid defi-

ance
To the barb’d lightning, if so arm’d withal
Thou didst encounter us: Quick do thine office!

Here be six brave heads for thee, who ne’eryet

Have meanly bow’d themselves to living wight.
First Pr. You are too forward, youth: less wil}

suffice:
Oneof those guilty heads beneath our axe
Mustfall, the rest shall live. So wills our chief.

Lots shall decide our victim: in this urn
Inclosed are yourfates. (setting down an urn in

the middle of the stage upon a small tripod or
stand, whilst the chiefs instantly let go hands,
and stand gazing upon one another.)

Ha! have I then so suddenly unlink’d you ?
(with a malicious smile.)
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Put forth your hands, brave chiefs; put forth your
hands; |

And he who draws the sable lot of death;
Full speedy be his doom!

(A long pause; the chiefs still look upon one
another, none of them offering to stepforward

| to the urn.)
What, pause ye thus, indéed? This hateful urn
Doth but oné death contain and manylives,
Andshrink ye from it, brave and valiant Thanes?

Then lots shall first be cast, who shall thefirst

Thrust in his hand into this pot of terrors.
Eth. (steppingforth.) No, thou rude servant of

a gentle master,

Doing disgrace to thy much honour’d garb,
This shall not be: I am the eldest chief,
And { of right should stand the foremost here.

(putting his hand into the urn.}

What heaven appoints me welcome!
Sel. (putting in his hand.)

{am the next; heaven send me whatit lists!

First Th. (putting in his hand.)
Here also let me take. If that the race
Of noble Cormacshall be sunk in night,
How small a thing determines!

Sec. Th. (putting in his hand.)
On which shall fix my grasp? (hesitating) or this?

or this?
No cursed thing! whate’er thou art I'll have

thee.

¥ 2
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Third Th. (putting out his hand with perturbation,
misses the narrow mouth of the urn.)

{ wist not how it is: where is its mouth?
First Pr. Direct thyhand more steadily, good

Thane,

Andfear not thou wiltmiss it. (to Hereulf.)
Now, youthful chief, one lot remains for thee.

(Hereulf pauses for a. moment, and his counte-
nance betrays perturbation, when Ethelbert

steps forth again.)
Etk. No, this. young chieftain’s lot belongs to

me;
He shall not draw. (putting in his hand quickly and

taking out the last lot.)
Now, Priest; the lots are finish’d.

First Pr. Well, open then your fates.
(they each open their lots, whilst Hereulf

stands looking eagerly in their faces as they
open them.)

See. Th. (opening his and then holding up his hands
il extacy.)

Wife, children, home! I am a living man!

First Th. (having opened his.)
f numberstil with those who breathetheair,

Andlook uponthelight! blest heaven so wills it.
Third Th. (looking at his joyfully.)

Fate is with me! the race of Cormaclives!
Her, (after looking anxiously first upon Ethelbert and

then upon Selred.)
Selred, what is thy lot ? is’t not dark?

Sel. No, Hereulf,
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Her. Oh, Ethelbert! thou smil’st on me! alas!

[t is a dismal smile! thou art the victim!
Thou shalt not die: the lot of right is mine.
A shade of human weakness cross’d mysoul,
Such as before, not'in the horrid fields

Of crimson slaughter did I ever feel;
But it is past; now I can bravely die,
And I will have myright.

Eth. (pushing him affectionately away.)

Away, my son! It is as it should be.
Her. O if thou wilt entreat me as a man,

Norslur me with contempt! I do beseech thee
Upon my bended knee! (kueeling.) O if thoudiest,
I of all living things most wretched am!

Eth. Be temperate, my son! thou art reserv’d
For that which the warm strength of active youth
Can best perform. O take him from me,friends!

(the Thanes take Hereulf forcibly from cling-
ing round Ethelbert, and he then assuming
a softened solemnity.)

Now, mybrave friends, we have together fought
A noble warfare; I am call’d away ;
Let me in kind andtrueaffection leave you.

Thanes. (speaking together.) Alas, thouart our fa-
ther and ourfriend!

Alas, that thou should’st meet this dismal end!

Eth. Ay, true indeed,it is a dismal end
To mortal feeling; yet within my breast
Blest hope and love, and heaven-ward confidence,
With humanfrailty so combined are,
That I do feel a wild and trembling pleasure.

¥ 3
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Even on this awful verge, methinks I go,
Like a chid infant, from his passing term

Of short disgrace, back to his father’s presence.
(holding up his hands with a dignified exultation.)

I feel an awful joy !—Farewel, myfriends!
Selred, we’ve fought in manya field together,
Andstill as brothers been; take thou,I pray,

This token of my love. And thou, good Wolfere,

I’ve ever priz’d thy worth, wear thouthis ring.
(to the other two chiefs, giving them also tokens)

And you,brave chiefs, I’ve ever loved you both.
And now, my noble Hereulf, |
Of all the yoyth to whom mysoul e’er knit,
Aswith a parent’s love, in the good cause,

Thee have I found most fervent and most firm;
Be thine my sword, which in my native hall,
Hung o’er my noble father’s arms thou'lt find,
And beit in thy hands what well thou know’st
It would have been in mine. Farewel, my friends!
Godbless youall!

(They all crowd about him, some kissing hes
hands, some taking hold of his clathes, except
Hereulf, who starting away from him,
throws himself upon the ground in an agony
of grief. Ethelbert Afts up his eyes and
his hands as if he were muttering a silent
blessing over them.)

First Pr. This may not be! down withthose im-
" pious hands! |

Dar’st thou, foul heretick, before the face

Of hallow’d men, thus mutter prayers accurgt?

*
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Eth. Doth this offend you?—-O it makes me

feel
A spirit for this awful hour unmeet,
WhenI do think on you, ye hypocrites!

First Pr. Come; come! we-waste our time, the

heads-man waits.
(to Eth.). Prepare thee for the block.

Eth. And will you.in the sight of these my

friends
Your bloody task perform? Let them retire.

First Pr. Nay, nay, that may not be: our pious

Hexulf |
Hasgiven his orders.

Sec. Pr. O be not so cruel!
Tho’ he has order’d so, yet, ne’ertheless,

Wemaysuspendthis veil, and from their eyes
The horrid sight conceal.

First Pr. Then be it so; I grant it.
(A large cloth or curtain is suspended upon the

points of two spears, held up by spearmen,
concealing the block and executioner, Se.

from the Vhanes.)

First Pr. (to the men behind the curtain, after apause.)
Are ye ready?
(Voices behind.) Yes, we are ready now:. (to Eth.)
And thou?

Eth. God be mystrength! I’m readyalso.
(As the Priest is leading Ethelbert behind the

curtain he turns about to give a last look to

hisfriends ; and they, laying their hands de-

voutly upon their breasts, bow to himvery

¥ 4

 



328 ETHWALD:

low. They then go behind the curtain, leav-
ing the Thanes on thefront ofthe stage, who
stand fixed in silent and horrid expectation;

except Selred, who sits down upon the ground
with his face hid between his knees, and
Hereulf, who rising suddenlyfromtheground,
looks ‘wildly round, and seeing Ethelbert
gone; throws himself down again in all the
distraction of griefand despair.)

(A voice behind, after some noise and bustle of prepa-
ration has been heard.)

Now do’ff his garment and undohis vest,
Fie on it, there! assist the prisoner.

Sec. Voice. Let some one hold his hands.
Third Voice. Do ye that office. (a pause of some

length.)

Voice again. Heads-man,let fall thy blow, he gives
the sign. ©

(The axe is seen lifted up above the curtain, and
the sound of the stroke is heard.)

Thanes. (shrinking involuntarily, and all speaking at

once.)
The stroke of death is given !

(The Spearmen let fall the curtain, and the
body of Ethelbert és discovered upon the
ground, wilh a cloth over it; whilst his head

is held up by the Executioner, but seen very
indistinctly through the spears and pikes of

the surrounding Soldiers. The Thanesstart
back and avert theirfaces.)
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First Pr. (comingforward.)
Rebellious Thanes, ye see a deed of justice.
Here rest ye, and another day oflife
Enjoy together: at this hour to-morrow
We'll visit you, and then, by lot determin’d,

Another head must fall. So wills the king.
First Th. What wordsare these?
Sec. Th. Do thine ears catch their sense?
Third Th. 1 cannot tell thee; mine confus’dly

sound.
First Pr. (raising his voise louder.)

To-morrow at this hour we’ll visit you,
And here again, selected by the lot,
Another head mustfall. ‘Till then, farewel !
Another day of life enjoy securely: ,
Muchhappiness be with you.

(Aninvoluntary groan burstsfrom the Thanes,
and Hereulf, starting furiously from the
ground, clenches his hands in a menacing pos-

ture as the Priests and Spearmen, &c. re-
tire. The scene closes.*)

t
~ 9

END OF THE FOURTH ACT.

_ * Shouldthis play ever have the honourofbeing represented
upon anystage, a sceneof this kind, in which so many inferior
aetors would be puttinto situations requiring the expression of
strong passion, might be a disadvantage to it; I should, there-
fore, recommend having the front of the stage on which the

Thanesare, during the last part of the scene, throwninto deep
shade, and the light only to come across the back-groundat the
bottom of the stage: this would give to the whole a greater so-

lemnity ; and by this means no expression of countenance, but
only that of gesture, would be required of them.
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ACT V.

SCENE I. An open space on the walls of the
castle. Enter Alwy and Hexulf talking as they
enter with violent gesture,

Hex. (with angry vehemence.)

Escap’d say’st thou, with all the rebel chiefs ?
Hereulf escap’d? th’ arch fiend himself hath dane

it,

If what thou say’st be true.—It is impossible
Say’st thou they are escap’d?

Alwy. In very truth they are.
Hex. Then damnedtreachery has aided them!
Alwy. Nay rather say, thy artful cruelty

Arm’d them with that which to the weakly frame
Lends a nerv'd giant’s strength; despair. From

out

The thick and massy wall, now somewhatloose

Andjagged grown with time, cemented heaps,
Which scarce two teams of oxen could have

mov’d,

They've torn, and found a passage to the moat,

What did it signify in what dire form
Death frown’d upon them,so as they had died?

Hex, Who can foresee events? As well as thoy
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t would chat one swift stroke had slain them all

Rather than this had been. But Ethelbert
And Selred are secur’d. Wasit not Selred

Whoonthe second night ourvictim fell?
Alwy. It was, but better had it been for us

Had they beenleft alive: had they beenstill
{n their own castles unmolested left,
For like a wounded serpent, who,aloft,

The surgy volumes of his mangled length
In agony the moreterrific rears
Against his enemy, this maimed compact

Will from thy strake byt the morefiercely rise,
Now figry Hereulf is their daring leader,
And what have weto look for?

Hex. Dire bloody vengeance-—Q some damned
traitor

Hath done this work! it could not else have
been !

Alwy. Well, do thou find him out then, if
thou canst,

AndJet thy vengeance fall where lies thesin.
Hex. Doth the king know ofthis?

Alwy, He doth notyet.
Hex. Then must he be inform’d withoutdelay.
Alwy. As quickly as you please, if that you

please |
To takethat office on yourself, goodfather;
But as for me, I must right plainly say
{will not venture it; no faith! oflate

The frame and temper of king Ethwald’s ming
Is chang’d. He ever was in former times

 



442 ETHWAL?D!

Cheerful, collected, sanguine; forall turns

Offate prepar’d,like a fair ample lake,

Vi hose breast receives the azure hue of heaven,

And sparkles gaily inthe breezy noon:
But now, like a2 swoln flood whose course has

been
O’er dark opposing rocks andrugged shelves ;
Whose turbid waters wear the sullen shade
Ofdark o’erhanging banks, and all: enchaf’d
Round ev’ry little pebble fiercely roars,
Boilingin foamycircles, his chaf’d spirit
Can bear th’ encounter of no adverse thing
To his stern will oppos’d. I may not tell him.

Hex. Be not so fearful! art thou not a man
Us’d to the sudden turns of great men’s humours?
‘Thou best can do it, Alwy. (soothingly.)

Alwy. Nay, father, better will it suit your age
And rey’rend state. And he has need, I ween,

Of ghostly counsel too: night after night
Fle rises from his tossing sleepless couch,

Ct wildly staring round the vacant chamber,
A» if his fancy peopled the dark void
With horrid shapes. The queen hath told me

this.
Come, look to it, for something must be done.

Hex. 1 will accompany your homeward steps,
Whilst we consider of it. (Exennt.
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SCENE II. 4 royal apariment, and a Servant

discovered busily employed in lighting it up. Enter

to him another Servant.

Sec. Serv. Wilt thou ne’er finish hghting these

erim walls?

Will not those lamps suffice?

First Serv. No, by my faith, we want as many

more;
Forstill, thou see’st, that pillar’d corner’s dark,

| (pointing to a gloomyrecess on theother side
of the stage.)

Wherein the eye of conscience-scared folks

Might fearful things espy. 1am commanded

Tolighten each apartment of this tower

To noon-daypitch.
Sec. Serv. Ay, Uthbert, these are fearful bloody

times !

Ethwald, God knows, has on his conscience laid:

A weight of crue! deeds: the executioner

Works for him now in the grim holds ofdeath,

Instead of armed warriours in the field;

And now mensteal abroad intwilight’s gloom,

To talk offearful things, not by-the blaze
Ofcheerful fires, in peaceful cottage, heap’d
Withsparkling faggots from the winterstore.

First Serv. Ay, thou say’st well; it is a fearful

time ;

No marvel Ethwald should not love the dark,

In which his fancy shapes out fearful things.
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Sec. Serv. What, dost thou think it is his fancy’s

shapes

Helooks upor? No, no: trust me, good friend,

Night and the darkness are inhabited
By those who movenear neighbours to the living;
Close by their very sides, yet unperceiv’d
Byall, but those whose eyes unveiled are
By heavenly power, in mercy or in wrath:
Such proofs of this I’ve heard—Last night thou

know’st
The king’s grooms, sleeping near himas they’re

wont

In the adjoining chamber, were much scar‘d
With fearful sounds.

First Serv. I know it not—Whowasit told it
thee ?

At midnight wasit ? (eagerly.)
Sec. Serv. Yes, come with me to Baldwick,; he

will tell thee;

Heheard it all: thou wilt return in time
To finish, here, thy task. We'll have a horn
Offoaming ale, and thou shalt hearit all.
Good foaming ale: mercy upon usall!
Welive in fearful times! (listening:)

First Serv. (listening also.) What shall I do?
I hear the king’s voice, speaking angrily,
And coming hitherward. What shall Ido?
Shall I remain and face him? nay goodfaith!
I'll shun the storm: he is engag’d, perchance,

Tvo much to notice my unfinish’d task.
(Exeunt hastily.
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Enter Ethwald talking angrily to a noble Thane.
Ethw. Nay, nay, these are excuses, noble Edt

mar,
Not reasons; all our northern troops ere now
Might have been ready for the field. ’Tis plain
Such backwardness from disaffection springs.
Léok to it well:—if with this waining moon,
Heandhis followers have not join’d ourstandard,
I'll hold him as traitor.

Thane. My royal Lord, be not so wfoth with
him,

Norlet your noble mind to dark suspicion
So quickly yield. This is the season still,
When unbraced warriours on the rushy floor
Stretchthem in pleasing sloth ; list’ningto tales
Ofancient crones, or merry harperslays,
And batt’ning on the housewifes’ gusty cheer:
Spring has not yet so temper’d the chill sky

That men will change their warm and shelt’ring
roofs

For its cold canopy.
Ethw. O foul befal their gluttony and sloth!

Fre on’t! there is no season to the brave _

For war unfit. With this moon’s waininglight,.
[ will, with those who dare their kingto follow,

Mynorthern march begin.
Thane. Then faith, my Lord,

I much suspect your army will be small.
And what advantage may you well expect
Ftom all this haste? E’en three weekslater,still
You will surprise the foe butill prepar’d
To oppose invasion. Do then, graciousking,
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Listen to friendly counsel, and the while,
Within these walls where evry pleasure courts

you,
Like a magnificent and royal king,
Your princely home enjoy.

Etkhw. Out on it man, thou know’st not what

thou say’st !

Home hath he none who once becomes a king !
Behind the pillar’d massesof his halls
The dagger’d traitor lurks; his vaulted roofs
Donightly echo to the whisper’d vows
Of those who curse him; at his costly board
‘With grinning smile the damnedpois’nersits ;

~ Yea, e’en the void recesses of his chamber,
Void tho’ they be untoall eyes but his,
Are peopled——— (stopping short.)

Thane. (eagerly.) Good, my Lord! what do you
mean ?

Ethw. In the confusion of tumultuous war,
"Midst the terrific shouts of closing foes,
And trampling steeds, and din of bick’ring arms;
Where dying warriours groan unheard, and things
Horrid to nature are as tho’ they were not,
Unwail’d, unheeded:
Where therough chance of each contentious day
Blots out allirkcome mem’ry ofthepast,
All fear cf that to follow: where like herds
Ofsavage beasts, on the bleak mountain’s side,
Drench’d with the rein, the weary warriourslie,
Whilst nightly terapests howling o’er their heads
Lull them torest ; there is my home, good Thane.

2 | |
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Thane. No marvel then, my. Lord. if to the
field 7

You turn your eager thoughts! I. only fear
Yourroyal arms will in.Northumberland
Find no contention worthy. of their force;
For rumoursays, the northern prince is gone
Withhis best troops against the Scottish king.

Ethw. Ifthis be true, it is unto myfortune
Mostfair occasion; master of the north

I soon shall be, and cn the west again

Pourlike a torrent, big with gather’d strength,
Whotold thee this? it breaks upon me, friend,

Like bright’ning sunbeams thwart a lowring sky.
Thane. A northern villain brought to me the

tale,

Andtold with circumstances of good credit.
Ethw. Run thou and find him out; I’ll wait

thee here;

I must have more assurance of this matter.

Quickly my worthy Edmar! (Exit Thane.
(alone.) If that this rumourbears a true report,

Th’ opposing rocks on which myrisingtide
So long has beat, before me now give way,
Andthro’ the breach my onward waves shall roll
To the wide limits of their destin’d reach.
Full day, altho’ tempestuousit may prove,
Now breaks on me! now come the glorious

height,
Andthe proud front, and the full grasp of power!
Fly gloomy thoughts, and hideous fantasies,
Back to the sprites that sent you! England’s king

Vou. II. Z |
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®,hind him casts the fears of Mercia’s ford.
The north subdued, then stretching to the west
My growing strength (stretching out his arms

in the vehemence of action, he turns himself
round, directly facing the gloomy recess on
the opposite side of the stage.)

Ha!doth some gloomyvoid still yawn before me,
In fearful shade? (turning kis eyes away hastily

from it.)
No; I saw nothing: shall I thus be moved
With ev’ry murky nook? Fl look again. (stea/s

afearful look to the recess, and thenstarting
back, turns away from it with horrour.)

O they’re all there again! and ev’ry phantom
Mark’d withits grisly wounds, e’en as before.
Ho; who waits there? Hugon I say, ho Hugon!
Come to me! quickly come!

Enter a Groom of his chamber.
Groom. Save you, my royal Lord! Whatis your

pleasure ?
Aré you in pain? Your voice did sound, me-

thought
Withstrange unnat’ral strength.

Eth. Bring melightshere.
Groom. A hundred lamps would scarce suffice,

. I ween,

Tolizht this spacious chamber.
fidw, Then let a thousand do it; must I still

Jn ev'ry shady corner of my house
‘ze hideous—-—quickly go and do my bidding.
Wliy sta:%t thou round thee thus? dost thou

see aught ?
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Groom. No, nothing. (looking roundfearfully.)
Ethw.Thou need’st not look’; ’tis nothing ; fancy

oft :
Deceives the eye with strange and Aitting things.
Regard it not but quickly bring more lamps.

Groom. Nay, good my Lord,shall I remain with

you,
Andcall my fellow?

Ethw. (angrily.) Do as thou art commanded.
(Zxit Groom.

This man perceives the weakness of my mind.
Am I, indeed, the warlike king of Mercia?

(Re-enter twoGrooms with lamps which they place
in the recess. Ethwald, not venturing to look on

it again till the lizhts are placed, now turns round
to it, and seems rehieved.)

Ye have done well. (after a pause, in which he
‘walks several times across the stage, stopping

short, and seeing the Groomsstill there.)
Whydo ye linger here? I want ye not.
Begone. (Exeunt Grooms.
But that I would hot to those fools
Betray the shameful secret of my mind,
[ fain would call them back.
Whatare these horrours?
A fearful visitation of a time,

That will o’erpass? O might I so believe it!
Edmar, methinks, ere this might be return’d:
Pll wait for him no more: [’ll go myself
And meet him. (going towards the large arched

door by which he entered, he starts back
Srom it with horrour.)

Z2
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Ha! they are there again!
F’en in the very door-way do they front me!

Still foremost Ethelbert and Selred tower

With their new sever’d necks, and fix on me

Their death-strain’d eye-balls: and behind them

frowns ©
The murder’d youth, and Oswal’s scepter’d ghost:
Whilst seen, as if half fading into air,
‘The pale distracted maid shewsher faint form.
Thrice in this very form and order seen
They have before me stood. What may it mean?
I’ve heard that shapes like these will to the utter-

ance
Ofhuman voice give back articulate sound,
And, having so adjured been, depart.

(stretching out both his hands, and clenching
them resolutely.)

[ll do it tho’ behind them hell should yawn
Withall its unveil’d horrours. (turning again to

the docr-way with awful selemnity,)
If aught ye be butflitting fantasies,
But empty semblance of the form ye wear;

If aught ye bethat can to humanvoice
Real audience give, anda real sense receive
Of that on which your fix’d and holloweyes
So stern and fix’dly glare; Ido conjure you
Depart from me, and come again no mere!
From me depart! Full well those ghastly wounds
Have beenreturn’d into this tortur’d breast :
O drive me not unto the horrid brink
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Ofdire distraction !
Speak Ethelbert !..O-speak, if voice thou hast!

Tell me what sacrifice can soothe yourspirits ;
Can still the unquiet sleepers of the grave:
For this most horrid visitation is
Beyond endurance of the boldest mind,
In flesh and blood enrob’d.—It takes no heed,

Butfix’dly glares upon meas before.
I speak. to empty air: it can be nothing.

Js it not some delusion of the eyes?
(rubbing his eyes very hard, and

rousing himself.)

Ah! still the hideous semblanceis before me,

Plain as at first. Icannot suffer this!
(vuns to the lamps, and, taking one in each

hand, rushesforward in despair to the door-
way.)

They are all gone! Before the searching light
Resolv’d to nothing !

Enter Hexulf and Alwy.
Ethw. (turning hastily upon hearing them enter be-

hind him.)
Ha! is it you? Most happily yau come!
Welcome you are, most welcome!

Alwy, Thanks to you, good my Lord! but on
my life

This holy bishop and myselfare come
Unwillingly, with most untoward tidings.

Ethw. Well, use not many words; what now
befals ?

43
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Hex. Therebel Hereulf and his thralled mates

Have, with more strength than human hands may
own,

For that the holy church———

Ethw. Well, well, what meanest thou?

