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Sit mihi fas audita loqui ! VIrGIL.
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COUNTESS of NARBONNE.
Covnt EDMUND, her Son.
FLORIAN, his Friend,
ADELIZA, an Orphan.
BENEDICT,
Friars.

MARTIN,
PETER, Porter of the Caftle.
MARTA, ;

Damfels attending the Countefs. Mutes.
ELINOR,
CHorvus of Orphans,
Cunorvs of Frars.

The Scene lies at the Caftle of Narbonne; partly on a Platform before the

Gate, partly in a Garden within the Walls,
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S CG'E N“E I.
A Platform before the Caflle.

FLORTAN.

“'i__ ;,"“."&T awful filence! How thefe antique towers

: And vacant courts chill the fufpended foul,
Till expectation wears the caft of fear;
And fear, half-ready to become devotion,
Mumbles a kind of mental orifon,
It knows not wherefore. What a kind of being
Is circumftance !
I am a foldier; and were yonder battlements
Garnith'd 'with 1“.IJE]'||'-.llll'l[‘-C.|.:'_:L'_l ;.'_'|!|'.1nn-:11{.-1'.:1[‘;'\|,
My daring breaft would bound with exultation,
And glorious hopes enliven this drear fcene.

Now dare not I fcarce tread to my own hearine,
Left echo borrow fuperftition’s tongue,
And feem to anfwer me, like one departed.
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I met a peafant, and enquir'd my way:
The carle, not rude of {peech, but like the tenant
OFf fome nig

)

w-haunted ruin, bore an afpeth
Of horror, worn to habitude. He bade

God blefs me; and E;-_-_','-.-'d on. [ wrg’d him farther:
Good mafter, cried he, go not to the caftle;

There forrow ever dwells and moping mifery.

I prefs’d him yet—None there, faid he, are welcome,
But now and then a mafs-prieft, and the poor;

To whom the pious Countefs deals her alms,

On covenant, that each revolving night

They beg of heav'n the health of her fon's foul
And of her own: but often as returns

The twentieth of September, they are bound

Faft from the midnight watch to pray till morn.—
More would he not difclofe, or knew not more.
—What precious mummery! Her fon in exile,
She waftes on monks and beggars his inheritance,
For his foul’s health! I never knew a wswoman
But lov’d our bodies or our fouls too well.

Each mafter whim maintains its hour of empire;
And obftinately faithful to its dictates,

With equal ardour, equal importunity,

They teafe us to be damn’d or to be fav'd,

I hate to love or pray too long,

§ € E N E I1.
PORTER of the Caftle, FLORIAN.

PORTER,
Methought
I heard a ftranger’s voice—mWhat lack you, fir?

FLORIAN.
Good fellow, who inhabits here?

PORTEHR.
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PORTER.
I do.

FLORIAN.

Belike this caftle is not thine.

PORTER,

Belike {o:
be it whofe it may, this is no haunt
lers and gallants—Pafs your way.

FILORIAN.
Is this your Gallic hoipitality ?
on my life, would not thus rudely

from her prefence a bewilder'd knight.

PO R T ER,

Thou know'ft my lady then ?~Thou know'ft her not,

Canft thou in hair-cloths vex thofe dainty limbs?
Canft thou, on reeking pavements and cold marble,
In meditation pafs the livelong night?

Canft mortify that flefh, my rofy minion,

And bid thy rebel appetite refrain

From goblets foaming wine, and coftly viands?
Thefe are the deeds, my youngfter, muft draw down
My lady’s ever-heav'n-direéted eye:

A O RTAN.
In footh, good friend, my knighthood is not {chool'd
In voluntary rigours—I can faft,
viar

ch fupperlefs, and make cold earth my pillow,
When my companions know no choicer fare;
But feldom rooft in churches, or reject

The ready banquet, or a willing fair one.

Yor. 1. G

41
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PORTER:

Angels defend us! what a reprobate !

Yon mould'ring porch for fixteen years and more

Has not been ftruck with fuch unhallow’d founds.

Hence to thy lewd companions !

FLORTAN.
Father greybeard,
I cry you mercy; nor was't my iuntention

Fo wound vour reverence's f{mint-like orm:
But come, thou haft known other days—

Of banquetings and dancings—'Twas wot always thus.

canit tell

PO R-T.ER. ,
No, no—time was—my lord, the count of Narbonne,
A prolp'rous gentleman, were he alive,
We fhould not know thefe moping melancholies.
Heav'n reft his foul! I marvel not my lady
Cherithes his remembrance, for he was
'Comcl}- to fight, and wondrous goodly built.
They fay his fon count Edmund’s mainly like him.
Would thefe old arms, that ferv’d his grandfather,
Could once enfold him! 1 fhould part 1n peace.

FLORIAN.

What, if 1 bring thee tidings of count Edmund’

PORTER.
Mercy befall me!'—now my dream is out.
Laft night the raven croak’d, and from the bars
Of our lodge-fire flitted a meflenger—
I knew no good would follow—DBring you ill nidings,
Sir gentleman?
FLORIAN.
(This is a folemn fool, {/,yfﬁ',_u,
Or folemn knave)—Shouldft thou indeed rejoice
5 To
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T8

To fee count Edmund ! Would thy noble miftrefs
Spring with a mother’s joy to clafp her fon?

PORTEHR .
Oh! no, no, no.—He muft' not here—alas!
He muit not here fet foot—But tell me, ﬂ]';mgc['
I prithee fay, does my old mafter’s heir
Still breathe this vital air? Is he in France?
Is he within fome ten, or tw enty ]cugucs,
Or fifty? I am hearty yet, have all my limbs,
And I would make a wedry pilgrimage
To kifs his gracious hand, and at his feet
Lay my old bones—for here I ne'er muft fee him. [#eeps.

FLORTIAN,

ive a {oldier’s mirth.

ro
o
5

Thou good old man, fo
But fay, why Narbonne
Is banifh’d, driven by a ruthlefs mother?

heir from Narbonne