And what should follow this?
Alwy. They’ve broke their prison walls and are

escap’d.
Etkw. 1 am glad on’t! be it so! In faith I’m

glad!
Wehave shed blood enough.

Alwy. Nay, but my Lord, unto their towers of
strength

They will return; where bruiting abroad
Their piteous tale, as ’nighted travellers
To the false plainings of some waterfiend,
All men will turn to them; nor can your troops
In safety now begin their northern march
With such fell foes behind them.

Ethw. (roused.) Ay, thou say’st true; it is a
damnedlet!

Herefalls another rock to bar my way.
But Iwill on! Comelet us instantly
Set out, and foil them ere they gather strength.

Alwy. This would be well, but that within these
walls

Someoftheir faithful friends are still confin’d,

Whoin your absence might disturbance breed,
As but a feeble guard can now bespar’d
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To hold the castle. How shall this be settled?
Shall we confine them in'the stronger vaults?

Ethw. (fiercely.) No, no! Vll have no more une
prisonments!

Let them beslain; yea all; even to a man!
This is no time for weak uncertain deeds,
Saw you not Edmar as you hither came?

Alwy. We saw him witha stranger muchene

gaged,
By a faint lamp, near to the eastern tower.

Ethw. Then follow me, and let us find him out.

Hex. We follow you, my Lord,
Ethw. (as he is about to go out, turning hastily

round to Alwy.)

Bear thou a light.

Myhouse islike a faintly mooned cave,
And hateful shadows cross each murkyaisle.

(Exeunt, Alwy bearing a light.

SCENE Il. The evening : a wood witha view
of Ethwald’s castle seen thro’ the trees. Enter
Hereulf, disguised like acountry hind: enter te
him, by another path, a Vhane, disguised also.

Her. Welcome, my friend! art thou the first to

join me?
This as I guess should be th’ appointed time:
For o’er our heads have pass’d on homeward wing
Dark flights of rooks and daws and flocking birds,
Wheeling aloft with wild dissonant screams;
Whilst from each hollow. glen and river’s bed

z 4
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Rose the white curling mist, andsoftly stole

Upthe dark wooded banks. +; And yet, methinks,

The deeper shades of ev’ning comenotafter,

As they are wont, but dayis lengthen’d out

Moststrangely. ae

Thane, See’st thou those paly streams of shiv’ring

light

So widely spread along the northern sky f

They to the twilight grey that brightness lend

At whick thou wonderest. Look up,I pray thee!

Her. (turning and looking up.)

What may it mean? it is a beauteouslight.

Thane. In truth I know not. Many a time

havel

Onhill and heath beheld the changeful face

Of awfulnight ; I’ve seen the moving stars

Shoot rapidly athwart the sombre sky,
Red fiery meteors in thewelkin blaze,

Andsheeted lightnings gleam, but ne’er before
Saw | a sight like this. It is behke
Somesign portentous of our comingfate:
Had- we-not better pause and con a while
This daring scene, ere yet it be too late?

Her. ‘No; by this brave man’s sword! not for an

hour

Will I the glorious vengeful deed delay,
Tho’ heaven’s high dome were flaming o’er my

head

And earth beneath me shook. [Hfit be aught
Portentous, it must come from higher powers;
For demons ride but on the lower clouds,
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Orraise their whirlwinds in the nether air,
Every goodspirit still must favour those ~
Whowar on virtue’s-side: therefore, I say,
Let us march boldly to the glorious work:
It is a sign foretelling Ethwald’s fall.
Nowfor ourvaliant friends; they must be near.
Ho! holla, ho!

{Enter, by different paths in the wood, the other
Chiefs, disguised, and gather round Hereulf, he
receiving them joyfully.)

Welcome! ali welcome! you good Thane and you,
Andev’ry valiant soul, together leagued
In this bold enterprise. Well are we met.
So far we prosper; and my glowing heart
Tells me our daring shall be nobly crown‘d.
Now move wecheerly on our way: behold
Those frowning towers, where, ere the morning

watch,

That shall be done, for which, e’em in our graves,

Full many a gen’rous Mercian, yet unborn,

Shall bless our honour’d names.
Chiefs. (speaking altogether.) We follow you,

brave Hereulf,
First Chief. Ay, with true heart, or good or il]

betide,
We'll follow you.
Her; Come on, brave men! ere this our trusty

friend,
Withfifty chosen men,at the northgate
Attends our signal. Comeye gen’rousfew;
Ye whohave groan’d in the fouldungeon’s gloom,
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Whose gen’rous bosoms have indignant heav’d-
To see free men bereath th’ oppressor’s yoke
Like base-born villains press’d! Now comes thé

hour
Of virtuous vengeance: on ourside insecret
Beats ev’ry Mercian heart: the tyrant now
Trusts not to men: nightly within his chamber
‘The watch-dog guards his couch, the only friend
He now dare trust, but shall not guard it long.
Follow my steps, and do the gen’rous deeds
Ofvaliant freemen: heaven1s on ourside.

(Exeunt,

SCENE IV. An open space within the walls of
the castle, fronting one of the gates: the stage dark-
ened, and the sky lighted up with the aurora borealts,
very bright. Eater by opposite sides Two Officers
of thecastle.

First Off. Ha! is it thee, my friend?
Thou’st left thy post, I guess, as well as I,
‘To view this awful sky. Look over head,
Where like a mighty dome, from whose bright

centre

Shootforth those quiv’ring rays of vivid light,
Moving with rapid change on every side,
Swifter than flitting thought, the heavens appear;
Whilst o’er the west in paler brightness gleam
Full many a widely undulating tide
Ofsilver light ; and the dark lowringeast,
Like to a bloody mantle stretched out,

5
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Seems to conceal behind its awful shade
Some dread commotion of the heavenly powers,
Soon to break forth—some grand and unknown

thing.
Second Off. It is an awful sight! what mayit
mean? =

Dothit not woes and bloodystrife foretel ?
I've heard myfather talk of things like this—
Whenthe king’s passing sickness shall be gone,
Which has detain’d him from his purpos’d march
Againsi the rebel chiefs, doubt not, myfriend,
Weshall have bloody work. ;

First Off. Ay, but ere that, mayhap, the man of
blood

May bleed; and Mercia from the tyrant’s grasp—
Second Off. Hush, hush! thou art unwise; some

list’ning ear——
First Off. And if there should, what danger ? all
men now

Harbour such secret thoughts; and those who
once

His youthful valour lov’d and warlike feats,
Nowloath his cruelty. Pll tell thee something—

(drawing nearer him mysteriously.)
Second Off. -(frightened.) Hush, hush! I will not

hear thee! hold thy tongue!
Whatwill’t avail, when on the bloody stake
Thy headis fix’d, that all men think as thou dost;
And he who fix’d thy cruel doom to-day
Shall die to-morrow?
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First Of. Ym mute, my friend: and now I see

full plainly
How he maylord it o’er a prostrate land,

Whotrembles in his iron tower the while,

With but a surly mastiff for his'friend.

Second Off. Nay,do not speakso loud. What

men are these

Who pass the gate just now? shall we net stop

them?

(Enter some of the leagued Chiefs in disguise thro’

the gate.)

First Of. No, do not trouble them, They are,

I guess, |

Some’nighted rustics frighten’d with the sky,
Whoseek the shelter of man’s habitation.

In such an awful hour men croud together,

As gath’ring sea-fow] flock before a storm.

With such a welkin blazing o’er our heads,

Shall men each other vex? e’en let them pass.

(Enter a crowd offrightened Women, and Children.)
Second Off. See what a crowd of womenthis way

come,
Withcrying children clinging to their knees,
And infants in their arms! How now, good

matrons ?
Where do you run?

First Wom. O do not stop us! to Saint Alban’s
shrine

We run: there will we kneel and lift our hands,

For that his holy goodness may protect us

In this most awful hour.
2
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Sec. Wom. ’On,sistérs, on !

The fiery welkin rages o’er our heads,

And weare sinful souls: -O quickly move!
(Exeunt Women and Children.)

Sec. Off. Y also am, alack! a sinful-soul:

[’ll follow them and pray for mercytoo.

FirstOff. (ll to the northern wall, from whence

the heavens
In full expanse are seen. (Exeunt severally.

SCENE V. Ethwald’s apartment: he is discovered
sitting by his couch, with his elbows resting upon his
Rnees, and supporting his head between both his hands ;
the Queen standing by-him.

Qu. Whysit you thus, my Lord? it is not well:
It wears your strength; will you not go to bed?

(4a pause, and he makes no answer.)
These nightly watchings muchretard your cure:
Be then advis’d ! (a pause, and hestill takes no

notice.)
Whyare you thus unwilling?
The toweris barr’d, andail things are secure.

Ethw. How goes the hour? is it the second
watch?

Qu. No; near the window now, I heard the

guard
Exchange the word; thefirst is but half spent.

Ethw. And doesthe fearful nightstill lie before

me
In all its hideous length? (rising up with emotion.)
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O ye successive terms of gloomy quiet!
Over my mind ye pass, like roiling waves
Of dense oppression; whilst deep underneath
Lye all its noble powers and faculties
O’erwhelm’d. If such dark shades must henceforth

cross
My checker’dlife with still returning horrours,
O let me rest in the foul reptile’s hole,
Andtake from me the being of a man!

@u. Too much thou givest way to racking
thought ;

ake this; it is a draught by cunning skill
Compoundedcuriously, and by strong charms
Withsecret virtue fill’d; it soothes the mind,

Andgives the body rest. (offering him a cup.)
Etnw. Say’st thou? then in good sooth P’ve need

of it.
I thank thee too; thou art a careful wife.

(takes the cup, and, as he is about to put it to his

lips, stops short and looks suspiciously at her.)
It has, methinks, a strange unkindly smell.
‘Jaste it thyself: dost thou not take my meaning?
Do thou first drink of it.

Qu. Tamin health, my Lord, and needit not.
Ethw. By the dread powers of darkness thou
‘shalt drink it!

Ay, to the very dregs!
uz. What, would you cast on mesuch vile sus-

picions,
Andtreat a royal princess like yourslave?
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Ethw. Andso thou art. Thou rear’st thy stately
neck,”

And, whilst I list, thou flarest in men’s eyes
A gorgeous queén ; but unto me thouart
{I do commandthee, drink it to the dregs.

Qu. (subdued, and lifting the cup to her lips.)
Then be convinced how wrongful are thy thoughts.

Ethw: (preventing her.) Forbear, I amtooslightly

mov’d to anger.

{ should have known the support of thy state
Is all too closely with my fortune link’d.
Give me the cup. ‘Thou say’st it soothes the

mind ?
If I, indeed, could rest—(tastes it.) It tastes not

well ;

It is a bitter drug.
Qu Then give it me again: I’il hie to Dwina,

Andget from her that whichshall makeit sweet.
(she walks to the door of another apartment,

but as she is about to go out, Ethwald hur-

ries after her and catches her by the arm.)

Ethw. Thou shalt not go and leave me thus
alone.

Qu. I’llsoon return again, andall around thee
Is lighr as noon-day.
Ethw. Nay, nay, good wife! it rises now before
me

In the full blaze of light.
Qu. Ha! what mean’st thou?
Ethw. The faint and shadowy forms,

That in obscurity were wontto rise
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In sad array, are withthedarkness fled.
But what avails the light ? for now, since sickness

Has press’d upon my soul, in my Jone moments,

E’en in the fulllight. of my torch-clad walls,

A horrid spectre rises to my sight, + tr

Close by. my. side, and plain and palpable,

In all good seeming and close circumstance,

As man meets man.

Qu. Mercy upon us! What-form does it wear?

Ethw. My murder’d brother’s form.

Hestands close by my side: his ghastly head

Shakes horridly upon its sever’d neck

Asif new from the heads-man’s stroke: it moves

Still as I move; and when I look uponit,

It looks — No, no! I can no utt’rance find

To tell thee how it looks on meagain.

Qu. Yet, fear not now: I shall not long be ab-

sent;

And thou may’st hear my footsteps all the while,

It is so short a space. (Exit Queen.

Ethw. (returning to the middle of the stage.)
V'll fix my stedfast eyes upon the ground,
And turn to other things my tutor’d thoughts
Intently. (after pausing for a little while, with his

clenched hands crossed upon his breast,
and his eves fixed upon the ground.)

It may not be: I feel upon my mind
‘The horrid sense that preiudesstill its coming.
Elburga! ho, Elburga! (putting his hand before his

eyes and calling out with a strong voice
of fear.)..
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Enter Queen in haste.

@u. Has it come again? '
Ethw. No, but [ felt upon my pausing soul

The sure and horrid sense of its approach.

Hadst thou not quickly come, it had ere now
Been frowning by my side. The cup, the cup:

: (drinks eagerly.)
Qu. Heaven grant thee peace!

Wilt thou not send unto the holy priest,
To give thee ghostly comfort ?

Ethw. (shaking his head.) Away, away! to thee
and to thy priests

I have, alas! lent too much heed already.
Qu. Let not your noble spirit be thus shenit!

Still bear good heart! these charmed drugs full
soon

Will make you strong and vig’rous as before;
And in the rough sport of your northern war
You will forget these dreadful fantasies.

Ethw. Ay, thou speak’st wisely now: methinks
I still

In the embattled field, ’midst circling hosts,
Could do the high deeds of a warlike king;
And whata glorious field now opens to me!
But oh this cursed bar! this ill-timed sickness!
It keeps me back ev’n like a bitted steed.
But it was ever thus! What haveavail’d
Mycrimes, andcares, and blood,and irontoil?

Qu. What have avail’d! art thou not king of
Mercia?

Vou.Il, Aa
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Ethw. Ay, ay, Elburga! ’tis enough for thes
To tower in senseless state and be a queen;
But to th’ expanded andaspiring soul,
To be butstill the thing it long has been
Is misery, e’en tho’ enthron’d it were

Underthe cope of high imperial state.
O cursed hindrance! blasting fiends breathe on me.
Putt’st thou not something in thy damned drugs
‘That doth retard my cure? I mightere this
Withcased limbs have strode the clanging field,

And been myself again—Hark! some one comes,
(listening with alarm.)

Qu. Be not disturb’d,it is your faithful groom
Whobrings the watch-dog ; all things are secure.

Ethw. Nay, but I heard the sound ofotherfeet.
(running to the door andpushing in a great bar.}

Say, who art thou without?

Voice without. Your groom, my Lord, who brings
yourfaithful dog.

Ethw. (to Queen.) Didst thou not hear the
sound of other feet?

Qu. INo, only his; your mindis too suspicious.
Ethw. ‘in his countenance have mark’d of late

That which { like not : were this dreary night
But once o’ermaster’d, he shall watch no more.

(opens the door suspiciously, and enters an armed

man leading in a great watch-dog: th: déor
is shut again hastily, and the bar replaced.)

(to the dog.) Come rough andsurly friend!
‘Thou only dost remain on whom my mind

f
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Can surely trust. I'll have more dogsso train’d.
(ooking stedfastly at the Groom.)

Thy face is pale: thou hast a haggard look:
Where hast thou been? (seizing him by the neck.)

Answer me quickly! Say, where hast thou been?
Gr. Looking upon the broad andfearful sky..
Qu. What sayest thou?
Gr. The heavens are all a flaming o’er our

heads,

And fiery spears are shiv’ring thro’ theair.
Ethw. Hast thou seen this?
Gr. Ay, by our holysaint!
Qu. It is some prodigy, dark and portentous.
Gr. A red and bloody mantle seems outstretch’d

O’er the wide welkin, and——

 Ethw. Peace, damned fool!

Tell me no more: be to thy post withdrawn:
(Exit Groom by a small side door, leading thé

dog with him.)
Ethaw. (to himself, after musing for some time.)

Heaven warring o’er my head! thereis in this
Some fearful thing betoken’d.
If that, in truth, the awful term is come:
The fearful bound’ry of my mortalreach ;
O’er which I must into those regions pass
Of horrour and despair, to take myplace
With those, who do their blood earn’d crownsex-

change
For ruddycircles of devouring fire; where hope-

less woe,

And cursing rage, and gnashing agony,
AA 2
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Writhe in the dens of torment; where things be,

Yet never imaged in the thoughts of man,

Dark, horrible, unknown————

V’ll mantle o’er my head and think no more.

(covers his head with his cloak, and sinks down

upon the couch.)

Qu. Nay, rather stretch you onthefleecy bed.

Ethw. Rest if thou canst, I do not hinder thee.

Qu. Then truly I will try to sleep an hour;

J am o’erspent and weary. (Jeans on the couch.)

Ethw. (hastily uncovering his face.)

Thou must not sleep: watch with me and besi-

lent:

It is an awful hour! (a long pause, then Ethwald

starting upfrom the couch with alarm.)

I hear strange soundsascend the windingstairs.

Qu. I hear them too.

Ethw. Ha! dost thou also hear it?

Thenit is real. (/istening.) I hear the clash of arms,

Ho, guard! comeforth.

Re-enter Groom.

Go rouse myfaithful dog:
Dark treason is upon us.

Gr. (disappearing and then re-entering.)

Hesleeps so sound, my Lord,I cannot rouse him.

Ethw. Then, villain, I’m betray’d! thou hast

betray’d me!

But set thy brawny strength against that door,

And barthem out: if thou but seem’st to flinch,

‘This swordis in thy heart.
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(A noise of armed men is now heard at the
door, endeavouring to break it open, whilst
Ethwald and the Groom set their shoulders
to it to prevent them. Enter Dwina hastily
Srom an inner apartment, and with the Queen

assists in putting their strength also to the
door, as the force without increases. The
dooris at last broke open, and Hereulf, with

the Rebel Chiefs, durst in stvord in hand.

Her. (to Ethwald.)
Now, thou fell ruthless lion, that hast made

Withbloody rage thy native forest waste!
The spearmen are upon thee! to the strife
Turn thy rough breast: thou canst no moreescape.

Ethw. Quick to thy villain’s work, thou wordy
coward,

Whoin the sick man’s chamberseek’st the fame
Thou dar’st not in th’ embattled field attain !
I am prepar’d to front thee and thy mates —
Were ye twice number’d o’er. (sets As back toa pil-

lar, andputs himself into a posture of defence.)
Her. The sick man’s chamber! darest thou,

indeed,

Begrimed as thou art with blood and crimes,
*Gainst man committed, human rights assume?
Thou art a hideous and envenom’d snake,

Whose wounded length, even in his noisome hole,

Menfiercely hunt,for love of human kind;
And, wert thou scotch’d to the last ring oflife,
E’en that poor remnant of thy curs’d existence
Should be trode out i’ th’ dust.

AA 3
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Ethw. Come on, thou boasting fool! give thy
sword work

And spare thy cursed tongue.
Her. Ay, surely will I!

It is the sword of noble Fthelbert,

Its master’s blood weighs downits heavy strokes;
His unseen hand directs them.

(they fight : Kthwald defends himseiffuriously,
but at lastfalls, and the conspirators raise a
loud shout.)

First Ch, Bless heaven, the work is done !

Sec. Ch, Now Mercia is revenged, and free-born

men ,
Mayrest their toil’d limbs in their quiet homes.

Third Ch. (going nearer the body.)
Ha! does he groan?

Sec. Gh. No, he dies sullenly, and to the wall

Turns his writh’d form and death-distorted visage.
(a solemn pause, whilst Ethwald, after. some

convulsive motions, expires.)

Her. Now hathhis loaded soul gonetoits place,
And ne’er a pitying voice from all his kind
Cries, “ God have mercy on him!”

Third Ch, Vve vow'd to dip my weaponin his
blood.

First Ch. And sohavel. (several of them ad-
vancing with their swords towards the body,
a Young Man steps forth, and stretches
out his arm to keep them off.)

Young Mau. My father in the British wars was
seiz'd

A Gritish pris’ner, and withall he had,
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Unto a Mercian chief bylot consign’d:
Mine aged grandsire, lowly at hisfeet,
Rent his grey hair: Ethwald, a youthful warriour,
Receiv’d the old man’s pray'r and set him free;
Yea even to the last heifer of his herds
Restor’d his wealth.

For this good deed, do not insult the fallen!
He was not ruthless once,

(they all draw back and retire from the body,

The Queen, who has, during the fight, ec.

remained at a distance, agitated with terrour

and suspence, now comes forward to Hereulf

with the air of one who supplicates for mercy,

and Dwina,following close behindher, falls

upon her knees, as if to beseech him infavour

of her mistress.)
Qu. If thou of good king Oswal, thine old

master,

Aught of rememb’rance hast,

Her. ido remember;

And deeply grieve to think a child ofhis
Hasso belied her mild and gentle stock,

Nothing hast thou to fear: in somesafe place,
In holy privacy, may’st thou repent
The evil thou hast done; for know, proud dame,

Thou art beneath our vengeance.
But as for thine advisers, that dark yillain,

The artful Alwy, and that impious man,
Whodoes dishonourto his sacred garb,
Their crimes have earn’d for them a bitter meed,

‘And they shall have it,
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Sec. Ch. Shall we not now the slumb’ring Mer-
cians rouse,

Andtell our countrymen that theyare free
From the oppressor’s yoke ?

Her. Yes, thou say’st well: thro’ all the vexed
land

Let ev’ry heart boundat the joyful tidings!
Thus from his frowning height the tyrantfalls,
Like a dark mountain, whose interior fires,

Raging in ceaseless tumult, have devour’d

Its own foundations, Sunk in sudden ruin
To the tremendous gulph, in the vast void
Nofriendly rock rears its opposing head
To stay the dreadful crash.
The joyful hinds, with grave and chasten’d joy,
Point to the traveller the hollow vale

Where once it stood, and the now sunnedcots,
Where, near its base, they and theirlittle ones
Dwelt trembling in its deep and fearful shade,

(Exeunt,
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Sopuia, daughter to Seabright.

Mrs. BEAUMONT,

Pry, Lady Sarah’s woman.
Landlady, Servants, Se.

Scene: Seabright’s house in the country, not farfrom

London, and 4 small country Inn near it.

 



SECOND MARRIAGE,

ACT I.

SCENE I. 4 garden: the Gardener discovered
at work amongst some shrubs and flowers. Enter

Robert hastily, calling to him as he enters,

Rogerr,.

TOP, stop, Gardener! What are you about
there? My mistress’s rose trees rooted out of

her favourite nook thus! Get out of this spot with
your cursed wheel-barrow! If there were one spark

of a christian in your heart, you would pluck the
last hair off your bare scalp rather than root out
these shrubs.

Gar. Softly and civily, Master Robert; and an-

swer me one question first.—If I intend to remain
gardenerin this family, and make my pot boil and
my family thrive as I have done, whetherwill it be
wiser in me, do you thmk, to obey your orders or
my mastey’s?
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Rob. And did he order you to do this?

Gar. As sure as I hold this spade in my hand.

Rod. I should as soon have thought of tearing

the turf from my mother’s grave as of doingthis

thing. Well, well; perhaps hehas forgot that she

liked them.
Gar. Now I rather think he remember’d, when

he gave me the orders, that another lady likes them

not; and a dead woman’s fancy match’d against a

living woman’s freak, with a middle-aged widower,

hear ye me, who has just pull’d the black coat off

his back, has but a sorry chance, Robert.

Rob. Ay, and he has pull’d the black coat too

soon off his back. But away with it!—TI’ll think

no more of what you say-—it is impossible. |

Gar. May I never handle a spade again, if she

did not squint to this direct spot, with her horrid

looking grey eyes, the last time she walked thro’

the garden, saying it was a mass of confusion that

ought to be cleared away, and he gave methe or-

ders for doing it the very next morning.

Rob. Whocouldhave believed this? Who could

have believed this but a few months ago, when she

rambled thro’ thesewalks, withall her white-frock’d

train gamboling round her? .

Gar. Nay, good Robert, don’t be so down o’ the

mouth about it: the loss of his wife and an un-

look’d-for legacy of twenty thousand pounds,

may set a man’s brains a working upon new

plans. Thereis nothing very wonderful in that,

man. He will get his lady-wife and the borough

4
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‘together, with a powerofhigh relations, you know,
and we shall all be fine folks by and bye.—
Thou wilt become master-butler or gentleman-
valet, or something of that kind, and [I shall be

head gardener, to be sure, with a man or two to
obey my orders: we sha’nt be the same pains-taking
folks that we have been, I warrant you, whenheis
a parliament man.

Rob. Thou’rt always looking after something for
thine own advantage, and that putsall those foolish
notions into thy noddle. No, no; hehas lived too

sweetly in his own quiet home, amongst the rust-
ling of his own trees and the prattling of his own
infants, to go now into the midstof all that shuffling

and changing and makingof speeches. He’ll never
becomea parliament man. |

Gar, Well then, let him marry Lady Sarah for
love if he please, I'll neither make nor meddle in
the matter. If she keep a good house, and give
good victuals and drink to the people in it, Pil
never trouble my head aboutit.

Rob. Out uponthee, man, with thy victuals and
thy drink! Thou’rt worser than a hog. Well should
I like, if it were not for the sake of better folks
than thee, to see thy greedy chaps exercised upon
her feeding.

Gar. What, is she niggardly then, and so fine a
lady too?

Rod. Niggardly! she will pull off her wide hoop,
and all them there flounces that people go to court
in, to search overthe house for the value of a candle’s
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end, rather than any of the poor devils belonging td
her should wrong her of a doit’s-worth: Thou’lt
have rare feeding truly when she comes amongst
us,

Gar. Heaven forbid it then! No wonder thou’rt
anxious she should not come here. [ always won-
der’d what made thee so concern’d aboutit.

Rob. And dost thou think, swine that thouart,

Jam concern’d for it upon this account? Thou
deservest to be fed on husks and garbage all thy
life tor having sucha thought. I, who wasthefriend,
I maysay the relation of my good mistress (for thou
knowest [ am her foster brother) and when I look
uponher poor children playing about, I feel as tho’
they were my ownflesh and blood: It is not that I
boast of the connection: God knowsI am as hum-
ble as any. body!

Gar. Ay, no doubt; and rare good thing’ it is,
this same humility. J know a poorass, grazing oni
the common,notfar off, that to my certain know-

ledge is foster brother to a very great lord, and yet,

I must say that for him, I never saw him prick up
his ears or even shake his tail one bit the more for
it in my life. By my certics! he must be a very
meek and sober minded ass!

(singing and gathering up his tools, €8c.)
Take this in your hand for me, man; I’m going,

to another part of the garden. (holding out some:
thingfor Robert to carry.)

Rob. (pushing away his hand angrily.) ‘Take care
of it yourself, fool: you would sing tho’ your fa-
ther were upon the gallows,
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Gar. 1 crave your worship’s pardon! I should
have whined little, to be sure, to have been better

company to you. (/ooking off the stage.) But here
comes a good man who frowns upon nobody; the
worthy rector of Easterdown: I'll go and bid him
welcome; for he likes to see a poor fellow hold
up his head before him, and speak to him like a
man.

Rob. You bid him welcome, indeed! stand out

of the way: I’ll bid him welcome myself. He 1s
as good as my own No matter what. Heis
married to my good mistress’s sister; ay, and his
ownfather christen’d me too. I’m glad he is come.
You go to him indeed !

Euter Mr. Beaumont.
O Sir! you’re welcometo this sad place.

Bea. \ thank you, honest Robert; how do you

do?
Rob. So, so; I’m obliged to you for the favour

of asking. Woe is me, Sir! but this be a gad place
stnce you camelast amongus.

Bea, A sad change, indeed, my good friend, and
you seem to have felt it too. You look thin and

alter’d, Robert.

Rob, Lha’n’t been very merry of late, and that

makes a body look (passing his hand across his
eyes.)

Bea. (shaking his head.) Ay, what must thy poor
master be then, since it is even so with thee? Poor

man, it grieved me to think that I couldnot be
with him on the first shock of his distress, but ill-
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ness and business of importance made it impossible

for me to leave Yorkshire. How does he do? I

hope youlook cheerfully before him,and doall that

you can tocomfort him.
Rob. Indeed I should have been very glad, in my

homely way, td have done what I could to comfort
him; but, I don’t know howit is, he gets on main

well without, Sir. :

Bea. (surprised.) Does he?—I’m very glad to

hear it. I love him for that, now: it is a noble ex-

ertion in him; he has great merit in it, truly.

Rob. Humph, humph.  ~ (4 pause.)

Bea. What were you going to say, my good Ro-

bert ?
Rob. Nothing, Sir; I was only clearing my

throat.
Bea. How does he sleep, Robert ?
Rob. I can’t say, Sir, not being present when he’s

a-bed, you know.

Bea. How does he eat, then? little rest andlittle

food must, I fear, have brought him very low.
Rob. Nay, as for the matter of his eating, I can’t

say but I find as good a notch madein the leg of

mutton, when he dines alone, as there used to be.

Bea. Well, that’s good. But I fear he is too

muchalone.

Rob. No, Sir; he has dined out a pretty deal of

late. He does, indeed, walk up and down the shady

walk by the orchard, and talk to himself often

enough,
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Bea. (alarmed.) Does he? that is a sign of the
deepest sorrow: I must speak to him; Imust put

books into his hands.
Rob. O Sir, there’s no need of that; he has a

book in his hand often enough.
Bea. And what kind of books does he read?
Rob. Nay, it is always the same one.

Bea. Well, he can’t do better: there is but one
book in the world that can’t be too often in a
man’s hand. |

Rob. Very true Sir, but it is not that one, tho’.—
I thought as you do myself, and so I slyly look’d
over his shoulder one moyning to besure ofit; but
I saw nothing in it but all about the great people
at court, and the great offices they hold.

Bea. You astonish me, Robert. His heavy

loss I fear has bewildered his wits., Poor man!

poor man ! andall the sweet children too!
Rob. Yes Sir, they—they will feei—
Bea. What would you say, my fx.end.

Rob. Nothing, Sir. This vile neckcloth takes
me so tight round the throat, an’ a plaguetoit!

Gar. (coming forward with a broad grin.) God

bless you, Sir! I be glad to see you here. How

does your good lady and master William do? He
is grown a fine young gentleman now, I warrant,
he, he, he, he, he!

Rob. (to Gar. angrily.) Can’t you ask a gentle-
man how hedoes, fool, without putting that
damned grin upon yourface ?

Vou, IL. Bs
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Bea. Why, myfriend Robert, what words are
these you make use of ?

Rob. True Sir, I should not have used them;
but when .a, body is vexed he will be angry, and
when a bodyis angry, good sooth! he will e’en
bolt out with the first word that comes to him
though he were saint.
. Bea. Too true, Robert; but long before a body

becomes a saint, he is very seldom vexed,andstill
seldomer angry at any thing.

Rob. God bless you, Sir! I know very well I
a’n’t so good as I should be, and I wish from my
heart I was better.

Bea. Give me your hand, honest Robert; you

will soon be better if you wish to beso, and it is a
very pleasant progress when onceit is fairly begun.
(Looking off the stage.) 1 think I see your masterat
adistance. Good day to you! good dayto you,
Gardener! (Exeunt severally.

SCENE II. 4 parlour with a door opening into th:
garden. Seabright aud Beaumont are seen walk-
ing together in the garden. Bea. talking to Sea.
as they enter.

Bea. (continuing to talk.) I must indeed confess,
my dear friend, you had every thing that this
world can bestow; a moderate fortune, with health

to enjoy it ; the decent, modest tranquillity, of pri-
vate life, and the blessings of domestic harmony:
i must, indeed, confess you were a happy maan.
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(pauses and looks at Sea. who says nothing.) Your
measure of good things was compleat; it was im-
possible to add to it; there was no more for you
to desire on this side of heaven. (pauses again.)

Sea. (answering very tardily.) 1 had, indeed, many
of the comfortsoflife.

Bea. Many of the comforts of life! you had
every thing the heart of man can desire; and, par-
don me, you could afford to lose part of yourfeli-
city, dear as that part might be, andstill retain
enough to make life worth the cherishing. To
watch over yourrising family; to mark the hopeful
progress of their minds; to foster every good dispo-
sition and discourage every bad one found there :
this, my friend, is a noble, an invigorating task,
most worthy of a man.

Sea. It is certainly the duty of every man to at-
tend to the education ofhis children: their fortunes
in the world depend uponit.-

Bea. (looking displeased at him.) Poo! their for-
tunes in that world from which this will appear
but like a nest of worms, a hole for grubs and
chrysalis’s, that world whichis our high and native
home, depend upon it. (walking up and down
disturbed, and then returning to Sea. with a self-up-
braiding look.) Forgive me, Seabright! you know
I am sometimes thus, but my spark is soon extin-
guished. Iam glad—I ought to be glad to see
you so composed. It is a noble conquest you
have gain’d over your feelings, and what must it
not have cost you! Give me your hand,and be not

thus constrained with me: I know the weakness of
BB2
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humannature, and dearly do Isympathize with you.
Sea. You are very kind, my friend; but you

have travelled far; you must want refreshment;
let me order something. (going to the door and calling

a Servant, to whom hegives orders.)
Bea. (aside.) Well, there is something here I

don’t understand. But I am wrong, perhaps:
Somepeople can’t bear to have the subject of their
sorrow touched upon: [’ll talk to him of other
things.—(Aloud to Sea. as he returns from the door.)
Your old acquaintance, Asby of Gloucestershire,
called upon mea day or two before I left home,

and enquired kindly after you. He is a very rich
man now; hehas purchased the great estate of Car-

riswood, near his native place, and is high sheriff
of the county.

Sea. (becoming suddenly animated.) What, Asby?
my old school-fellow Asby? that is a great rise,
by my soul! The estate of Carriswood, and high
sheriff of the county! What interest has pushed
him? what connexions has he made? has he spe-
culated with his money? how has he advanced
himself?

Bea. I can’t very well tell you: he has gone on,
like many others, turning, and scraping and beg-

ging, and managing great people’s matters for
them,till he has become one of the most consider-

able men in that part of the country.
Sea. He must bea clever fellow. We used to

think him stupid at school, but we have been

dev’lishly deceived.
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Bea. No, you have not, for he is stupid still.

His brother, the poor curate of Crofton, is a clever
man.

Sea. (contemptuously.) The poorcurate of Crofton!
One of those clever men, I suppose, who sit with
their shoes down o’the heel, by their own study

fire, brooding o’er their own hoard of ideas, with-

out ever being able from their parts or their learn-
ine to produce ene atom’s worth of good to them-
selves or their families. I have known many such:
but let me see a man, who from narrow and unfavor-

able beginnings, shapes out his own way in this
changing world to wealth and distinction, and, by
my faith! he will be wise enough for me.

Bea. Myfriend, you become animated: I am
happy to see you so much interestedin the fortune
of others; it is a blessed disposition. I have some-
thing also to tell you of your old friend Malton,
which I am sure will give you pleasure.

Sea, What, he has got a fortune too, I suppose,

and is standingfor the county.
Bea. No; something better than that, my friend.
Sea. Ha! Well, some people get on amazingly !

Bea. It is amazing, indeed, for it was altogether

hopeless. You remember his only son, the poor

little boy that was so lame andso sickly ?

Sea. Yes, I do.

Bea. Well, from some application, which I can-

not rememberat present, the sinewsofhis leg have

recovered their proper tone again, and he is growing

up as healthy a comely looking lad as you can see.
BB 3

 



374 THE SECOND MARRIAGE:

Sea. O, that is what you meant—I am glad to
hearit, certainly ; a cripple in a family is not easily
provided for. But pray now, let me understand
this matter more perfectly.

Bea. 1 tell you I have forgot how they treated
the leg, but

Sea. (impatiently.) No, no, no! What relations,

what connexions had Asby to push him? a man

can’t get on without someassistance :—his family,
I always understood, was low and distress’d.

Bea. He had twoor three ways of getting on,
which I would not advise any friend of mine to fol-
Jow him in, and the worst of them all was making

whatis called a convenient marriage.
Sea. (affecting to laugh.) Ha, ha, ha! you are

severe, Beaumont: many a respectable man has
suffered interest to determine even his choice of

a wife. Riches and honours must have their price
paid for them.

Bea, Trash and dirt! I would not have a dis-
agreeable vixen to tyrannise over my familyfor the
honours of a peerage.

Sea. Well, well! people think differently upon
most subjects.

Bea. They do indeed ; and it is not every one who

thinks so delicately, and has so much reason to do
so, upon this subject, as we have, my dear Seabright.
Our wives—

Sea. (interrupting him hastily.) And he comes in
for the county, you say ?
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Bea. No, no, Seabright ! you mistake me: high
sheriff of the county, I said. How you dointerest
yourself in the fortunes of this man !

Sea. And what should surprise you in this? By
heaven there is nothing so interesting to me as to
trace the course of a prosperous man throughthis
varied world! First he is seen like a little stream;

wearing its shallow bed through the grass ; circling,
and winding, and gleaning up its treasures from
every twinkling rill as it passes: farther on the
brown sand fences its margin, the dark rushes

thicken onits side: farther, on still, the broad flags

shake their green ranks, the willows bend their
wide boughs o’er its course: and yonder, at last,
the fair river appears, spreading his bright waves to
the light!

Bea. (staring strangely on him, then turning away
some paces, and shaking his head ruefully) Poor man !
poor man! his intellects are deranged : he is not in
his senses.

Enter a Servant.

Sea. (to Ser.) Very well. (to Bea.) Let us go .to
the breakfast room, Beaumont, and you'll find
something prepared for you. (As they are about to

£0 ott, the children appear at a distauce in the

garden.)
Bea. (looking out.) Ha! yonderare the children !

Blessings on them! I must run and speak to them

first, (Exit into the garden to the children.
Sea. (to himself, looking contemptuously after Bea.)

Ay, go to the children! thou art only fit company
for them! To come here with his comfort and his

BB4
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condolence full eigiit months and a-halfafter herdeath
—iie 1s a mere simpleton! His wonderful delicacy

too about interested marriages—he 1s worse than
a simpleton ! And my onlybusiness now,forsooth !
must be to stay at home and become schoolmaster
to my own children !—he is an absolute fool! (tura-
21g round and seeing the servant still standing at the
door.) Have you enquired at the village which of
the inns my Lord Lubberford stops at on his way
to town?

er. Yes, Sir; but they don’t know.
Sea. But they must know! Go and makefarther

enquirics, for 1 must pay my respects to his Lord-
ship ashe passes. Were the fruit andthe flowers
cairied to Lady Sarah this morning?

Ser. I don’t know,Sir.

Seg. Run to the gardener, and put him in mind
of it. (Exeunt.

SCENE III. 4 kbrary. Enter Seabright, whe
walks several times slowly acrass the stage as if deeply
engaged in his own mind, thenstops short with a cone

siderable pause.

Sea. 1am now uponthethreshold of distinction,
and with one step more I cross it. Onthis side
lics spiritless obscurity ; on that, invigorating honour.
(pauses.) Memberof Parliament! there is magic
in the words, and of most powerful operation.—Let
that man find a place elsewhere; why should I
squeeze my-elf and every body round me to make
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room for him? Sir, he’s a Member of Parliament.

—Let that fool hold his tongue there; why do we
silently listen to all his prosing stuff? Sir, he’s a
Memberof Parliament.—What; bells ringing, chil-
dren huzzaing, corporation men sweating at this
rate, to welcome that poor looking creature to your
town? To besure; he’s a Member of Parliament.

—Ay, so itis! I too have mixed with the ignoble
crowd to stare upon men thus honoured. I have
only now to over-step the bounds, and be myself
the very thing I gazed at. (pausing again.)—There
is indeed a toll, a price of entrance that must be
paid, and my heart stands back from it; but there
is no other way than this, and what I would wear |

must purchase. O it is well worth its price! To
be but known and namedasfilling such place in
society brings pleasure with it. And in the eyes of
our early friends too—Methinks I can see at this
moment every curious face in my native village ga-
thering aboutthe letter-boy, as he sets out upon his
rounds, to look with grinning admiration upon
my first franks. ‘“Free, Seabright;” ha, ha, ha!
(laughing to himself and rubbing his hands together

with great complacency.)
Enter Robert.

Sea. (turning round shortly like one who is caught.)
Whatbrings you here, sirrah?

Rob. You desired me totell you, Sir, when Miss

Seabright returned from her walk.
Sea. (with his countenance changed.) And is she so

soon returned ?
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Rob. Yes Sir, and [ have told her you wish to
speak with her.

Sea. You have told her—I wish—Tflooked not
for her so soon—TIwish you had not—

Rod. Sir!
Sea. Begone! begone! and say I amwaiting for

her. (Exit Rob.stealing a look of observation at his
master as he goes out.)——-Ah! here comes the’ hard
pull! here comes the sticking place! I should
have prepared her for this before, but my heart
would not suffer me. O that I had employed
some oneelse to tell her! She little thinks of this!
I hear her coming (/istening ; while children’s votees
are heard without.) What, she is bringing the chil-
dren with her! I hear the little one prating as he
goes. OGod! I cannot—I cannot!

(Exit running out with much agitation.

(Enter Sophia, carrying a little boy on her back,
and an elder boy aad girl taking hold of her
gown.)

Soph. (to the little one.) You have had fine
ride and a longride, have you not?

Little One. Yesh,tit.
Soph. Come down then, boy, for your horse is

tired.
Litile One. No,tit.

Soph. No, tit! but you must tho’ (setting him
down.) Stand upon yourfat legs there, and tell me
what I’m to have for all this trouble of carrying
you. What am to have, urchin?

Little One. Kish.
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Soph. (after kissing him affectionately.) And what
am I to have for these comfits I have saved for
you?

Little One. Kish.
Soph. (kissing him again.) And what am I to

have for the little dog I bought for you this morn-
ing?

Little One. Kish.
Soph. What, kish again? Kish for every thing?

(kissing him very tenderly.) O you little rogue! you
might buy the whole world for such moneyasthis,
if every body loved you asI do. Now children,

papa is not ready to see us yet, I find, so in the
mean time, I’ll divide the little cake I promised
you. (taking a little cake from her work-bag and di-

viding it; whilst Robert, peeping in at the
door and seeing Seabright not there, ven-
tures in, and standsfor a little while looking
tenderly upon Soph. and the children.

Rob. Godblessall your sweetfaces !
Soph. What do you wanthere, good Robert?

Rov. Nothing—nothing.—God bless you all, my
pretty ones! (Jistening.) Ihear him coming. (Exit,

looking piteously upon them, as he goes off.)

Soph. | hear papa coming.
Little Girl, Tl run and meet him.
Eldest Boy. Don’t Emma! he does not like to

play with us now; it is troublesome to him.
Little Girl. When mama wasalive he play’d

with us.
Soph. Hush! mygood girl.
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Enter Seabright.
We have been waiting for you, papa; Robert
told us you wanted to see us al) together.

Sea. Did Robert tell you so? I wanted to see
you alone, Sophia, butsince it is so, the others may

remain. I have got something to say to you.
Soph. You look very grave, my dear Sir: have

I offended you? |
Eldest Boy. It was Iwho broke the china vase, so

don’t be angry with her forthat.
Sea. My brave boy! it is distress, and not anger,

that makes me grave.
Soph. And are you distress’d, papa? O don’t

be distress’d ! we will do every thing that we can
to please you. I know very well we can’t make
you so happy as when mama was alive; but we
will be such good children! we will obey you, and

serve you, and love you so much,if you will but

play with us, and look upon us again as you used
todo!

Sea. (softened.) My dear girl, I wish I could
make youall happy: I wish to raise your situation
in the world above the pitch of my present confined
abilities: Lwish— (stops and is much embarrassed.)

Soph. (kissing his hand.) My dear, dear father!
you say that f am your deargirl, and I promise you
you shall find me a good one. I want no better
fortune in the world, than to live with you and be

useful to you. I can overlook the household mat-
ters, and order every thing in the family as you
would like to have it. I want no better fortune

2
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than this: I shall be a happy girl and a proud girl
too, if you will put confidence in me.

Sea. (taking her hand tenderly.) My sweet child!
this would bea dull anc? sombre life for 2 ycng
girl like you: you otght now to be dressed and
fashioned lilze diucs young peorle. and have the
advantage of being introduced to the world by
those who

Soph. O no! I don’t care whether my gown be
made ofsilk or of linen: andas for being dull, never
trouble your head about that; we shall find a way
to get the better of it. Do you know, papa,
but I am almost ashamedtotell it you.—

Sea, Whatis it, my dear. .
Soph. I have been learning to play at backgam-

mon: for you know mama and youused to play at
it of a winter evening; and I’ll play with you,if
you will allow me.

Sea. O God! O God! this is too much! (turas
from them in great agitation, and running to

theopposite side of the room, stands leaning

his back against the wall, whilst Sophia and
the children gather round him.)

Soph, My dear father! what is the matter?
Eldest Boy. Ave you not well, papa?
Sea. 1 am well enough! I am well enough! but

I have somethingto tell you, and I cannottellit.
Soph. For God’s sake let me know whatitis!
Sea. You must knowit: it is necessary that you

should. I am (pauses.)
Soph. A bankrupt.
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Sea. No, no, no! I am going to be married.—
(Sophia staggers some paces back, and stands like one
perfectly stupified.) What is the matter, Sophia?
are you going tofaint?

Soph. No, { sha’n’t faint.
Sea. Be not so overcome with it, my dear child!

it is for the good of my children I marry. (pauses
and looks at her, but she is silent.) You, and all chil-

dren in your situation, look upon these matters
with a prejudiced eye. It is my great regard for

you that determines me to take this step. (pauses,
but she is silent.) Do youhear me? Will you not

speak to me?
Soph. O my poor mother! little did I think

when I kiss’d your cold hands, that you would so

soon be forgotten!
Sea. No more ofthis, my dear! no moreofthis!

It is improper; it is painful to me. I have notfor-

gotten—I love—I respect—I adore her memory:

but I am engaged—it is necessary—your interest,
is concerned in it, my dear children; and I know,

my good Sophia, you will not add to your father’s

distress by stubborn and undutiful behaviour.

Sopk. O no, my dear Sir! if you love and adore

her memory I amsatisfied. Yet, if you do, how

can you—O howcan you !—I will say no more:

Godbless you and give you a good wife! (weeping.)
But she will never be so good as my mother: she

will never love you as my mother did.
Sea. Forbear, my good girl! I knowit very well;

and I don’t marry now to be beloved. But Lady

Sarah is a very good woman, and will make meas
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happy as I can expect to be: she is sister to Lord
Allcrest, you know,andis related to the first peo-
ple of the country.

Sopk. Good heaven, Sir! you can’t mean to
marry Lady Sarah: all the world knows how il-
temper’d she1s.

Eldest Boy. What, that lady with the cunning-
looking nose, and the strangestaring eye-brows? If
she come into this house [’ll cast my top at_her.

Sopk. Hold your tongue, George! papa is not so
hard hearted as to set such a woman over us.
Come, come, children! gather round and hold up
your little hands to him: he will have pity upon
you. (the children gather round, and Sophia, putting

the hands ofthe youngest child together and holding them
up, kneels down before him.) O Sir! have pity on
them! Wehave nobody to plead for us, and I can-
not speak.

(Enter Robert with his face all blubbered, and
throwing himself upon his knees by the chil-
dren, holds up his hands most piteously.)

Rob. O, Sir!
Sea. (bursting into a violent rage.) What, sirrah!

have you been listening at the door? Go from my
presence this moment!

Soph. Dear Sir! be not angry with him!
Sea. (putting her away.) No, no! let us have no

more of this nonsense: I have listen’d too long to it
already. (breaksfrom them and exit.)

Rob. I wish my head had been cut off before I
had come in with myill-timed assistance! Curse

 



384 THE SECOND MARRIAGE:

upon my stupid pate! I deserve to be hang’dforit.
(beating his head and grasping his hair.) O my
pretty ones! I sent you all to him tat you might
work on his heart, for I knew what he wanted to

say well enough, and yet I must needs thrust in my
silly snout amongst you to marall! Fora man
that can read books and cast accounts, and a!l that,

to do such a trick! I deserve to be cudgel’d!

Soph. Don’t be so angry at yourself, Robert: you
meant it well, and you have always been so good
to us!

Rob. Good to you! I love you like my own
flesh and blood, every one of you; and if any body
dare todo you wrong, I’ll —— no matter what.
(clenching hisfist and nodding significantly.) He may
turn meoff if he please; but I'll not quit the neigh-
bourhood: I'll watch over you, my pretty ones;
and hang me if any one shall hurt a hair of your
heads!

Soph. 1 thank you, Robert: but don’t tell any
body: that would not be right, you know. Come,
children; you shall go with me to my own room.

(Exeunt Sophia and children by one side,
and exit Robert by the other, looking after
them with tenderuess and pity.)

‘ND OF THE FIRST ACT.
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ACT IL.

SCENE I. Before the front of Seabright’s house.
Enter Plausible and Prowler.

Pla. Do you wait for me in that farther walk
yonder,till I come from visiting my subject.

Pro. Well, God grant he prove a good subject!
‘we are woundily in want of one at present.

Plau. Don’t lose courage, man; there is-always
‘a certain! quantity of good and of bad luck putinto
every man’s lot, and the more of the one that has

past.over his head, the more he may expect of the
other. Seabright has a fortune to speculate with,
and some turn, as I have been told,for speculation:

he is just launching into a new courseof life, and I
have astrong presentiment that Ishall succeed with
him.

Pro. Now away with your presentiments! for
we have never yet had any good luck that has not

come pop upon ourheadslike a snow-ball, from the
Very opposite point to our expectation: but he has
got anunexpected legacy lately; and [have observed
that a sum comingin this way, to a man of a cer-
tain disposition, very often plays the part of a decoy-
bird to draw awayfrom him all the rest of his money:
there I rest my hopes.

Vor. I. Ce
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Plau. Why you talk as if I were going to ruift
him, instead of encreasing his fortune by myad-
vice.

Pro. I have seen ruin.follow every man that has
been favour’d with your advice, as constantly as
the hind legs follow the fore legs of a horse, and
therefore I cannot help thinking there must be some
connexion between them. However, I don’t pre-
tend to reason, Plausible: it might only be some
part of their bad luck that happen’d just at those
times to be passing over their heads; and they have
always, in the mean time, supplied you and your
humble follower with money for our immediate

wants.

Plan. Well, hold your tongue, do! (knocks at the
door, which is opened by Robert.) Is your masterat

home?
Rob. Yes.

Plau. Can he be spoken with?
Rob. No,Sir, he can’t see you at present.

Plau. At what hour can I see him?
Rob. 1 don’t know,Sir.

Plau. Is he so much engaged? But you seem
sad, my friend: has any thing happened? You had
a funeral in the house some months ago ?

Rob. Yes, Sir; but it is a wedding we have got
in it at this bout.

Plau. \ had the honourof calling on Mr.Sea-
bright yesterday morning, but he was not at
home,
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Rob. Yes, Sir; he has been at the borough of
Crockdale to be chair’d, and the parish of Upper-
ton to be married; and he returnedlast night

Pro. Bridegroom and Memberof Parliament!
Rob. Keep your jokestill they are ask’d for.
Pro. They would bestale jokes indeed, then.
Plau. (to Pro.) Hold your tongue, pray. (to

Rob.) He is engaged?
Rob. Yes, Sir; he is with the bride and the

company,in the garden, at breakfast.
Plau. Well, I shan’t disturb him at present.—

Here is acrown for you: you will recollect my face
again when you see it? I[’ll call again very soon.

Pro. (aside.) Mercy upon us! the last crown we
have in the world given away on sucha chance! It
shan’t go tho’.

Rob. O yes, Sir, [ll recollect you. (Zxit Plau-

sible.)

. Pro. (lingering behind.) Don’t shut the dooryet.
Hark you, my good Mr. John, for I know your
name very well!

Rob. My nameis Robert.
Pro. Yes, Robert I said.

Rob. Did you so, truly! have not I ears in my
head?

Pro. Assuredly Sir, andears, let me tell you, that

will hear good news soon, if you will be counsell’d
byme.

Rob. Anan?
Pro, Have you never a mind to put out a little

money to advantage? a guinea or so, now, in such
cc 2

 

 



358 THE SECOND MARRIAGE:

away as to return to you again with fifteen or
twenty of his yellow-coated brethren at his back ?

Rob, Poo with your nonsense! [I have sent two
or three guineas out upon such fools errandsal-
ready.

Pro. And did they come back empty handed to
your

Rob. No, by myfaith!tor they never came back
at all.

Pro. O Jud, lud! there be such cheatsin this
world, they frighten honest folks from trying
their fortune. I have got a crown of my own,just
now, and with another crown putto it by any good
hearted fellow that would go halves with mein the
profit, I~have an opportunity of making a good
round sum,at present, in a very honest way, that.
would almost make a man of me at once: but I’m
sure I don’t advise you to do it; for prudenceis a
great virtue; prudenceis a very great virtue.

(Bell rings, and Robert stands hesitating.)

Rob. Wang it! a crown is no great matter after
all. There it is (giving him the crown whilst the
bell rings again.) How that plaguy bell rings!
When you get the money for me, you’ll know

whereto call?
Pro. Never fear! when J get the money for you,

I'll find my way back again, I warrant you.
(Eweunt.
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SCENE Il. A garden, with a temple seen at some
distance, in which are discovered Lady Sarah, So-

phia, Mr. and Mrs. Beaumont, and William
Beaumont, as if seated after breakfast; whilst

Gardener and one or two of the Servants sku/k near

thefront of the stage, behind some bushes, looking at

them.

Gar. Bride indeed! she’s as unlovely a looking

piece of goods as ever I look’d upon. See how she
stares at every thing about her, and curls up her
nose like a girkin! I'll warrant you she’ll beall
thro’ my kitchen grounds by-and-by, to count over
iny cabbages.

First Ser. Hold your tonge, man: we’re too long
here: see, they are all breaking up now,and some of
them will be here in atrice.  (Exeunt Servants.

(The company come outfrom the temple, and Mr.
and Mrs. Beaumont advance to the front
of the stage, talking together earnestly.)

Bea. (continuing to talk.) Nay, my dear, you are

prejudiced and severe; it did not strike me that
she behaved to you with so muchforbidding cold-
ness. She has an ungracious countenance to be

sure, but now and then whenit relaxes, she looks as

if she had some goodin her.
Mrs. B. Yes, Charles, you find always some good

jn every one of God’s creatures.

Bea. And there is some good in every one of
God’s creatures, if you would but look forit,

cc 3
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Mrs. B. Ym sure those who can find it out in
her have a quicker discernment than I can pretend
to. How unlucky it was that we cameto the house
last night, without enquiring beforé hand the state
of the family! I thought I should have fainted
when they told me of the marriage; and when |
saw that creature 11 my sweetsister’s place!

Bea. 1 pitied you, my dear Susan, very much,
indeed J did; but it would have look’d pettish and

unforgiving in us to have gone away again at that
late hour; and I think we must stay with them till
to-morrow. For the children’s sake we must en-
deavour to be on good terms with them. But here
come William and Sophia.

(Enter William Beaumontand Sophia, za/k-
ing as they enter.)

Wil. You like the yellow-streak’d carnations

best ?
Soph. Yes, J think they are the prettiest, tho’ we

have but very few of them.
Wil. O then [ll make our gardener sow a whole

bushel of carnation-seed when I get home,that we

may have a good chance, at least, of raising some

of the kind you admire. And whatelse can Ido for
you, Sophy? Shall Icopy some of myfriend’s verses
for you? or send you some landscapes for your
drawing-book ? or—did not you say you should
like to have a rocking-horse forlittle Tony ?

Soph. Indeed you are very good, cousin.
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Wil. No, no! don’t say that: there is no goad-

ness at all in doing any thing for you.

Soph. (going up to Mrs. B. who puts her arm affec-

tionately round her.) My dear aunt!

Wii. Ah, mother! see how tall she has grown

since we saw herlast, and how dark her hair is now.

Mrs. B. (archly.) You like fair hair best, I be-

lieve, William.

Wil. 1 \ike fair hair! I can’t endure it!

Mrs. B, (smiling.) Well, well,'you need not be

so vehement in expressing your dislike.

Bea. Here comes Lady Sarah to join us: this at

least is civil, you will confess.

Lady S. (commmg forward to join them.) You are

fond, Ma’am,I perceive, of the shade, from prefer-

ing this side of the garden. (formally to Mrs. B.

who coldly bows assent.) It is a very pleasant morn-

for travelling, Mr. Beaumont.

Bea. Yes, Madam,it is a very pleasant morning

for travelling.

Lady §. 'm sorry, however, that you will have

so much dust on your road to town.
Soph. (to Mrs. B.) Why you don’t go to day,

aunt? I thought you were to stay longer.

Mrs. B. No, my dear, we go this morning.

(looking significantly to Beaumont.)

Lady S. Would not the cool of the evening be

more agreeable?

Mrs. B. No, Ma’am, the coolness of this morn-

ing has been quite enough to induce usto set out

immediately.
cc 4
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Enter Servant.
Ser. (to LadyS.) Some poor people from the.

village are come to wish your Ladyship health and
happiness.

Lady S. (ungraciously.) 1 am obliged to them.—
What do they mean? Ay, ay! tell them I am ob-
liged to them. You need not wait; that isall.

(Exit Ser. whilst Mrs. B.. smiles significantly
to her husband.) |

Soph. Y wonder if my old friend, Huskins, be
amongst them: I’llrun and see. (going to run out.)

Lady §, Perhaps, Miss Seabright, will do me the
henour to consult me upon what friendships are

proper for her to cultivate.

Mrs. B. (seeing Sophia distressed.) If your Lady-
ship will permit us, she shall retire with me for a
little. (Exeunt Mrs. B. and Sophia.

Wil. (aside to hisfether, as they are about to follow

them.) What an ugly witch it is! must we leave
Sophia with her? (Exeunt Beaumont and Wil-

liam B. Lady Sarah looking after them sus-
piciously.)

Enter Seabnight.
Lady S. (turning to him with affected sprightliness.)

So you have been upon the watch, I suppose, and
will not suffer me tostroll thro’ these shady walks
alone: Iam positively to have no time to myself.

Sea. You don’t cail mean intruder, I hope?
Lady §. Indeed if you become very troublesome,

J don’t know what I may call you. He, he, he!
Vauchinefoolishly. Seabright putting his hand up ta
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the side of her nat, she pushes it away with pretended
coyaess.) How can you beso childish! he, he, he!

Sea. (gravely.) Won’t you let me pick a cater-
pillar from your ribband?

Lady §. (looking foolish and disappointed.) O! is
that it? Iam muchobliged to you: but you are
always so good, so tenderly attentive tome! In-

deed this little hand was well bestow’d upon you,
Seabright: I wish it had convey’d to you a better
gift when it gave away myself. (thrusting out agreat

brown hand to him.)

Sea, (raising it to his lips with affected tenderness.)

What could it possibly convey, my dear Lady
Sarah, more—(stopping short as he is about to kiss it.)
Is that a family ring upon yourfinger?
Lady §. Yes,it was my mother’s: why so?
Sea. The arms of the Highcastles’ are upon it :

Lord Highcastle then is your relation?

Lady §. Lam nearly related to him.
Sea. (with his countenance brightening.) I did not

know this: by my soul I am glad of it! Heis in
credit with the minister: you are on good terms
with him, I hope.

Lady 8. Yes, 1 have always taken pains to be
upon terms with him,

Sea. I dare say you have; ] dare say you have:
you have so much prudence, and so many good
qualities, my dear love! (kissing her hand with

great alacrity.)
Lady §. O it is all your blind partiality! (putting

her hand tenderly «pon his shoulder.) Do you know,
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my dear Mr. Seabright, that coat becomes you

very much: I wish you would always wear that

colour.

Sea. Vil wear any thing you like, my dear. But,

by-the-bye, my constituents at Crockdale, have a

manufacture of woollen in the town: I must buy

two or three hundred yards of their stuff from

them, I believe, lest I should have occasion to be

elected again.

Lady S. (taking herhand eagerly off his shoulder.)

Two or three hundred yards of stuff from them!

Whythe cheapest kind they make is eightpence-

halfpenny a yard: only consider what that will

come to.

Sea. No very great sum!

Lady S. 1 am surprised to hear you say so! Now

J should think if you were to send the mayor and

aldermen a haunch of venison now and then when

it comes in your way, and theearliest information

of any great public events that may occur,it would
be a more delicate and pleasing attention.

Sea. Well, well, my dear Lady Sarah, don’t let
us fall out about it.

Lady S. Yam perfectly good humoured, I assure
you; but you are so

Sea. Yonder is your maid coming to speak to
you,Ill leave you.

Lady §. Indeedshe has nothing to say: I won’t
suffer her to break in upon our tender conversa-

tion.
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Sea. But I must go to give directions about ac-
commodating Lord Allcrest and his friend. They
will be here soon.

Lady S. Nay, there you have no occasion to
give youself any trouble: leave every thing of that
kind to me: you are too profuse, and too careless,
in every thing.

Sea. I mayatleast go to the stables and give my
groom orders to provide oats for their horses.

Lady §. Ihave avery good receipt in my re-

ceipt book for feeding horses upon the refuse of a
garden.

Sea. (shekinghis head, and breaking awayfrom her.)
No, no! that won’t do. (Exit.

Enter Pry with a busy face.
Lady §. What brings you here, Pry? Did not

you see Mr. Seabright with me?
_ Pry. I protest, my Lady, I have been looking at
so many things this morning, I can’t tell what is
before myeyes.

Lady §. You have look’d over every thing then
as 1 desired you: and I hope you have doneit asif
it were to satisfy your own curiosity.

Pry. To be sure, my Lady; and I might say so
with truth too, for nothing does my heart so much
good as looking thro’ all them there places. And
O dear, my Lady! the chests, and the wardrobes,

and the larders, and the store-rooms, that I have

look’d into! but that cunning fellow, Robert,
would not let me into the wine-cellar tho’.

 



396 THE SECOND MARRIAGE:

Lady $8. And you are sure you let them under.

stand it was all to please your own curiosity.

Pry. To be sure; and I was glad | could speak

the truth too, for I never does tell a lie but when

{ cannotget a turn served without it. I remember,

my Lady, you told me long ago that this was the

best rule; and I have always held you,up, my Lady,

for an ensample. Lord have mércy upon their

souls that will tell you over a pack of lies for no

other purpose but to make people laugh! And

there is all your writers of books too, full of sto-

tes from one end to the other, what will become of

them, poorsinners?
Lady 8. Never trouble your head about them:

what have you seen?

Pry. O dear me! the sheets and the table-linen,

and the pict:les,and the sweetmeats, and the hams,

and the bacon that 1 have seen?

Lady §. Indeed, Pry!

Pry. But do you know, my Lady,there is a cus

rious place in the house.

Lau: §. What 1s it, pray?

Pry. A closet where they keep ¢ordials for poor

oeopie.

Lady S. (seuwl.) Hamph.

Pry. It was kept for that purpose by the late

Mrs. Seabright, and this young lady, I am told, is

as fond of it as her mother was.

Lady S$, Humph—every body has some maggot

er other,
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Pry. Certainly, my Lady, but this is a very
strange one tho’.. For you must know, my Lady,
I thought no harm just to taste one of the bottles
myself, thinking it might be some pennyroyal-water
or blackberry-wine, or such things as charitable
ladies give away; but I protest it is as good liquor
as any gentlewoman would chuse to keep for her
Own use.

Lady §. I believe it has run in your head, Pry ?
Pry. No,no, my Lady; whatever I may do by

myself when I have a pain in my stomach, or such
like, for nobody can help afflictions whenit pleases
heaven to send them, I never takes morethan is cre-

ditable before people—And, O my Lady!’ the
pans of milk, and the butter, that I have seen in

the dairy!’ And I assure you, my Lady, the ser-
vants make good use of it: they make sparé-of no-
thing: the very kitchen maids have cream to their
tea.

Lady S. Well, well; we shall see how longthis
rioting will last.

Pry. And I have Leen in the garden and the or-

chard too—But stop! I hear a noise in the bushes.
Lady S. (looking round alarmed.) Whydid yo3

talk so loud, you gossiping fool? Come with me
mto the house. (Exeunt Lady Sarah aud Pry,

hoking round alarmed.)
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Enter Gardener, creeping from amongst thé
bushes, and shaking his fist. and making faces
after them.

Gar. I have been in the garden and the orchard
too! hang’d jade! we shall see who comes off win-
ner atlast. (Exit.

SCENE II. Enter Seabrightfolowed by Robert.

Sea. (speaking as he enters.) And he'll call again,
you say? his nameis Plausible.

Rob. Yes, Sir; he is a very grave sensible looking
man.

Sea. And has nobodyelsecall’d?

Rob. No, Sir.

Sea. Noletters for me?
Rob. No, Sir.

Sea. Nobody applying for franks?
Rob. No, Sir.

Sea. (aside.) Stupid dolts! (aloud.) So much the
better. Bein the way when I call for you. (Exit
Robert.) Well, this is strange enough: no body so-
liciting; no body comingto pay their court to me;
no body asking me even for a frank: it is very
strange! (after musing some time.) Hah! butthere
is a bad spirit in men, which makes them always un-

willing at first to acknowledge the superiority of
him whohas been more nearly on level with them-
selves. It is only when they see himfirmly esta-
blish’d, and advancing in the path of honours, that
they are forced to respect him. (after walking across

Gi
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the stage proudly.) And they shall see me advance.
I am not a man to stop short at such beginnings
as these, after the high connexions [ have made: I
feel that I am born for advancing. The embarrass-
ment of public affairs at present, offers my activity
a fair field for exertion. (A great noise and clamour
heard without.) What is that? Who waits there?

Enter Robert.
What a cursed clamour and noiseis this I hear?

Rob. Only my Lady, Sir, who has been all over
the house with Mrs. Pry, and laying down some
prudent regulations for the family.

Sea. And what havethe servants to say to that?
Rob. A pretty deal, Sir: they are no wise mealy

mouthed about the matter; andthey’re all coming
to your honourwithit ina body.

(The noise without still coming nearer.)
Sea. Don’t let the angry fools come to me; I'll

have nothing to do with it. Gotell them so.
Rob. Very well, Sir; Vl be sure to tell them,

he, he, he!

Sea. What, sirrah! is it a joke for you?
Rob. I didn’t laugh, Sir.
Sea. (very angry.) But you did, you damn’d

foo]!
(Voices without.) Vl tell his honourof it, that I

will. His honour is a good master, and has always
kept his house lie a gentleman.

Sea. Did not [ tell you not to let those angry
ideots come tome. (Exit by the opposite sidefrom

the noise, in great haste, whilst Robert pushes
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back the crowd of servants, who are seei
pressing in at the door.)

Rob. Get along all of you! his honour won’t be
disturb’d. (Exeunt ; a great clamour heard as they

retire.)

SCENE IV. Lady Sarah's dressing-room. Enter
Lady Sarah, followed by Sophia, carrying a work-
basket in her hand, which she sets upon a work-table
and sits down to work.

Lady §. (sitting down by her.) Now I hope, Miss
Seabright, I may flatter myself with having more of
your company this morning than you generally fa-

your me with. If Lord Allcrest does not comeat
an early hour, we shall have time for a good deal of
work, When young lady is industrious, andis
not always reading nonsensical books, or running
up and down after children, or watering two or

~ three foelish flower-pots on her window,she can do
a great many things for herself, that enable her to
appear better dress’d than girls who are more ex-
pensive. (pausing.) You don’t answer me.

Soph. Indeed, Ma’am, I had better not, for ]

don’t know whatto say.
Lady §. You are a very prudent young lady, in-

deed, to make that a reason for holding your
tongue. |

Soph. It is a reason, indeed, whichelder ladies do
not always attend to.
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Lady §. What gown is that you have put on tos
day? It makes you look like a child from the
nursery.—Mr. Supplecoat is to accompany Lord
Allcrest, who is a very promising young man, of
good expectations, and I could have wish’d you
had dress’d to more advantage. There is a young
friend of mine, scarcely a year older than yourself,
whois just going to be married to one of the best
matches in the country; andit is of great import-
ance to havea daughter of a large family well and
early settled in life.

Soph. (looking very much surprized.) O how dif-
ferent! My poor mother used to say, that young
women ought not to be married too early, but wait
till they had sense to conduct themselves at the head
of a family.

Lady §. Some of them would wait till they were
pretty well wrinkled then.

Soph. It must be confessed that some, who do
wait till they are pretty well wrinkled, are fain at
last to marry without it. (Voices heard without.)

Lady 8. (rising quickly.) It 1s my brother’s voice:

he is comeearly.
Enter Seabright, Lord Allcrest, and Sir

Crafty Supplecoat.
Lady S. Mydear brother, I am rejoiced to see

you. (holding out her hand to Lord Allcrest, who

salutes her, and then courtesying very gract-

ously to Sir Crafty.)
Lord A. 1 am happy to see you look so well,

sister.
Vor. IL. Do
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Sir C. Lady Sarah looks as a bride ought to look,
fair and chearful.

Lady $. And Mr. Supplecoat talks as a courtier
oughtto talk, I need not say how.

Lord A. 1 beg pardon! let me have the plea-
sure of introducing. Sir Crafty Supplecoat to your
Ladyship.

Lady §. Every new honour that Sir Crafty ac-
quires must give me pleasure. And permit me to
introduce to your Lordship, Mr. Seabright’s—I mean
my daughter, who has many good qualities to
inake her worthy of your esteem. (presenting

Sophia to Lord All. and then to Sir Crafty,
who afterwards modestly shrinks back, behind
Lady S.)

Sea. (aside to Lady S. pulling her by the sleeve.)
What, 1s he made a baronet?

Lady §. (aside.) Yes.

Sea. (aside.) A baronet, not a knight?
Lady S. (aside.) No, no! a baronet, certainly.

Sea. (aloud.) Permit me again to say how happy
J am to see your Lordship in this house: I hope
you and Sir Crafty will not run away from us so
soon as yourletter gave us reasonto fear.

Lord A. You are very obliging, my good Sir;
but my time, as you may suppose, is of somelittle
importance at present, and not altogether at my
own command.

Sir C. His Lordship’s time has been so long de-

voted to the public, that he beginsto believe it has
aright to it.
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Lord A. (affecting humility.) Why, I have been
placed, without any merit of my own,in situation
which gives my country some claims upon me:
eversince the time of Gilbert, third Earl of Allcrest,

the chiefs of my family have pursued one uniform
line of public conduct.

Sir C. For which they have been rewarded with
one uniform stream of ministerial approbation.—
Changes of men and of measures have never been
able to interrupt the happy and mutual uniformity.

Lord A. I believe, indeed, without the imputa-
tion of vanity, I may boast of it. The imputation
of pride I am notso anxious to avoid: it more na-
turally attaches itself to that dignified stability ;
that high integri—I mean that public virt I
should say—(mumbling indistinctly to himself) which
my family has been conspicuousfor.

Sir C. Pride is a fault that great men blush not
to own—it is the enobled offspring ofself-love ;
tho’, it must be confess’d, grave and pompous va
nity, like a fat plebeian ina robe ofoffice, does very
often assumeits name.

Lord A. Ha, ha, Sir Crafty! you have a pleasant
imagination: one can see that you sometimes read
books.

Sir C. I would rather follow your example, my
Lord, in the more agreeable study of men. No;
{ very seldom take a book in my hand, unless it be
patronised by some great name,or have the honour,
as has been the case with one of our best works
lately, to be dedicated to your Lordship.

Db 2
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Lord A. Tamobliged to you, Supplecoat; Lam
sure [am very happy if a name ofso little import-
ance as mine can be of any use to the learned world.
Weall owe learning a greatdeal.

Sir C. I am sure the patronage of your Lord-
ship’s nameis a full recompense to learning forall
the obligations you oweher.

Lord A. (bowing graciously, and then turning to
Seabright, as if modestly to interrupt the stream of his
own praise.) Mr. Seabright, I must have a conver
sation with you in yourlibrary, when you can be-
stow as much leisure upon me. Most of our elec-
tions are already decided, and the ensuing parlia-
ment bids fair to be as united and as meritorious
as its predecessor. In those places where I have the
honourto possess some little influence, the consti-
tution, the government, or ministry—that is to say
the same thing, you know, will find hearty and
zealous supporters: I think } may dependatleast

on the memberfor Crockdale. (bowing.)
Sea. L hope I shall always be found to merit the

friendship and alliance I have the honourof bearing
to your Lordship.

Lord A. (drawing back coldly.) Friendship 1s al-
ways the strongest tye, Mr. Seabright: indeed the
only one that 1s now held in any consideration, or
indeed ever mention’d.

Sea. (mortified and drawing back also.) Yam ready
to attend you, my Lord, whenever you please: f
shall have the honour of shewing you the way to
my library.
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Lerd A. \am infinitely obliged to you. Will
you go with us too, Sir Crafty? You have a list of
the voters for Underwall in your pocket. The
ladies will excuse us. (Exeunt Lord All. Sir

Crafty, and Sea. who goes out with them
and re-enters almost immediately.)

Sea. (to Lady S.) His Lordship sent me back to
borrow yourspectacles.

Lady S. Spectacles! I use no such thing.
Sea. He says you do.
Lady §. O yes, there is a particular kind which

I sometimes look thro’ to examine any thing very
minutely.

(After receiving the spectacles and going to the
door, he suddenly stops. and turas back.)

Sea. But is it your brother’s interest that has
made Supplecoat a baronet?

Lady §. I dare sayit is.
Sea. Yes, yes! I make no doubtof it. (Exit,

hurrying away.)
Lady S. (to Soph. angrily.) What made you,

child, skulk behind backs so, like a simpleton?

—You can be fluent enough when there is no oc-
casion for it, and when you ought to speak you
have not a word tq say for yourself. This is true
nursery breeding.

Soph. Indeed, Madam, you may thank yourself
for it; for after what you said to me, before they
arrived, about Sir Crafty Supplecoat and marrying,
I could not bear to look at him; and every time

he look’d at me, I felt strange and mortified, just
DD 3
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as if I had been set there to be look’d at. Heis

the most disagreeable man I ever saw in mylife.
Lady S. Don’t be uneasy; you havelittle chance,

I’m afraid, of being molested by him. ButI for-
get, I must write to my friend, Mrs. Cudimore ;
her husbandis in credit now, and I have been too

negligent a correspondent. (Exit.
Soph. (sighing deeply.) O dear! O dear! O dear

me! she sleeps quietly under the green sod that I
would right gladly lie down beside,

(Exit sorrowfully.

SCENE V.. A small room with Sophia’s books and

music, and flower-pots, €Sc. set in order. Enter

Sophia very sorrowful, leaning upon nurse.

Sopk. O my dear nurse! you are ourbestfriend,

and so she is going to send you away from us.—
What will becomeof the poor children now! What

will become of usall by-and-bye! And myfather
too: even my father. Oh how it grieved me to
see him courting that proud Lord, who seems
ashamed to consider him as his brother-in-law! To

see even my father look’d down upon—it goes to
my heart.

Nurse. Let him take what hegets, an’ a murrain
to him! he had no business to bring her here to

torment usall, after the dear lady we have lost.—
But dry up yourtears: we’ll be revenged upon her:

there is not a creature in the kouse that has not
swore it: we’ll be revenged uponher.

I
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Soph. What do you mean, nurse?

Nurse. I must not tell you, my dear young

lady ; it is not proper that you should know any

thing of it: but all the servants are joined ina

plot, and they’ll damp her courage, I warrant ye ;

they’ll scare her finely.

Soph. (skipping and clapping her hands.) O 1 shall

be so glad to have her well scared! And I wish

they would steal that nasty dog of her’s, for she 1s

kind to no living creature butit.
Nurse. Nay, to give the devil his due, I believe

she is growing fond oflittle Tony ?
Soph. Little Tony?
Nurse. Yes indeed. It is strange enough, but

the other day as she pass’d thro’ the hall, we were
all looking sourly enough upon her no doubt,
when, what possess’d the child I don’t know, but

he held out his arms to her and smiled.
Suph. Nasty little toad! to hold out his arms to

her!
Nurse And, would you believe it, she took him

in her arms, kiss’d him very kindly, and has taken
to him wonderfully ever since.

Sopk. And do youthink she really loves him?
Nurse. Upon myhonest word I do.

Soph. O then, don’t let them do any harm toher!

don’t let them take any revenge upon her! if she

love Tony, I would not have her hurt.

Nurse. O but she loves noneof the rest ; she is

as hard as a millstone to the other two. O la! here

comes that fine Sir Crafty, as they call him: I won-

DD4
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der what can bring him here: can he be coming
after you, Miss Sophy? (with a significant smile.)

Soph. Now don’t say so, nurse, for you know I

can’t bearit.
(Enter Sir Crafty Supplecoat, advancing to Sophia

with a very courteous smiling face, whilst she
shrinks back and keeps close to nurse.)

Soph. (aside.) O don’t go, nurse!
Sir G, Lady Sarah has had the goodness, Miss

Seabright, to send to you a very willing messenger,
whois happyto find any pretence in the world
to present himself before you.

Nurse. (asideto Soph.) Itis just as I said. (aloud
to Sir C.) Meaning yourself, Sir?

Sir C. Yes; well guess’d, nurse! you are cunning

enough I see: you have the true sagacity about you
that becomes your occupation; and I doubt not

that your young lady has profited by yourvery in-

structive society. Now that you have found out
the messenger, perhaps she may guess what hiser-

rand 1s. (with au affected leer.)
Nurse. (aside to Sophia, who shrinks back still

more.) Ay, it is very like courting | assure you.
Sir C. (advancing as she recedes.) Will not Miss

Seabright do me the honour to bestow one thought
upon it ? J cannot doubtof herability to guess my
errand, if she will have,the condescension.

Nurse, (aside to Soph,) Yes, yes! it is the very
thing; I have heard manya courtship begin after
this fashion,
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Soph. (to Sir C. very much embarrassed andfright-
ened.) 1—{—I’m sure I don’t know.

Sir C. (still advancing towards her as she recedes,
with a more intolerable leer on his face.) Nay, do
have the goodness to give me this proof of the skill
you have acquired in this refined academy of im-
provement, and tell me on what errand I am come.

Soph. (becoming angry.) Vm sure I don’t know,
unless it be: to make a fool of me, and I don’t think

I need to stay any longer for that purpose.(runs out.)

Nurse. (running after her.) Don’t run away, Miss
Sophy! he is a good looking gentleman, and very
civil spoken too. (Exit.

Sir C. (looking after them.) Ha, ha, ha!

(Enter Sharp at the side by which they-have gone out.)
Sharp. You are merry, Sir: I believe I can guess

what amuses you.

Sir C. 1 dare say thou canst, Sharp; it is easy

enough to see what they have got into their foolish
heads, Ha, ha, ha! does the political Lady Sarah

think to put off her troublesome nursery girl upon
Crafty Supplecoat, But let me encourage the
mistake for a little, it will strengthen my interest
with Lord Allcrest, which at presentis necessary to
me. ‘Thou understand’st me, Sharp.

Sharp. Yes, yes, Sir; and you will have little
trouble in keeping it up, for the servants, thanks to

Mrs. Pry’s gossiping, who is in her lady’s secrets,
have got it so strongly into their heads, that if you
but pick up the young lady’s glove when she
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drops it, they think you are putting a ring on her
finger.

Sir C. 1 thank thee Sharp; and if thou cans’t at
any time pick up, in thine own way, any informa-
tion that may be useful to me, thou shalt not go
without thy reward. And how does the young
lady like her step-mother’s scheme ? hast thou heard
them talk about that ?

Sharp. Nay, they say she dislikes it very much,
and is deucedly shy aboutit.

Sir C. (smiling conceitedly.) Poo, poo, poo! She
must be allowed to have her little managementas

well as older people: deceit is inherent in the human
mind. I came here at Lady Sarah’s desire to re-
guest that she would bring her music bookinto the
drawing room, and play to us; and she took it
into her head but what brought you here to
seek me? Is the horse-dealer come to look at my
ponies?

Sharp. Yes, Sir.
Sir C. Then I must go tohim. (Exit Sir Crafty,

whilst Sharp remains behind, musing, as if
in serious thought about something.)
(Enter Robert in @ great rage.)

Rob. Ay! what damn’d tricks are you thinking
of? Ihave overheard, at the door here,all that you

and your vile master have been saying. My young
lady to be madefool of for his conveniency,indeed!
She’s a match fora better man than him any day
in the year; there is not a lord of the land too

 

 



A COMEDY. All

good for her. But Ill be revenged upon him,
vile serpent that he is! I'll be revenged upon him!

Sharp. Well, don’t be so loud, my good Robert,
and you will perhaps be satisfied. He has twice
promised to get me a place or to raise my wages
for me, and if he break his word with me a third
time,—-I know what. Come man, let us go and
have a glass together. (Exeunt.

END OF THE SECOND ACT.
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ACT Il.

SCENE I. 4 smal! country inn near Scabright’s

house. Enter Beaumont, Morgan, avd William

Beaumont.

Bea. (to Mor.) Well, my gocd Sir, how do you
hike travelling once more a little easy forenoon’s
journey in yournative country?

Mor. Every thing in mynative countryis plea-
sant to me, or at least ought to be so: but I don’t
know ; I return to it again like a dog toa deserted
house; he begins to wag his tail at the threshold,

but there is no body to welcome him in: there is
another generation grown up that knows not me;
there is nothing but young people now in the
world.

Bea. But those young people will love and
esteem you, and honour you. The caresses even of
cheerful infancy go very kindly to an old man’s
heart. Come, come! you shall see the promising
family your niece has left behind her, and your
heart will warm to them. Seabright has, I fear,

set an ungracious step-mother over their head; but
she, perhaps, looks more so than she is—Here
comes our landlady.
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(Enter Landlady.)
Good morning, Mrs. Thrifty.

Land. (to Bea.) O Sir! I be glad to see you!
Bea. I thank you good landlady: take good care

of my wife.
Land. That I will, Sir; she’s in the green cham-

ber, giving orders to her maid. And this young
gentleman is your son, I suppose. (turning, aud

courtesying to Wil.)
Bea. Yes, my good ma’am.
Land. Blessings on him! Ay! if he be like his

father, the blessings of the widow and the helpless
will rest upon him.—Youare going to the Sguire’s
I suppose ?

Bea. Yes, landlady ; how does the family do ?
Land. O lud, Sir! what an alter’d family it be!

the servants a-grumbling; the lady a-scolding; the
Squire himself going up and downlike a man pos-
sess’d, as they tell me, and can’t sleep in his bed 0’
ntghts for writing to dukes and lords and such
like, and tormenting himself, poor man,just to be
made a Sir or a Knight, or some nonsense or other
ef that kind:—and then all the poor children; it
grives me to see them like so many chickens that
have got no dam to gather them together, tho’ I’m
sure that dear good young lady doesall that she can
for them: I sees her every morning from the room
overhead, which overlooks their garden, walking
with them as if she were the mother of them all,
tho’ I warrant you she’s soon snubb’d into the
house again: O it grieves me to see them!
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Will. (eagerly.) In the room overhead did you
say ? and in the morning? aboutthis time?

Land. 1 don’t know if just at this very time.
Will. \ dare sheis. (going out eagerly.)
Bea. But you wanted to read that paragraph

about your friend, William, andhereis the news-
paper just come.

Will. (impatiently.) O hang it! not now: I
don’t care if I neverreadit. (Exit quickly.

Bea. (to Land.) And he can’t sleep in his bed,
they say, for writing letters to great people ?

Land. Yes Sir, so they say ; but there may be
other reasons for a man notresting in his bed.

Bea. And whatother reasons may there be?
Land, Sir, my grandfather was sexton of the pa-

trish, and would have thought nothing of digging
you a gravein a dark winter evening,or ringing the
church bell in the middle of the night, with never
a living creature near him but his dog andhislan-
tern, and I have myself sat up with dead corpses
ere now, and I can’t but say they alwayslay very

quietly when I was with them; therefore I’m not
a very likely person, you know, to give heed to

foolish stories about ghosts and such like. How-
somever, the servants say that they hear strange
noises since their new lady came home; and some
of them swears that they have heard their late lady’s
footsteps walking along the hall in the middle of
the night, as plainly as when she was alive.

Bea. Thatis strange enough,landlady,
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Land. To be sure it is, Sir, but what shall we

say against it; for if miser’s come back to the
world again to look after their gold, why may not
a mother come back to it again to look after her
children, oppress’d by a hard hearted step-mother?

Bea. Indeed, it would be difficult in this case

to gainsay it. But let us have coffee in the next
room, I pray you, as soon as you can.

Land. Immediately, Sir. (Exit Landlady.
Bea. This is a strange untoward account that

our good landlady gives us of the family. One
can find out, however, that domestic comfort is no

more the lot of poor Seabright—butweshall sce
when we go to him whatstate heis in.

Mor. You will see yourself then, for I shan’t go
to him atall.

Bea. No! don’t say so, my good friend: he was
an affectionate husband to your niece, and an in-

dulgent father to her children: (Mor. shakes his
head.) When his wife died, his old habits were

broken up ; heis of an aspiring disposition; a high
alliance and a borough presented themselves to

him, and he fell into the snare. (Mor. sti// shakes
his head.) He has married a woman who is narrow
minded naturally; but that disposition has been
strengthened by circumstances: she has long been
left, as a single woman, to support high rank upon
a very small income, andhas lived much with those
to whom begging andsolicitations are no disgrace:

differently circumstanced she might have been
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more respectable, and when differently circum-
stanced she may Becomeso.

Mor. Goto him thyself, Beaumont: I am an
old man; mylife’s bark has been long buffeted
about on a stormy sea, and I have seen cruel

sights. I do not look upon my fellow-men with
the same gentle eye as thou dost: I cannot love
them myself, but lL love thee because thou dostit:

so e’en take me home to thine own house ; no

other house will I enter ; and let me have an arm

chair by thy fire-side to end my days in, where I
may sit at my ease and grumble at the whole hu-
man race.

Bea. No, no! you shall see all yourrelations;
and love them too, and do what 1s nght by every
one of them.

Mor. Do it for me then: I can’t be troubled

with it. Take my fortune into your own hands,
and dispose of it as you please.

Bea. No; you shall do it yourself; and the

blessings of those you bestow it upon shall fall
on your own head undivided and unintercepted.

‘Mor. 1 will take the simplest and shortest way
of settling my fortune; I will give it all to your
son.

Bea. (stretching himself up with a proud smile.)
Yes, if he will have it.

(Enter William B. with great animation,
Will. Vve seen her father! I’ve seen her!
Bea. Who have you.seen?

5

 



A CCMEDY. 41?

Will. My cousin Sophy: She is in the garden
just now with all the children about her; and they
have pulled off her hat in their play, and she looks
so pretty—I—I mean good humour’d, and—

Bea, (smiling.) There is no harm in calling her
pretty, William.-—But Mr. Morgan has got some-
thing very serious to say to you: he wishesto settle
his fortune upon you:

Wil. His whole fortune upon me!
Mor. Yes, my brave William, every shilling of

it.

Will. What ! and Sophia andall the little Sea-
brights, who are as nearly related to you, to have
nothing?

Mor. it shall be all your own.
Will. (with great vehemence.) Hang me then ifJ

take one sixpence more than my ownshare!
Mor. Ah! I see how itis: lam a blasted tree

from which no sapling shoots: my grey hairs are
despised.

Will. O say not so; my good Sir! (bending one
knee tothe ground, and kissing the old man’s hand.)
{ will bow my head as affectionately beneath your
blessing as the most dutiful child. But you shall
have many children to respect and love you! and
ene of them—O youshall see one of them that
will make your heart leap with pleasure! (Aurrying

away.)

Bea. Where are you going in such haste?

Will. Never mind; [ll soon return. (Exit.

Vor. II. Ee
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Mor. (to Bea. wholooks significantly to him.) Yes,

myfriend, he was sent to you from him whohas
given you manyblessings.

Bea. But none like this. (fervently.) He is a
brave and upright spirit, passing with methro’
this world toa better. When he wasbut so high,
yea but so high, how hislittle heart would spurn at
all injustice!

(Zuter Mrs. Beaumont.)
Mrs. B. Where is William? .
Bea. He is gone over the way I believe to fetch

Sophiahere.
Mrs. B. Ym glad of that : I came here only to

see her, andI will never enter Seabright’s door
again, as long as I live.

Bea. “ As long as I live,” my dear, is a phrase of
very varied significations: it means the term of an
angry woman’s passion, or a fond woman’s fancy,
ora—

Mrs. B. Or a good man’s simplicity, Mr. Beau-
mont. Doyou think I will everenter the house
where that woman is the mistress; unfeeling, un-

delicate, uncivil?

Bea. But she won’t squander his fortune, how-
ever, and that isa good thing for the children.

Mrs. B. Poo, Mr. Beaumont! the wickedest

creature on earth has always your good word for
some precious qualityor other.

Beo. Well, my dear, and the wickedest creature

in the world always has something aboutit, that
shews whose creature it is---that shews we were all

6
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meant for a good end; and that there is a seed—a
springing place—a beginningforit in every body.

Mrs. B. It is a very small speck with her, then,
I’m sure, and would elude any body’s search but
your own.

Bea. Now, Mr. Morgan, don’t think hardly of
my wife’s disposition because she is angry at pre-
sent : I assure you she is a very good woman, and

has an excellent heart: Sheis in all things better

than myself, tho’ I’m of a more composed dispo-
sition.

Mrs. B. (softened.) My dear Beaumont! I chide
you as achild, and I honour you asa man! But
no more of this—Does William tell Sophia that
she is to meet her great-uncle here?

Mor. I hope he will not: I should wish to be
unknownfor some time, that I may observe and
determinefor myself, since you will make meact for
myself.

Bea. Go then into the next room with Mrs.
Beaumont: I’ll wait for them here, and if he has

not told her already, I'll desire him to concealit. I
hear them coming, (Hxeunt Mrs. B. and Morgan.

(Enter William B. leading in Sophia.)
Soph. But who are you taking meto see ?
Will. You shall know by-and-bye—But do stop

amoment, Sophy, and pull back the hat little
from your face; you look best with it so. (stop-
ping and putting her hat to rights.) That will do.—

And throw awaythat foolish basket out of your
hands (taking a fiswer basket from her, in which she

EE 2
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seems to have been gathering rose leaves, and throwing
it away.) and pray now hold up your heada little
better.

Soph. But whatis all this preparation for?
(Bea. who had retired to the bottom of the

stage, unobserved by them, now advances
softly behind Soph. and makes a sign to
William to be silent.)

Wil. Youare to see somebody that loves you
very much, and likes to see you look well, you
Enow ; youare to see your aunt.

Soph. But there is somebodyelse you told meof.

Wil. Yes, there is an old connexion of ours with

her; and pray now, Sophy, look pleasantly upon
him; for he is an old man, and has met with mis-

fortunes; he has been in toreign countries ; he has

been in prisons, and has had chains on hislegs.
Soph. O then, Iamsure I shall look upon him

kindly!
(Exeunt Soph. and Wil. followed at a distance

éy Beaumont.)

SCENE IL 4 large room in Seabright’s house.
Lady Sarahis discovered sitting by a table writing,
near the bottom of the stage.

Lady;S. There is so muchlight thrown across my
paper’ here, it makes me almost blind. Who's
there ?is it you, Pry?

(Enter Pryfrom the adjoining room.) °
Pry. Yes, my Lady; I sits in this room here

pretty often, for the servants are vulgar and rude
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to me, and my own room is so lonesome I can’t
bear to be in it. Not that I hear any of them
noises, excepting in the night time; yet I can’t help
thinking of it all day long when I am alone.—First
it comes to my door, “ lowe, lowe, lowe!” just like

a great bull: then it comes presently after, “ scrie,
scrie, scrie!” just like a raven, or a cock,or cat,

or any of those wild animals; and then for the
groans that it gives—O! an old jack that has not
been oil’d for a twelve-monthis a joketoit.

Lady §. (gravely.) Remove this table for me to
the other end of the room; it is too muchin the

sun here. (Pry removes the table near thefront of the
stage, and Lady S. sits down to write again, without
speaking; then looking up and seeing Pry still by her.)
Leave me. oo

Pry. I’m just going, my Lady. I believe I told
you, my Lady, that Robert tells me, the vicar al-

ways expects the present of a new gown and cas-
sock, when heis sent for to lay a ghost in any gen-
tee] house.

Lady S. Leave me, I say; Pll hear no more of
that nonsense at present. § (Exit Pry, and enter

Seabright.)
Sea. What has that absurd creature been chat-

tering about ?
Lady §. Still about those strange noises,
Sea. [thought so; every noise is a thief or a ghost

with her. Whoare you writing to?
Lady S. 1 am writing to Lady Puler, to beg she

will have the goodness to send me a few lines by
ER 3
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return of post, to let me know howher rheumatism
does: her husband, you know, may haveit in his
powerto serve you.

Sea. (nodding.) That is very right, my dear.
Lady §. And hereis a letter I have just written

to Lady Mary Markly: she is a spiteful toad, and
J never could endure her; but she is going to be

married for the third time to a near relation of the
minister’s, and it will be proper in me, you know,

_ to be very muchinterested in her approaching hap-
piness.

Sea. Yes, perfectly right, my dear LadySarah ;
Y won’t interrupt you. (sits down.)

Lady S. Indeed, my dear Seabright, I have been
in the habit of studying these things, and I know
how to make my account init. If people would
but attend to it, every acquaintance that they
make, every letter that they write, every dinner
that they give, might be made to turn to some ad-
vantage.

Sea. (hastily, an marks of disgust.) No, no!
that is carrying it tco far!

Lady §. Not at all, Mr. Seabright! I sent a
basket of the best fruit in your garden this morn-
ing even to old Mrs. Pewterer, the Mayor of Crock-
dale’s mother-in-law, and I dare say it won't be
thrown away.

Sea. (smiling.) Well, that, however, was very
well thought of, But I interrupt you. (she contis
nues to write, and he sits musing “or some time, then
speaking to himse/f.) A baronct of Great Britain and
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seven thousand a year! (smiling to himse{f.) Ay,
that would be a resting place at which I could put
up my horses and say, I have doneenough. A
baronet of Great Britain, and seven thousand a
year|

Lady S. (looking up from her paper.) A baronet
of Great Britain you will soon be; this day’s post,
I trust, will inform you of that honour being con-
ferred upon you; but the seven thousanda year,
I wish we were as sure of having that addedtoit.

Sea. I wish we were; but Mr. Plausible has been

with melast night, and has pointed out a way to
me, in which, by venturing a considerable capital
on very small risk, a most prodigious gain might be
made; andin which, moneylaid out—

. Lady 8. (interrupting him eagerly.) Will neverre-
turn any more! . (getting up afarmed.) Pray, pray,

my dear Seabright, don’t frighten me! The very
idea of such a scheme will throw me into-afit—

Don’t let that man enter the house any mere-—he
is a dark-eyed, needy-looking man—don't let him
come here any more. |

Sea. Why what alarms youso “ptich? heisisa
very uncommon man, and a man of ‘genius; -s4°- ~

Lady 8. Keep him out ofthe. housethen, for

heaven’s sake! there is never any goad got by ad-
mitting men of genius; and you may keep them
all out of your house, I’m sure, without being very
inhospitable.

Sea, Your over-caution will be a clog upon my
fortune

EF A
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Lady §. A clog upon your fortune, Mr. Sea~
bright! Am not J doing every thing that a woman
can do to advance it? am not I writing letters for
you? making intimacies for you? paying visits for
you? teazing every body that is related to me
within the fiftieth degree of consanguinity for
you ?—andis this being a clog upon your fortune?

Sea. Weil, well! we shall see whatit all comesto.
Lady S. Yes, we shall see; this very post will

inform you of our success; I’m sure of it; and see,
hereare theletters. .

(Enter Pry with letters, which she gives to
Sea.; and then puts one down on thz table

for Lady Sarah, who is so busy looking at
Seabright’s that she does not perczive it.)

Lady S. (to Pry, wo seems inclined to stay.) Don’t
wait; I shall call when I want you. (Exit Pry.

Sea. (opening a letter and running his eye over it
eagerly.) Hang it! it is about the altering of a turn-
pike road. (throws it away impaticntly, and opens
another letter which he reads in like manner.) Stuff
and nonsense about friendship, and old acquaint-
ance, and soon! What a parcel of fools there are
in the worid! fia! what seal is this? (opening ano-
ther letter eagerly.) Hell and the devil! it is a letter
from your brother, and oniy a commenplace letter
of compliment, with never a word on the subject!

(Tearing the ‘tiers 2 a “ere, and strewing them upon
thefloor.) Carsed oe pen, ink, and paper, and every
one that puts ius tcuct in them!  
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Lady S. Don’t destroy the blank sides of your
jecters, Mr. Seabright, they will do to write notes

upon.
Sea. OQ confound your little minute economy,

Lady Sarah! it comes across me every now and
then like the creeping of a spider: it makes me
mad.

Lady S. (putting aside her papers, much offended.)
I think I need scarcely give myself the trouble of
writing any more to-day. (seeing the letter on her
table.) Ha! a letter from my brother to me! (open-
ing it.) and a later date I fancy than that which
you have received. (reads it with her countenance
| brightening up.)

Sea. (looking eagerly at her.) What’s in it? (she is
silent.) What’s in it? for God’s sake tell me!

— Lady 8. (going up to him with a smiling face, and
an affected formal courtesy.) \ have the honour to
congratulate Sir Anthony Seabright.

Sea. Is it really so? Is it really so? Let mesee,
let mesee. (snatches the letterfrom her and readsit.)
O it is so in very truth!—Give me your hand, my
dear Lady Sarah! and give mea kiss too. (kisses
her on one cheek, and she graciously turns to him the
other.) O one will do very well.—Where are all the
children? let every soul in the house come about
me!—No, no, no! let me be decent; let me be
moderate.

(Enter Plausible.)
Sea. (voing up joyfully to him.) How do you do?

how do you do, my very goodfriend?
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Lady §. (palling Sea. by the sleeve.) You know
you are engaged; you can’t speak withany body at
present.

‘Sea. Ecan do all I have to do very well, and give
s quarter of an hour to Mr. Plausible, notwith-
standing.

Lady §. (stillpulling him.) You have manyletters
to write, and manyother things.—You understand
me ? ‘

Plau. 1 shall have the pleasure of calling then
10-Morrow morning. |
Lady $, He is engaged to-morrow morning.
Plan. And inthe eveningalso ?
Lady S. Yes, Sir, and every hour in the day.—

He has not yet laid out his fortune to such advan-
cage as will enable him to bestow quite so much
feisure thme upon his friends as Mr. Plausible.

Plauw. 1 can neverregret the leisure time I have
upon my hands, sinceit has given me an opportu-
nity of obliging your Ladyship: I have pracured
cle inestimable receipt for whitening linen witheut
soap that I mention’d to you, and I shall bring it
tO you to-morrow.

Eady S. Pray don’t take the trouble! Iam much
abliged to you: but we are all so much occupied!
(co Sea.) Are not you going to write by return of
post?

Sea. (to Plau.) fam really much engaged at pre-
sent: the King has been graciously pleased, tho’
most unworthy of it, and most unlook’d for on my
part, to honour me with the dignity of a baronet af
Great Britain.
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Plau. 1 rejoice, my dear Sir, I congratulate you
with all my heart; and I have the honourto con-

gratulate your Ladyship also.
- Lady S. (thank you, Sir—good morning—good
morning.

Sea. (to Piau.) Trifling as these things may be,
yet as a mark of royal favour

Lady S. (impatiently.) Yes, yes; he knowsall
that well enough.—Good morning.(to Plau.) You,
will positively have no time to write your letters
by the return of post. {to Sea. pulling him away,
who bows to Plau. and goes with her unwillingly.
Turning round suddenly to Plau. as they arejust going
out.) Whitening linen without soap ?

Plau. Yes, Madam; and no expenceof any kind
in the business.
Lady $. When youare passing this way, at any

rate, I should be glad to lookatit.

Plau. \ shall have the honourverysoon ofcalling
upon your Ladyship.

Lady S. You are very obliging. Youwill excuse
us; you will excuse us, Mr. Plausible; we are
really obliged to be extremely rude to you.

(Exeunt Lady §. and Sea.)
Plau. (alone.) Ha, ha, ha! I shall keep holdstill.

I find.
(Enter Prowler, looking cautiously about. as fe

enters.)
What do you want?
» Pro. Unless you wantto belaid up by the heels,
con’t go out of this house by the same door that
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you enter’d it. Ihave waited in the passage here

to tell you.

Plau. Ha! have they found me out?

Pro. Yes, by myfaith, there are two as ugly look-

ing fellows waiting for you at the front entry as ever

made a poor debtor’s heart quake. Thereis surely

some back doorin this house.

(Enter Robert.)

(to Rob.) My good friend, { want to know where

we can find a back way out of this house.

Rob. And I want to know when I am to have the

crown I intrusted to you.
Pro. To me, Sir?

Rob. Yes, to you, Sir; and you knowit very

well, you do,
Pro, O! you are myfriend Robert, that I was

enquiringafter.
Rob. Yes, Sir; and I will have my money di-

rectly; for 1 know you are 3 cheat; I knowit by

your very face.
Pro. Ha, ha, ha! So you prefer having a crown

to-day to receiving ten guineas to-morrow.

Rob. Receiving ten fiddle-strings to-morrow! pay

me my crown directly.

Pro. Very well, with all my heart; but you must

sign me a paper, in the first place, giving upall

right to the ten guineas you areentitled to. (Ro-

bert Hesitates.) Nay, nay, I’m not such an ass as

you take me for: there is pen, ink, and paper;

( pointing to the table.) Sign me a right to the teg

guineas directly,
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Rob. (scratching his head.) Well, we'll let it stand
if you pleasetill another time.

Pre. I thought so: faith you’re too cunning for
me! But shew us the way to the back door,
quickly.

Rob. And should you like to come that way to-
morrow, when you -~bring me the money? shall
be sure to be in the wayto let you in.

Pro. Let us out by the back door to-day, and let
me in to-morrow by any door youplease.

(Exennt.

END OF THE THIRD ACT.
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ACT IV.

SCENEI. Seabright’s dibrary. Enter Seabright,
as if from a short journey, aud the Eldest Boy run-
ning after him. :

Boy. O papa, papa! I’m glad you’re come back

again! And have you said over yourspeech to the

Parliament? and did they say any fine speeches

back again to you?

Sea. Go away, George: I’m fatigued; I can’t
speak to you now.

(Enter Robert.)
Rob. Won’t your honour have some refreshment

after your journey? My Ladyis gone outan air-

ing; you had better have something.
Sea. No, nothing, Robert—A glass of water, if

you please. (sits down grave and dispirited, whilst

Robert fetches the water, and the Boy

plays about the room.)
Rob. (presenting the water.) ll warrant now that

you have had a poweroffine talking in this Parlia-
ment house; and I warrant your honour’s speech

was as well regarded as anyofit.
Sea. 1 thank you, Robert: I am fatigued, and

would be alone for a little: take that boy away in
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your hand. (Exeunt Rob.and the Boy, and Sea.
vemains sometime musing with a dissatisfiedface; thex
speaking to himself.) «The conciseness with which
the Honourable Baronet who spokelast has treated
this question.” Ah! but I was,—-I was too concise!
The whole train of connecting and illustrative
thoughts, which I had been at so much pains, be-
fore hand, to fix and arrange in my head, vanish’d
from me as I rose to speak; and nothing ofall that
I had prepared presented itself before me, but the
mere heads of the subject, standing up barren and
bare, like so many detach’drocks in a desert lend.
(starting up.) This will never do! I’m sure I have
not spared myself: I have labour’d might and day
at this speech: I have work’d atit like a slave ina
mine; and yet, when I came to the push, it de-
ceived me. (shaking his head.) This will never
do! let me rest satisfied with what I have got, and

think of being a speaker no more. (stands des-
pondingly for a little while, with his arms across, then
suddenly becoming animated.) No! I will not give
itup! Isaw an old school-fellow of mine in the
lobby, as I went out, who whisper’d to the person
standing next him as I pass’d, that I was his towns-
man. Does not this look as if my speech, even such
as I was enabled to giveit, had becn approved of ?
O, I will not give it up! This is the only way to
high distinction: I must drudge and labourstill.
Heigh ho! (yawning grievously. A gentle tap is
heard at the door.) Who's there? (axgri/y.)

Soph. (without.) MayI come in, papa?
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Sea. Yes, yes; but whit de you wani?
(Enter Sophia, timic'y.):

Soph. I only come, my dear Si, to see how you
do after your journey. But you don’t look well,
papa: you don’t look happy: has any thing dis-
tress’d you?

Sea. No, my goodgirl.
Soph. (kissing his hand.) 1 thank you, papa, for

calling me your good girl: I was your goodgirl.
Sea. Andareso still, my dear Sophia; but you

must sometimes excuse me; I am not very happy.
Soph. Ah papa! I know what makes you un-

happy.

Sea. (shaking his head.) Thou dost not! thou
dost not !

Sopk. Ah but I do! and nobody told it me nei-
ther—I can just see it my ownself. You are giv-
ing yourself a great deal of trouble, and courting
very proud and very disagreeable people, for what
you very probably won’t get; and you are grieved
to think that Lady Sarah does nottreat us so kindly
as she might do. But don’t be unhappy: don’t
court those proud people any more: you have
enoughto live upon as you used te do; and Lady
Sarah will be kinder to us by-and-bye. I know
she will; for she loves little Tony already; and if
she should not we will never complain.

Sea. (kissing her.) Mv sweet child! thou de-
servest—O thou deservest-more than I can ever do
tor thee !
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Soph. (gladly.) Do you say so, indeed? O then
do this for me!

Sea. Whatis it, Sophia?
Sopk. Trouble yourself no more with great peo-

ple, and studying of speeches for that odious Par-
liament ; and when Lady Sarah is out of the way,
let the children come and play about you again, as
they used to do.

Sea. (tenderly.) I thank you, my good child, but

you don’t understand these things. (Walks thought-
fully across the room, and then returns to her again.)
There is an office which Lord Allcrest has promised
to procure for me, that would bring me a consider-
able and permanent addition to my income; if I
once had that secured, I believe, in truth, it would

be no unwise thing in meto followyour advice.
Soph. O, my dear Sir, I hope you will haveit

then ! (skipping joyfully.) I hope you will haveit.
(Enter a Servant, and announces Sir Crafty

Supplecoat.)

Sea. Sir Crafty here! can any thing have hap-
pen’d for me?

Sopk. O if it should be the place!—Butshall I
go away? for I don’t like to see that man.

Sea. No, my dear, stay with me; I like to have
you beside me.

Soph. Then I will stayfor Iam happy now, and
I can look upon him boldly.

(Enter Sir Crafty Supplecoat.)
Sea. Sir Crafty, your servant; I’m very happy to

see you.
Vor. II. Fr
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Sir C. Your servant, Sir Anthony; I’m happy
in being able to pay you my respects.—Miss Sea-
bright I hope is well. (d0wing to Soph. who returns
his civility with chearfulness.) Indeed, Sir Anthony,
I have long’d ever since I heard your speech in the
House, which, for a maiden speech—Well, I will
not say what it was.—i have long’d to declare to
you the extreme pleasure I take in thefair career
that is now open’d before you, and in being permit-
ted to consider myself as one of yourfriends.

Sea. You do me great honour: I am infinitely
obliged to you. Myspeech indeed ought—it ought
to have (hesitating.)

Sir C. To have been just what it was, my dear
Baronet. Yourfriends enjoy’d it; and, let me say

it freely, without envy.
Sea. I am much flatter’d: their praises are—

are— (hesitating)

Sir C. Are proportion’d to their admiration, Sir
Anthony; and they have great pleasure in talking
of it.

Sea. (cager]y.) Ha! do they talk muchofit?
Sir C. Yes; more than I would venture to repeat

to you.

_ Sea. Friends, indeed, say manythings that ought ,
not to be believed.

_ Sir C. 1 assure you, your’s say many things
whichone of the qualities you so eminently possess
would not, perhaps, suffer you to believe. Elo-
quence—eloquence, my dear Sir—great things are

to be attain’d in this cougtry by eloquence. Elo-
2
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quence and high connexions give a man such velo-
city in moving, that nothing can stop his career.
But I oughtto tell you, by-the-bye, that old Saun-
ter is dead, unexpectedly; and that office, if it
indeed can be consider’d as any object to you now,
is ready for your acceptance.

Soph. (aside to S2a.) Is that the office, papa ?
Sea. Yes, child; hold your tongue. (aloud.) I

am obliged to youfor this intelligence, Sir Crafty :
an Office for hfe, tho’ not very considerable, is of
some consequence toa man who has a family of
children. (Soph.takes her father’s hand andpresses

it gratefully.)
Sir C. Ha, ha, ha! Sir Anthony Seabright, with

all his abilities and connexions,1s, like a very good

father, anxiousto provide for his family! I thought,
my dear Sir, such talents as your’s had generally
been accompanied with an aspiring temper; but
Lady Sarah’s prudent character, I perceive, has had
its effect upon you.

Sea. No, no; you are wrong.
Sir C. Nay, pardon meif I say that you also arg

wrong, in fixing yourself down,in the very begin-
ning of your career, as a quiet unaspiring man,
whois glad to be early provided for in a quiet, hum-
ble permanency: for this office, you know,is re-
garded as |

Sea. (interrupting him eagerly.) What, is it re-
garded in that light?

Sir C. It really is. Mr.Trotman, now promoted
toa peerage, and whose first speech, by-the-bye

FF 2
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very much resembled your own, refused it on that
very account; and Mr. Brown, and Mr. Wilson,

and Sir Samuel Soppet, and many other Misters
and Sirs, promoted to the same dignity, would never
have ‘got on, be assured, if thcy had thus fixed
themselves down at the very threshold of advance-
ment.

Sea. But I see no reason why accepting such an
office as this, should hinder one from advancing.

Sir C. I can give you no good reason for it, I
confess; but there have been certain places, time

out of mind, which have, some how or other, been

consider’d as indicative or otherwise of promotion,
and which stand up in the great field of honours
like finger posts in a wide track’d common, saying
*‘ this is the way to such a place:” they who are
once certain of those places, move on te the
others, for no earthly reason, that we can perceive,
but because they have been placed in thefirst; and
this you will readily allow is no time for innova-
tion. —

Sea. I believe there is something in what you
say.

Sir. G. There is so much in it, that if you can
find some less aspiring friend, to whom you can
with confidence give up this office, relying onhis
honourto assist you with the full weight of his in-
terest on all future occasions, I am sure you will
never think of accepting it.

Soph. (laying hold of herfather’s arm, and speaking
eagerly to Sir Crafty) Ah, but he will tho’) |
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Sea. Sophia, you forget yourself. - (she shrinks
| back abash’d.)

Sir C. (smiling.) It is an amiable weakness in
this interested age to forget yourself, and confined,
I believe, to young ladies alone.

Soph. (provoked and roused.) 1 believe, at least,

political baronets, tho’ not very old, do but seldom
fall into it. (archly.) And I know, papa, who this
friend is that will so kindly take this office off your
hands. Sir Crafty will name him to you by-and-
bye: it is a man whodoes not forget himself.

Sea. (displeased.) What is the meaning ofthis,
Sophia? I never saw you thus petulant before: I
beg of you to retire; Sir Crafty and I must not be
interrupted. “

Soph. I will retire, my dear Sir—but oh! (taking

her father’s hand and pressing it.) but oh!—you
know what I would say to you. (Exit, casting a

significant look to Seabright as she goes oni.)
Sea. (after a considerable pause.) Sir Crafty, there

is much in what you say, and I believe you are per-
fectly disinterested inthe advice you give me; but
I don’t know that I could justify myself to my
own mindin refusing this office.

Sir C. There are few meh less interested than
myself; I will say it, Sir Anthony; I will say it
proudly.—Pardon me, however, I do not presume
to advise you ; but hearing Lord Clacker, and the
Marquis of Lackland, and someothers, talking of
your speech, and the usual race of such abilities,
and so forth, many suggestions arose in my mind,

FF 3
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in regard to you, my dear Sir, which I very natu-
rally supposed just now might have presented them-
selves to your own.

Sea. Ha! did Lord Clacker and the Marquis of
Lackland talk of my speech, and my abili—]
mean the probable effects of my situation and con-
nexions?

Sir C. I assure you they spoke of both in a way
very gratifying for a friend, so much interested in
your promotion as I am, to hear—but remember,

I give you no advice: I am a young man,and apt,
perhaps, to be too sanguine where the admiration of
talents may mislead me: I am too presumptuous
to mention myopinionatall.

Sea. (taking his hand with warmth.) O no} I
like you the better for it! to be warmly sanguine
is characteristic and graceful in youth; and perhaps
this propensity does not more often mislead it than
the timorous caution of age—You mention’d a
friend to whom I might resign my pretensions. to
this office?

Sir C. I did, Sir Anthony; but I now feel an
embarrassment.—I’m sure it would never have en-
ter'd into my imagination to think of it. But will
you be kind enoughte take a turn with me in the
garden? there are some things that must be ex-
piain’d to you at length, lest you should atall mis-
conceiye what I am going to proposeto you.

(Exeunt,
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SCENE II. The servants’ hall; and Robert dis-
covered pulling some clothes out of a bag, and laugh-
ing to himself as he looks at them. Enter cook-
maid,

Cook. Are you here, Robert?
Rob. Yes, beef-drippings ; what do you want?
Cook. It is ghost-time, don’t you know? and

your nightfor it too.
Rob. Indeed!
Cook. Ay, indeed! I groan’d last night, and Gar-

dener the night before; so e’en take your own turn
when it comes to you: you wasthefirst contriver
of the plot.

Rob. Whydon’t you see me preparing, hussy?
I’m going to dress myself up this very night for
the grand contasterfy, as a learned person would
call it,

Cook. (clapping her hands.) O griskins and gravy,
but that be delightful! Are you to appear to her
to-night? |

Rob. Yes, wench; for mymasteris in town, and
is not expected back before to-morrow. (Holding
cut the clothes.) How do youlike this black robe?
Hasit not a smack ofthe devil in it?

Cook. Black! I thought you were to have been
all'in white, like my late lady, and to have threat-

en’d her for being so unkindto the children.
Rob. So I intended, Deborah; but I don’t know

how, a qualm came across my heart, and would
FF 4
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not let me make a mockery and a semblance ofmy
dearmistress; so we'll just make the devil do, my
fat Deborah; he’ll serve our turn well enough.

Cook. Yes; he serves many a turn,if all that 1s
said of him be true.

Rob. How do youlike that black hood with the
hornsto it? it is all my own contrivance.

Caok. O it will do hugeously!
Rob. And pray mix a little sooty grease for my

face, cooky; and Jet me have some brick-dust to
make a red staring ring round myeyes.

Cook. That I will in atrice! But where is your
tail, master devil? Will the jack-chain be of any
use to you?

Rob. No, ng! let her once have a good look of
my horns and my red staring eyes, and I warrant
you she’ll never miss mytail.

Cook. Good success to you!
Rob. I don’t doubt of success; for my lady has

lived a great part of herlife in an old castle in the
North, and has as good a notion of a ghost or a
goblin as most folks.

Cook. He, he, he! Some folks will be warm
enough to-night withoutfrying cutlets. Andbless
you, man! if Mrs. Pry should come in your way,
give her a claw for my sake.

Rob. Ornever doubt that, hussy !—And here, in

good time, comes Sharp to settle his part of the
business; for you know weare to give his master a
claw too, as well as Mrs. Pry.
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(Enter Sharp.)

Cook. Come away, Sharp; which of usall is to
visit your master’s chamber to night in the shape
of the lady that he jilted, as you told us of, be-
cause her rich uncle chose to marry whilst their

wedding clothes were a-making, and who tookit
so much to heart, poor thing! that she died soon

after of the small-pox ? I should not muchcare to
do it myself.

Sharp. No, cooky, we have a better plan than
that!

Cook. What is it, man?

Sharp. Tho’ he laughs at Miss Seabrightas girl
from the nursery, he has taken a strong desire to
know whethershe likes him or not; and, aboveall,

what fortune she is to have: now I have promised
to set Pry a talking to her lady about this, when
she puts her to bed to-night, and to place him.

snugly in the adjoining chamber where he may hear
every word that they say.

Rob. You have told him there 1s no: deere of
being discover’d, as that room is always kept
lock’d, and that you have stolen the key ot it?

Sharp. You may besure of that,
Rob. Then you maybe sure the devil won’t fail

to take that chamberon his way from Lady Sarah’s,
and pay his respects to him in passing. Come,
come! let us all set about it! I’ll dress in my own
garret.. Take some of those things in your hand.

(Giving cook some of the clothes ta carry, and
taking the rest himself.) (Excunt,
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SCENE III. Lady Sarah’s bed-room, almost dark,

with afeeble light thrown across the floor, asfrom a
badfire. Enter Sir Crafty Supplecoat aud Sharp,
stealing softly on their tiptoes.

Sir C. Hist, hist ! which is the door, Sharp?

Sharp. Never fear, Sir; come this way. (opening
the door of an adjoining room.) Goin, Sir, and fear
nothing. But you mustsit in the dark, and not be
inpatient: Pry wont fail to pump her lady, and
you'll hear every word that is said. (patting Sir

Crafty into the room, and pretending to lock
the door upon him, then exit laughing to him-

self as he gocs out.)

(Enter Lady Sarah, aud Pry carrying lights,

by the same door by which Sharp went out,

allowing him time to get out of the way.
without meeting him.

Pry. (setting downthe lights.) Well, I wish this
night were well over, for I had such strange dreams
fast night.
Lady S. Don’t trouble me with your dreams

now. Have you put all my muslin thingsinto the
press, and screw’d them well down? When the

creases are taken out of them, they will do perfectly
well to wear another day.

Pry. To be sure, my Lady; but for that old pet-
ticoat, if I do but touchit, it comes to pieces; it
gtieves me to see vour Ladyship dragging it about
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like a cobweb that the flies have been thro’; it

would tear up into such pretty handkerchiefs !
Lady S. Will it? as large as those 1 commonly

wear?

Pry. Ono! I don’t mean such handkerchiefs as

you would wear, my Lady, but just
Lady §. Don’t tease me now.—Have you heard

any of those noises to-night? (seating herself in a
chair near thefront of the stage.)

Pry. La no! my Lady ; did you hear any thing?

Lady §. No, nothing at all: why do you look so
frighten’d ?

Pry. I'm sure the very thoughts of it has made

my teeth to chatter like a spoon in an emptydish.
I never heard of such things being heard in any
house, except the old Castie of Allcrest, just before

the Earl, your grandfather, died. Mercy on us!
there was no suchnoises heard in ourvillage.

Lady S. Apparitions seldom visit people of low
condition, Pry.

Pry. God be praised for it! I hope this here will
be of the same wayof thinking. I would not be a
great lady and have ghosts grunting at my bed side
for the whole universal world. If you please, my

Lady, | should like to go up to Susan as soon as
may be, pardon myboldness,for she is asfrighten’d
as lam; and I may chance to meet something in
the stairs, if I am much later; and I know very
well, my Lady, you’re notafraid.

Lady §. No, I’m not afraid, but I don’t know

how—I have a little of I don’t know what, that has
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come upon me.—You had better sleep on the
couch by mybed to-night; I may want my drops
in the night time.—What o’clockisit?

Pry. (looking at a watch.) Mercy on us! it’s just
the very time when it begins—What’s. that ?

(alarmed.)
Lady §. Nothing: [heard nothing. (a Jong

pause; then a deep groan is heard from the bottom of
the stage.) Come, come! stand closer to me Pry.
(taking hold of Pry.) It hada strange, hollow, un-
natural sound.

Pry. Yes; just like a body speaking out of a
coffin.

(A pause, and then a second groan is heard,
louder than the first.)

Lady §. Stand closer still, I beseech you: that
was horrible! (putting out her hand, trembling.)
Whe—whe—where1s the bell-rope ?

Pry. Ola! you know well enough it hangs in
the other end of the room.

Lady §. Go pull it then: pull it violently. (Pry
hesitcics, and seems very unwilling to go.) Go, Isay!

(Pry goes; and as she is half way across the
room, another groan, followed by a terrible
howl, is heard, and she runs back again to
Lady Sarah.)

Lady §. O go and do it! for heaven’s sake! for
God’s sake! for mercy’s sake do it! (Pry thengoes

sidling across thefloor, looking on every side
with terror and suspicion, till she gets to the

bell rope whieh hangs by the head of the
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bed and near the doorof the room; when,
putting out her hand to pull it, Robert,
dressed like the devil, rises from behind a
great chair close to the bed. Pry screams
and runs out of the door, whilst he gives her
a tlaw in the passing, and then advances
towards the front of the stage to Lady
Sarah.)

Lady S. (shrinking back as he advances.) O come
no nearer, whatever thou be, thou black and hor-
rible sight! (Devil still advances.) O come no
nearer! in the holy nameof.

Devil. Baw! (giving a great howl, and still ad-
vancing.)

  

Lady S. In the blessed nameof.
Devil. Baw! (with another howl, and coming very

near her.)
Lady S. (falling upon her knees, and clafping her

hands together.) O, as thou art awful, be merciful !
O touch menot, for 1 am a miserable sinner!

Devil. Yea thou art---yea thou art---yea thou
art, and thou shalt smart. Il] deeds thou dost, and
thou shalt roast. (holding his great claw over her.)

Lady. S. (contracting all her body together, and
sinking down upon thefloor.) O, as thou art horrible,
be merciful! Whatshall I do? whatshall I do?

Devil. Be kind to thy husband’s children, or I
will tear—

Lady §. O yes, yes!
Devil. Give them good victuals, and good edu-

cation, and good ¢lothing, or I will tear thee—
Lady §. O yes, yes!
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Devil, And give no more good things to Tony
than the rest, or 1 will—— (starting back upon hear-
ing a loud knocking at the street-door.) Whiat’s that ?

Lady 8. (raising her head, and seeing himfarther
off.) No more good things to Tony than the rest!
It was no devil that spoke those words, I’m sure.

(taking courage, and getting up.)
Devil. (aside, after movingfarther off and listening.)

Faith Pll turn and give her a claw yet! I shall
never have another opportunity. (approaching her

again.)
Lady S. Get along! I know ysu well enough:

you -are no devil, but a rascally knave. - (setting
herself in a posture of defence, when a noise
is heard without, and he, taking alarm, makes

a hasty exit into the adjoining chamber.)
(Enter Seabright, and Pry comingfearfully after him.)

Sea. Where is this devil that Pry has beentel-
ling me of?

Lady 8. (pointing to the adjoining room.) Follow him
my dear Sir Anthony! Follow after the rascal.

(Exit Seabright into the adjoining room.)

Lady S. (calling to him.) Be suré you don’t let
hum escape.—Have you caught him yet?

Sea. (within) Yes, I’ve caught him
Lady S. Give him a good beating then; don’t

spare him! he’s a good brawnydevil! O don’t spare
him !
(Agreat scuffle is heard within,andSea. calls to Lady

S.) I'm dealing with him roughly enough, if that
will satisfy you. (he then calls out as if speaking to the
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Devil.) And take that, and that, and that too,
you diabolical rascal! You must have midnight
frolicks in my house, must you?

(Emer Sophia alatmed.)
Sophia. What is all this? did I not hear my fa-

ther’s voice ?
Lady S. (looking suspiciously at her.) Yes, you

know nothing of the matter, innocent lamb !

Pry. I hope my master will give him a sound
beating, for I know well enough it is that knave
Robert; { could smell the very stink of his tobacco
as he claw’d mein the passing.

Lady §. Drag him to the light, Sir Anthony,

let us see himstript of his devil’s skin. Ha! here
he comes.

(Enter Seabright dragging in Sir Crafty Supple-
coat, who is pulled along very unwillingly, and
hiding his face with his arm.)

Pry. Why that an’t like him neither. Come,
come! take down your arm, and let us see who you
are. (pulling down his arm, and discovering hisface.)

All. (exclaiming.) Sir Crafty Supplecoat!
Soph. (clapping her hands.) O Tm glad ofthat!

I’m so glad thatit is only Sir Crafty! I should have

been grieved indeed if it had been poor Robert.

And soit is you Sir Crafty! ha, ha, ha, ha! (47

join her in laughing heartily, whilst Robert,

having pulled off his devil's dress, enters ac-

companied by Sharp and some of ice other

servants, and joins also in the laugh.)
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Lady §. (going up to Sir Crafty with great indig-
nation.) And so, Sir Crafty Supplecoat, it is to your
midnight mummery I am indebted for the stern
and solemn threatenings I have received! I have
been visited I find bya devil of consequence.
Your earnest zeal for my reformation is, indeed,
very flattering.

Sea. Sir Crafty, mean and despicable as you
must appear to me, I have too muchrespect for

your situation in life to expose you any longer to
this open humiliation and, disgrace: Come with
me to my dressing room.

Sir C. I protest to you Sir Anthony, and to
Lady Sarah, and to all the world if they were here
present, that Iam in no wise concern’d in what you

suspect me of. .
Lady 8. O certainly you protest, Sir Crafty!

but do you think that will pass upon me? Have I
not known you since you were a boy but so high,
with all your little, artful, wriggling, under-hand
ways of getting your play fellows’ toys from them,
which I always despised and contemned? To be
sure, you will protest any thing, and in the politest
manner too: you will send a message to Sir An-
thony to-morrow morning, I make no doubt, to
enquire how he does ; and to hopethathisfists are
not too much fatigued with their last night’s ex-
ertions. (all the servants laugh again.)

Sea. Come, come, this is too bad! Retire with
me, SirCrafty; you can say nothing for yourself at
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this moment. I am sorry I have rib-roasted you
so unmercifully ; can you waik?

Sir G. (very shortly.) Yvs, yes.
Rob. O we'll help his honour. (going up with

Sharp, very provokingly, to assist him.)
Sir C. Keep off; scoundrels! you are at the bot-

tom ofall this. (Avemit Seabright leading out Sir
Crafty in a very rueful plight, followed by
Lady Sarah and Sophia, and the servants,

endeavouring to stifle their laughter.)

SCENE IV. Seabright’s “drary. A great noise
and confusion of voices is heard without.

Seabright. (speaking without.) Torment me no
more with these things! I will hear no more com-

plaints, and no more explanations! let me have
peace, I beseech you, in mine own house, for one
half hour at least. (He enters much disturb’d, shut-
ting the door violently behind him, and pacing up and
down the room, sometimes muttering to himself, and some-
times speaking aloud.) What! is there no getting on in
this upward path of honour, unless we tear our way
throughall these briars and nettles?—-Contention
and misery at home! is this the price we pay for ho-
nour and distinction in the world? Would noho-
nours take raot on my untoward soil, till I had
grubb’d up every sprig and shoot of comfort to
make room for them? It were better to be a pan-

niered jack-ass, and pick up my scanty provender

Vou. II. Ge
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from the ditch, than be a garter’d peer in such a
home as this.—I had once a home! (deating his
heel rapidly upon thefloor.)—Well, well, weil ! I have
push’d my bark from the shore, and I must take
wind andtide as they set.

(Enter Servant.)
Whocomesto disturb me now?

Ser. A packet, please your honour, from Mr.

Plausible.
Sea. (eagerly.) Ha! give it me. (Exit Ser.) Yes,

it is the plan. (tearing off the cover.) I hold in my
hand perhaps, that which shall put every domestic
arrangement on such an ample footing, as must ex-
tinguish these petty broils. (@ pause, and then his
countenance lightening up eagerly.) Ah, do | indeed
grasp in this handful of paper the embryo of my
future fortune? In faith I could almost believe
that Ido! Let me goto my closet and examine
it. ( Exit.

SCENE V. A room inthe inn. Enter Seabright
and Landlady speaking as they enter.

Sea. So, Mr. Plausible is not yet come?
Land. No, your honour, not as I know of.

There is adark-looking, lank gentleman in the
cow-yard, just now, asking our Bridget how many
pounds of butter may be made out of one cow’s
milk in a year, and such like, andsetting all that
she says down in his pocket book. He, he, he!
poor thing, she scarcely knows a cowfrom a sheep,
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by reason that she is but a poor pea-picking girl
from St. Giles’s, that has scarcely been a monthin
the country; howsomever, he gets wonderfully on
with his information.

Sea. Ay, that is him: he has a talent for picking
up information upon every subject, and from every
body: pray let him knowI am here. (#xit Land.)—
(After musing a little while.) Ten thousand a-year!
and the risk of failing buta mere trifle, not to be
taken into the calculation. And his reasons are
good, obvious, and convincing. But let me be mo-

derate now: let me suppese that it on'y brings me
in six thousand a-year; even that will entitle me
to a peerage.

(Enter Plausible.)
Plau. T have a request to make to you, Sir An-

thony ?
Sea. What 1s that, my dear Plausible ?

Plau. When you purchase the large estate in

Shropshire, will you let me have an easy lease of a
good pasture farm or two upon it? It will bea
country retirement for me; and I find oncalcula-
tion that 2 hundred milk-cows, well fed and well

managed, will bring inno contemptible revenue.
Sea. (smiling.) You talk of this estate with great

confidence, Piausible.

Plau. Nay, Lam only certain of putting the mo-
ney to buy it into your pocket; you will pur-

chase it or not, as you please.
Sea. I begin, indeed,to think favourably of your.

scheme, and I appointed you to meet me here,
G G2
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that we might not he interrupted by LadySarah.

Womenyou know are timorous, and have no idea

of encreasing a fortune except by saving. We

shall look over your calculations together. If salt

is raised but one penny in the pound, how many

thousands do I put in my pocket f

Plau. This paper will inform you exactly. And

you:see I have put but one penny upon the pound;

for salt being a necessary oflife, greatly to increase

its price would be hard and unfeeling; it would

make you unpopular in the country, and in the

end create a resistance detrimental to its own ends.

I am for moderate and sure gains.

Sea. (taking the paper.) Lesteem you for it; my

ideas coincide with yours most perfectly in this

particular: and the paper also in which you have

drawn out your plan for buying up the rock-salt, I

should be glad to look overthat.

Play. Hereit is in my pocket.

(Enter Beaumont and William Beaumont.)

Sea. (angrily.) Who comes now? O itis you,

Beaumont. Weare busy; I shall come to you by-

and-bye, but at present I cannotbeinterrupted.

Bea. J must speak with you, myfriend.

Sea. Not at present —you see | am engaged.

Bea. (beckoning him.) But one word in your

ear, I beseech you. |

Sea. Yes, by-and-bye; at present I am busy

with affairs of importance.
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Bea. By-and-bye will, perhaps, be too late; I
must speak with you immediately. (beckoning him

again.)
Sea. (smpatenily.) Y cannot speak with you just

now, Beaumont, and1 will not.
Bea. No, no! you will. If there be any Icve

of God orany love of man in yourheart, you will
speak with me.

Sea. (softened.) Well then. (goes to Beaumont,
who whispers in his ear and endeavours to draw hi:
away.) No,I won’t go with you, Beaumont, to be
retarded and cross’d with yourfears and suspicions:
Speak out boldly, and Mr. Plausible will answer
for himself. (smiling to Plau.) I believe we must
explain our plan to this good friend of mine, for he
thinks you are going to ruin me, and he is miser-
ably afraid of projectors; ha,ha, ha!

Plau. (smiling placidly.) 1 esteem him for the in-

terest he takes in his friend, and I don’t condemn

his suspicions: there are so many absurd schemes
in the world, that it is prudent to be distrustful ,
but I will shew himthe firm ground on which we
rest, and he will be satisfied. Dome the honour,

my dear Sir, to sit dowa by me, and I’explain
it to you. (to Beau.)

Bea. Pray don’t take that trouble, Mr. Plau-
sible: I have no information for enabling me to
judge of it: my mind has beenlittle exercised in

regard to the money affairs of the world. But
GG
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though Lam net amanof the world, I have one
or two things to say to myfriend that I wish htm
to attend to.

Sea. (smiling rather contemptuously.) Well, what
are they Beaumont? youare, indeed, not a man of
the world.

Bea. Every man whorisks his fortune in any
scheme,believes he has good groundsto rest upon:
they are such as appearfeasible to him.

Sea. Feasible! ours is certain.
Bea. (shaking his head.) A man whois anxious to

get rich is apt to let his judgment be imposed
upon, and forgets how many have fail’d in the
same track before him.

Sea. 1 wish those who are apt to give ad-
vice, would takethe same thing into their conside-
ration.

Bea, Nay, myfriend, there is a social influence
which weall have, even the meanest of us, over one

another, and there is more advice taken in the world

than you are aware of. But had every adviser from
the beginning of time fail’d before me,I will never
believe that he who pleadsto a father in behalfofhis
own children will speak without effect. Hear me
then; let him whostands alone, rumeveryrisk to
agerandize himself, but let a iather—O let the

father of a family consider!
Plau. You forget, my good Sir, that the father

of a family has a higher motive than any other man
to aggrandize himsel!,

w
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Sea. (vchemently.) Rather than not place my
children in thesituation I desire for them, I would
have no children atall.

Bea. (with warmth.) What, will you say ofcrea-
tures passing onward to the noblest destination,
you had rather they had never been, unless they
can gather up so much dust and trash on their way?
You think yourself an ambitious parent—O I
would be for them a thousand times more ambi-
tious than thou art.

Sea. Yes, you will shape your son’s fortune out
of the clouds, [ make no doubt. (smiling contempru-

ously.)
Will, B. (who has modestly kept behind, now

coming forward with spirit.) Wherever my fortune
may be shaped for me, to be the honest, well prin-

cipled son of an honest, and goodfather, is a dis-
tinction I would not give up for all that you, and
men like you, are scrambling for. (turning to
Beau.) Come away, father; they but mock at
what you say.

Bea. Let him mock if he will, but let him hear

me.
Plau. He will hear your advice with great plea-

sure from the pulpit, Mr. Beaumont.
Will. B. It would have been happy for the unfor-

tunate men who have listened to yours, Mr. Plau-
sible, if they had received it from the sameplace.

(pulling Beaumont away.) Come away,father, you
but waste words upon them.

GG4
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Bea. Nay, I would yet try if there is not some
heart in him to be moved.

Sea. My dear Beaumont, you are a very good
man, but you know nothing of the matter.

Will. B. (pulling away his father.) Leave them,
leave them, Sir! Good man,as he contemptuously

calls you, you are also wise enoughfor me: and I
would not exchange fathers with the proudest
young lord in the kingdom. (Exeunt Beau. and

Will. B. Will. putting his father’s arm
provd’y under his, and walking off with
spirit.)

Plau. Weare obliged to that young dog, how-
ever, for taking him away.

Sea. Yes; but we will go to another room, for

he may return again. (Exeunt,

END GF THE FOURTH AvT.
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ACT V.

SCENE I. Seabright’s brary. He is discovered
sitting by a tablefast asleep, on which are scattered
letters and papers. Enter Pry softly behind on her
tiptoes, and making a long neck to see what he is
about.

Pry. (shaking her head piteously.) Poor man!

poor man! he can’t sleep in his bed o’nights, and
yet he has never committed any wicked crimes, that
I ever heard of.

Sea. (angrily, after speaking inarticulately to hiiiself
in-his sleep.) You don’t know my name! (wmutter-
ing again inarticulately.) The name of Lord Sea-
bright. (muttering again, whilst Pry slips still nearer
to him, listening with aface ofgreat curiosity.) Ican’t
walk in my robes any longer.—See how the crowd
stares at me; ha, ha, ha! (J/aughing uncouthly, and
Pry, drawing still nearer him, comes against a chair on

her way, the noise of which wakes him, and sheretires

precipitately.) What's that? (rubbing his eyes and
looking round.) It has been some noise in my dream,
Ah! would it had been a reality!—What a busy,
prosperous, animating world I have beenin for these

last two hours. (/ooking at his watch.) Ha! I have
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slept only a quarter of an hour; and I have enjoy<¢
as many honoursin that short ‘crm as would enrich
my life-time.—Shall they indeed enrich it -—Wise

men, in former ages, consider’d the visions of our
sleep as faintly sketching out what ts to happen,
ike trees and castles seen thro’ the morning mist,
before the brightening sun gives to them thedistinct
clearness of reality. (smiling auimatedly.) (n faith
E could almost believe it! ‘There is that invigor-
ating confidence within me whichsays I shall not
stop short at these paltry attainments—Abaronet!
every body now is a baronet—My soul disdains
the thought! (gives his chair a kick, and overturn-

ing it with a great notse,)
(Enter Pry alarmed.)

Pry. O ta, Sir! what is the matter?

Sea. What, are youup’Pry? Why are you out
of bed so late?

Pry. Making yourcoffee, Sir.
Sea. Did not. tell you to leave it on the lamp,

and go to bed?
Pry. Yes; but I thought it would keep warmer,

some how, if I sat by it myself.
Ses. '(aside.) Great fool! (aloud.) Let me have

some of it then; my head will be clearer afterwards
for writing. (Exit.

Pry. (shaking her head, and looking after him as he
goes out.) Poor man! he would have every body
to go to bed but himself. What has he got here
now? (looking at the papers ou the table.) Copies of
iciters to my Lord B—,and notes for a speech on the
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salt duties; and calculations——O lud, lud! What

a powerof trouble he doesgive himself! Poor man!
poor man! (Exit in a hurry, calling out as she goes.)
I just stay’d behind,Sir, to stir the fire for you,

SCENE If. 4 room in the inn. Enter Mrs. Beau-

mont avd Landlady, dy different sides.

Land. La, madam! here be the great Lord,

Lady Sarah Seabright’s brother, who wantsto see
you.

Mrs. B. Wants to see me? how comesthis great
condescension ?

Land. Y reckon, madam, that some misfortune

has befallen him, and that makes some folks won-

derfully well bred. I was juststanding at the door,
a few minutes ago, and thinking, to be sure, no-
thingat all of the matter, when who should I see

drive past but my Lord, just turning the corner
as he used to do to Sir Anthony’s gate. Well, I
thinks no more of the matter, when ina trice by

comes that saucy-looking gentleman of his, that
turns up his nose at myale, and puts letter into
his lord’s hand; upon which, after he had read it,

he desired his postillions to turn round and set him
down here. I’m as sure as I am a living woman
that something has happen’d, for he came into the
house with a face as white as my apron,

Mrs. B. And wants to see me?.

Land. Yes, madam; he ask’d first of all for Mr.

Beaumont, and finding he was walk’d out, he ask’d

next for you.
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Mrs. B. But how did he know we were here?
Land, La, madam! he saw your carriage in the

yard, and moreover your man told himthat his
master and mistress had stopp’d here, on their way
io Yorkshire, to see Sir Anthony’s children. But

here he comes, madam. Save us all! how proud
and how vexed he iooks! (Exit,

(Enter Lord Alicrest.)

Lord A. Madam, 1 amsorry to find Mr. Beau-
mont is gone out: I had something of importance
to communicate to him, but I believe it will be
nearly the same thing if L impart it to you, I— I—
(seems embarrassed.)—it\s an unfortunateaffair. Asto

myself, [ have little to do with it; butit is right that

the near relations of Sir Anthony Seabright should
know, that his salt scheme has entirely fail’d, and

he is involved in utter ruin; they can communi-
este the dreadful tidings to him more properly than
f can.

Mrs. B. Weare obliged to you, my Lord ; it is
a piece of intelligence we have every day expected
to hear, but which does not certainly concern us
more nearly than yourself, as J, who «m Sir An-

tonys connexton, stand exactly in the same degree
of relation to him with your Lordship.
Levd A. You; my sister, indeed, would gratify

very foolishly a foolish inclination—but it is a
ecent thing, scareciy to be consider’d as a— a—
a— he had many cluldren oy yoursister, and lived
vaih her manyyears.

n
a
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Mrs. B. (smiling with great contempt.) 1 don’t
know, indeed, at what time, from the date of a
man’s marriage, he is entitled to claim affinity with
his wife’s relations: perhaps it varies with occur-
rences, and misfortunes certainly have no tendency
to shorten it.

Lord A. Madam, let me have the honourto in-

form you, that there is no term in which the chief
of a noble and ancient family can be contaminated
by the inferior alliances of those individuals who
belong to his family: such things are consider’d a8
mere adventitious circumstances.

Mrs. B. You teach me, my Lord, to make yery
nice distinctions ; andtherefore, whilst I pay all re-
spect to you as the representative of a noble family,
you must likewise permit me to express for you, as
an individual, sentiments of a very opposite nature.

Lord A. Good breeding, madam, will not per-
mit me to return such an answer as you deserve;

and therefore I will no longer intrude on your
time.

Mrs. B. A better excuse, perhaps, might be
found; but anyone will be periectly acceptable that
procures methe pleasure of wishing your Lordship
good morning.

(As Lord Al'crest is about to go out, enter
Beaumont az Morgan, aud prevent him.)

Bea. 1am sorry, my Lord, I was not in the way
when you did me the honourto enquire for me.

Lerd A. (passing him abruptly with a slight bow.)
Good morning, Sir; good morning.
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Bea.(going after him.) You are not going to leave
me thus, my Lord, angry and disturb’d a3 you ap-
pear to be? I cannot suffer any body,sman, woman,
or child, to leave me offended,if it be possible for
me to part with them on more amicable terms. I
flatter myself it is possible to do so on the present
occasion; I am sure, I am confident ofit, if you
will do me the honourto explain in what way I
can be useful to you.

Lord A. i came here, Sir, upon no concerns of
my own; and the conversation I have had the
honour to hold with this Lady, makes any ex-
planation of the business that brought me unne-
cessary.

Bea. But she is angry too, I perceive, and I will

have no explanation from her. I know already the

unfortunate affairs of poor Seabright; and I can

explain to myself the intention of your Lordship’s

visit: you must have the goodness to stay and hear

if lexplain it right. (taking him by the coat and pre-

venting himfrom going.) Nay, nay, my Lord! the
spirit of charity and of peace-making makesa well-
meaning man very bold,—youshall stay.

Lord A. (relenting, and turning back.) I do believe,

Mr. Beaumont, that you are a very good man, and

as such I respect you; but since you already know

the misfortune of Sir Anthony Seabright, and will,

from the dictates of your own good heart, open the

matter to him in the best mannerpossible, my bu-
siness with youis anticipated.
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Airs. B. Not, L believe, entirely, my Lord; for

he knowsnothingat all, as yet, of those nice dis-
tinctions between individual and family relation-
ship, which may be necessary to prevent him from
forming any unreasonable expectations from a no-
ble brother-in-law. I presume your Lordship means
to hurry back to town again, without seeing Sir
Anthony.

Bea. Hold your tongue, Susan; your spirit is

less mild than it ought to be, considering the warm

good heart it belongs to. It is not so: his lordship
did not intend returning to town without seeing
his distress’d friend; you are wrong in the very out-
set of your account. Is she not, my Lord?

Lord A. (confused and hesitating.) If my seeing
him could be of any real service, I should never—
I could not certainly have thought of returning
without seeing him.—But he has never attended
to my opinions: my advice has been disregarded—

and then, his damn’d vanity: he refused an office
the other day, which I would have procured for
him, that would have been a competencyfor life-—
it makes me mad to think ofit.

Bea. Ah, my Lord! he is in thatstate in which
a man’s errours should be remember’d on!y by him-

self: he is in adversity.

Lord A: He has thought only of himself, [’m

sure.
Bea. His connexion with your sister has, indeed,

been unlucky; and I can, in sera degree, sympa-

thize with your recentraent.
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Lord A. You mistake me, Sir; his connexion

with mysister is of no consequence to me; and |
shall take care that it shall be of as littie to her as
possible, for I will make her independent of him:
‘but children!—risking every thing on one single
stake, with a family of children!—I am provoked
beyond all measure when I think ofthis.

Mrs. B. (bridling up.) His children, my Lord—
Bea. Now pray, my dear, hold your tongue,if it

be possible! We are weak, passionate creatures,
why should we rub and fret one another thus? (‘a
Lord A.) I praise you much, my Lord, for the in-
terest you take in the children; but here is a good
man (poitting to Morgan.) who will——

Mor. Stop, stop, my good friend, and don’t now
lead me into anydiscussion upon this subject. I
am disturb’d, and uncomfortable, and unequal to
it. Take his Lordship by himself; and say to him
what you please forme. (o Mrs. B.) Come with
me, niece. (Exeunt Mor. and Mrs. B.

Bea. Let me ‘have the pleasure of attending
your Lordship into the fields, where we can take
a short turn or two, and speak of this subject at
length: I see strangers arrived; and it is noisy
here.

Lord A, Most willing}. (Exeunt.
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SCENE IIT. Seabright’s house. Enter Seabright,
followed by Saphia, the eldest boy, and the little
girl,

Soph. Indeed, papa, you are in such good hu-
mour this morning we can’t help following you.
[ hope we are not troublesome; if we are, I'll take
the children away.

Sea. No, my good children, you are not trou-
‘blesome; you shan’t go away. (The children hang

on his coat, and look up in his face muck
pleased.)

. Soph. They are so glad to hang upon you again,
papa; and you are so good humour’d this morning!

Sea. J finish’d my papers last night; and I have
had some pleasant dreams too.—Thisis a chearful,
enlivening morning: every thing is if bright sun-
shine around us: it is like a day that wears good
fortune on its face:—and, perhaps, it does.

Soph. I hope it does: and now that you seem
so happy, papa, I would fain plead to youin be-
half of a poor good man, whois not very happy at
present.

Sea. And who is that?
Soph. Ah, you know very well; it is poor Ro-

bert. 1 know it was very wrongin him tofrighten
Lady Sarah; but he meantit for our good, and he
will break his heart if he is not allow’d to be with
us again.

Vout. If. H #
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Sea. Say no moreofthis at present, Sophia; and,

perhaps, by-and-bye, he may return to us again as

your ownservant.
Soph. Ha! (surprised.)
Sea. Yes, my sweet girl; I will be very liberal to

you and to all mychildren: I will make a good

amends to you for all that is past. (turning to the

boy.) And you, my goodboy, I must think of you

by-and-bye. Thou art become a stout boy, George:

Ict me look at thy face. (Jifting up his hairfrom his

forehead.) Ay,it is a comely face enough: it will

make a very good countenance for an admiral, or

a general, or even for the woolsack,if thine inclina-

tions should leadthee that way. Let me feel thy

weight too, young rogue. (taking him up in ls

arms.) Ah! would now that I could but know

the rank and eminence of the future man I hold

in these arms!

Soph. My dear Sir, you are so good to us, and

so good humoured this morning, I could wager

those letters by the post have brought you pleasant

news.
Sea. Letters by the post! I have received none.

Soph. Then you have not read them yet. You

slept so much longer than usual this morning,that

you were not up when they came, and they were

put on the table in the next room. (pointing off the
stage.)

Sea. Let me see them, then; if they bring me

any good news they are welcome. (Exit with a
light active step.)
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Soph. Now,children, did not I tell-you yesterday
that papa would love us again; and you see he has
begun to do it already. |

Boy. And. so he does, Sophy; and I’m sorry I
spoke so naughtily of him, for my heart jumps so
when he loves me! (ooking off the stage.) Butsee!
what is he about now, beating his forehead and
walking up and downsostrangely?

Soph. O dear! something is the matter. (£xit,
alarmed.)

Boy. (to little girl.) Now don’t ask me for those
marbles at present, Emma; I can’t find them, I

don’t know where they are. (ooking off the stage
again.) O how terrible he looks!

(Re-enter Seabright, with an openletter in his
hand, beating his head with his clench’d

hands, and tossing about his arm distract-

edly, followed by Sophia, who seems fright-
ened at him, and yet wishing to sooth him.
A long pause, in which he paces up and
down the stage followed by Sophia, whilst
the children run into a corner, frightened,

and stare at him.)

Soph. (after attempting in vain several times to

speak.) My father! my dear, dear father! (Ze stil

paces up and down withcat heeding her.) O if you

would but speak two words, and tell what is the

matter with you, my dear, dear Sir!
Sea. 1 am ruined, and deceived, and undone! [

ama bankrupt and a beggar!—I have made beggars

of you all!

KH 2
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Soph. O no, father ! that won’t be! for God’s

sake don’t take on so violently!

Sea. (still pacing up and down, followed by Soph.)

1 ama bankrupt and a beggar !—disgrace, and ridi-

cule, and contempt !—lIdeot, ideot, ideot ! O worse

than ideot!
Soph. Dear father !

(The children run and take hold of Sophia, as

shefollows him.)

Sea. Come not near me—come not near me,

children—I have made beggars of youall!

Soph. But we will come near you, my dear fa-

ther, and love you and bless you too, whatever you

have done. Ay, andif we are beggars, we will beg

with you, and beg for you cheerfully.

Sea. Oh, oh, oh! This is more than I can bear!

(Throws himself into a chatr, quite overcome,

whilst the children stand gazing on him,

and Sophia hangs over him affectionately.)

(Enter Lady Sarah.)

Lady $. What are you doing here, children ?—~

Whatis all this for?—What is the matter with

you, Sir Anthony ?—Noansweratall !|_Whatlet-

ter is this? (picks up the letter which Seabright had

dropt in his agitation, and reads it ; then breaking out

violently.) O, 1 told you it would come to this!—

I counsel’d you—I warn’d you—I beseech’d you.

O Sir Anthony! Sir Anthony! what devil tempted

you to such madness as this?
Soph. Oh, madam,do not upbraid him! See how

he is!
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J.ady §. 1 see howit is well enough: the devil,
the devil of ambition has tempted him—(going
nearer him with great vehkemence.) Did not [ tell
you that with prudence, and .management, and
economy, we should in the end amass a goodfor-
tune? but you mustbe in such a hurry to get rich!
—Oit would get the better of a saint’s spirit to
think how I have saved, and regulated, and laid
downrules for my houshold, and thatit should all
come to this!—To have watched, and toiled, and

fretted as I have done, and all to no purpose |—If
[did not begrudgethe very food that was consumed
inthe family !—Jf I did not try all mannerofre:
ceipts that the wife of the meanest citizen would
scarcely have thought of!—If I did not go a bar-
gain hunting thro’ every shop in London, and pur-
chase damaged muslins even for my own wearing!
—It is very hard—it is very hard indeed! (Surst-
ing into tears.) O it is enough to turn a woman’s
brains!

Sea. (starting up in avage.) By heavens, madam,
it is enough to turn a man’s brains to think, that,

in addition to the ruin [ have brought upon myself
and my children, I have taken to my bosom—I
have set over their innocent heads, a hard-hearted,

narrow, avaricious woman, whose meanness makes
me contemptible, whose person and character I
despise !—This, madam, the spirit of ambition,
which you talk of, has tempted me to do, and
for this, more than all his other malice, I will curse

him } .
HH 3
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Soph. (endeavouring to sooth him.) Pray be not so
violent with her! she does not consider what shé
says—she did not intend to hurt you.

Lady §. Sir Anthony Seabright, you are a base
man and a deceiver: my brother shall know how
you have used me: he has made yow‘aMember of
Parliament and a Baronet.

Sea. Yes, anda contemptible fool, and a miser-
able wretch into the bargain. But no, no, no! I
have made myself so; I deserve my punishment.—

(Enter Lord Allcrest, Beaumont, Morgan, Mrs.

B. and William B.)

And here are more of my advisers and beseechers
come to visit me: advance, advance, good friends!
you are come to look upon a ruined man, and you
are gratified.

Bea. (going up to him affectionately.) No, my dear
Seabright ; in a very different spirit are we come:
we come to sympathize with you, and to console

you.
Sea. 1 hate sympathy, and I hate consolation !

You ate come, I suppose, to sympathize with me
too, my Lord, and to put me in mind ofthe
damn’d place [ have given up to that knave Sir
Crafty Supplecoat.

Lord A, No, Sit Anthony, I scorn to upbraid,
but I pretend neither to sympathize with you nor
to console you: Icome to rescue mysister from a
situation unworthy a daughter of the house of All-
crest, and she shall go home with me.

+
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Sea. Nay, by the sincerity of a miserable man,
but you do console me.—Take her 0’ God’s name!
I received ler not half so willingly as I resign her to
you again. (¢¢king LadySarah’s handto give herto, her

brother, which she pulls awayfrom him an-
grily, and goiug up to Lord Alicrest, gives

him her hand as an a& of her own.)
Lady §. Yf my brother will indeed have the

goodness!
Boy. (skipping joyfully.) Sophy! sister Sophy!

she is going awayfrom us! is not that nice?
Soph. Hush, George!
Sea. (to Mrs. B. on perceiving her smile to herself.)

Yes, madam, I make no doubt, butall this is very

amusing to you—you are also come, no doubt, to
bestow upon me your contribution of friendly
sympathy.

Mrs. B. Indeed, Sir Anthony, recollecting the
happiness you have enjoyed, and the womanthat
shared it with you, you are entitled to no small
portion of pity,

Bea. (to Mrs.B.) Fie upon it! fie uponit, Su-
san! can’t you hold out your handto him,and for-
give him nobly, without tacking those little un-
gracious recollections to it? (to Sea.) Indeed, my

dear Seabright, you look uponusall with the suspi-

cious eye of an unfortunate man, but we are truly

come to you in kindness and Christian simplicity ;

and we bring you comfort.
Sea. Yes, Beaumont, you come to me in simpli-

city. What comfort can you bring to me, ruined

HH 4
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as Iam? all my fair prospects blasted! all my ho-
nours disgraced! sunk even to obscurity and con-
tempt !---you are indeed comein great simplicity.

Bea. What comfort can we bring to you? does
grandeur and riches include the whole of human
happiness, that you should now feel yourself incon-
solable and hopeless? Cannot a quiet, modest re-
treat, independent of the bustle of the world,still
be a situation of comfort?

Sea. I know what you mean: contemptible,

slothful obscurity. .
Bea. You mistake me, Sir Anthony; respect-

able and useful privacy.
Sea. I understand you well enough: hopeless

and without object—I abhorit !
Bea. What, Seabright ! can a man with a fa-

mily to grow up aroundhim, be hopeless and with-

out objet? Come here children, and speak for

yourselves. (He takes the children in his hands, and

| encouraging Sophia to come forward, they
surround Seabright.)

Soph. (after endeavouring in vain to speak, and kiss-
tag her father’s hand tenderly.) OQ my dearfather!
in the loneliest cottage in England I could be
happy with you. I would keep it so neat and
comfortable, and do every thing for you so wil-

lingly; and the children would be so good, if you
would but love us enough to be happy with us!

Sea. (catching ker in his arms.) Come to my heart,
my admirable girl! thou truly hast found the way
to it, and astubborn s:nnatural heart it has been.—

 

-
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But Iwill love you all—yes. my children, [ will
love you enough to be happy with you. (pausing.)
I hope I shail—I think I shall.

Will. B. (eagerly.) Yes, you will! yes, you
will ! if there be one spark of a true manin your
breast, you will love them to the last beat of your
heart.

Bea. (smiling affectionately on his son.) Get away,
stripling ! your warmthinterrupts us.

Sea. O no! let him speak!—sayall of you what
you please to me now: Say any thing that will break
the current of my miserable thoughts; for we are
at this moment indulging fanciesasillusive as those
that formerly misled me ; even the cottage that we

talk of, a peaceful home for my children, is no
jonger in my power. :

Bea. (going up to Morgan.) Now,myfriend,this
is the time for you to step forth, and make a sub-
dued fatherandhis innocent children happy: bestow
your wealth liberally, and the blessings that will
fall upon your grey head, shall well reward the toils

and dangers that have earn’d it. (Leading him up
to Seabright.)

Sea. Ha! what stranger is this? I observed him
not before.

Bea. Speak for yourself now, Mr. Morgan, I
will do no more for you.

Sea. Mr. Morgan, the uncle ofmy Caroline !
Mor. Yes, Sir Anthony, and very muchdisposed,

jf you will give him leave, to---to love—to befriend
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—to be to you and yours---to be the uncle and

friend of you all. (speaking in a broken agitated
voice.)

Sea. O no! Iam unworthyto receive any thing
from you—-from the uncle of my much injured
wife ; but these children, Mr. Morgan---I am not
too proud to ask you to be a friend to them.

Bea. (hastily to Sea.) Poo, man! voi be: no

real goodness in you, if you cannot perce, » ihat
he must and will be a friend to yours! sso.
Come, come! give him a hand of icuowsiip !
(putting Seabright’s haud into Morgan’s.) Now, God

will bless you both!
Mor. If Sir Anthony wil permit an old man,

who has past thro’ many buitletings of fortune, to
draw his arm-chair by him in the evening of his
lite, and tell over the varied hardships he has met
with, he will cheer its gloom, and makeit pass
more pleasantly. (Sea. presses Morgan’s haad to

his breast, without speaking.)
Mrs. B. (to Mor.) Well said, and gracefully

said, my good uncle! did not I tell you, you would
go through your part well, if you would buttrust

io tiie dictates of your own good heart ?
Bea. O there is nobody, when he does whatis

noble andright, that does not find away of doing
it gracefully. /

Mrs. B. (to Sophia, who is going up timidly to
Mor.) Yes, that 1s right, my dear. Come, chil-

dren, (leadingthe children up to him.) gatherall about
him. Yes,take hold of him; don’t be afraid’ to
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touch him; it does young people good to pat the
cheeks of a benevolent old man. (Mor. embraces

them affectionately.)
Wil. B. (joining the children in caressing Mor.)—

My dear Mr. Morgan, I love you with all my soul!

——And my sweet Sophy—my good Sophy, don’t

you love him too?—She is such a good girl, Mr,

Morgan!
Mor. So she is, William; and she must have a

good husband by-and-bye to reward her. I dare

say we shall find some bodyor otherwilling to have

her. (smiling archly upon William, who looks

abashed; and letting go Sophy’s hand re.

tires behind.)
Sea. (to Mor.) I have now voice enough, my

generousfriend, to say that I am sensible of your

goodness: but there are feelings which depress

me——
Mor. Say no more aboutit, my good Sir; Tam

happy, and I would have every bodyto rejoice with

me.
Lord A. (to Mor. leading forward Lady Sarah.)

And every body does rejoice with you, my good

Sir. Permit me to assure you, that tho’, perhaps,

somewhat injured with the ways of the world, I

have not been an unfeeling ‘spectator of what has

pass’d; and I believe Lady Sarahalso has not looked

upon it with indifference. (turning to Sea.) Now,

Sir Anthony, I would,if possible, part friends with

you; and J have a favour to request, which will,if
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it is granted, make meforget every unpleasant thing
that has pass’d between us.

Sea. Mention it, my Lord; I will not willingly
refuse you.

Lord A. Mysister has just now told me, that
she will leave you withoutregret, if you will let her
have your youngest boy to live with her: I join my
request to her’s.

Boy. (eagerly.) What, take Tony away from us!
no but she shant tho’!

Sea. 1 am muchobliged to you, my Lord, and to
Lady Sarah also; but I cannot find in myheart to
divide my children. Heshall, however, visit herfre-
quently, if she will permit him; and if she will have

the goodness to forget the hasty words of a pas-
sionate man, andstill take an interest in any thing

that belongs to him, he will be gratified by it.
Soph. And I will visit Lady Sarah too, if she will

have the goodness to permit me.
Lady §. Uthank you, my dear; it is, perhaps,

more than I deserve. (fo Mrs. B.) And may I
hope, madam, that you will forget whatever un-
pleasant things may have pass’d between us?.

Bea. (interrupting his wife as she is about to speak.)
Nowanswerher pleasantly, my dear Susan! (Mrs.
B. smiles pleasantly, and gives her hand to Lady Sarah.)
Nowevery thing is right. O it isa pleasant thing
to find that there is some good in every hyman
being!

_ (Enter a Servant, and whispers to Bea.)
Is he here? let him enter then.

up
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Sea. Whois it? I cansee nebody now.
Bea. Don’t be alarmed: it is a friend of your’s,

who has offended you, and takes a very propersea-

son to be forgiven. It is one who durst not, in
your prosperity, shew you the extent of his attach-

ment; but he is now come, for he has already
open’d his mind to me upon hearing of your mis-
fortunes, to put into your hands, for the benefit of

your children, all the little money he has saved,
since he first began to lay up one mite after ano-
ther, and to call it his own property.

Sea. Who can that be? J did not think there

was a creature in the world that bore us so much

affection.

(Enter Robert, who starts back upon seeing

so many people.)
Bea. Come in, my good Robert: (taking his

hand and leading him forward.) thou need’st not
be ashamed to shew thy face here: there is nobody
here whowill not receive thee graciously, not even
Lady Sarahherself.

(The children and every body gather round
Robert.)

Sea. (coming forward with Bea.) Ah, my dear
Beaumont, what a charm there is in doing good!
it can give dignity to the meanest condition. Had
this unlucky scheme but succeeded, for if we

could have but weather’d it a little while longer

it must have succeeded, I should have been—

I think I should have been, munificent as a prince.
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Bea. Ah, no more of that, my dear friend! no
more of that! such thoughts are dangerous, and

the enemyis still at hand: chide the deceiver away
from you, even when he makes his appearance in
the fair form of virtue.

 

FINIS.
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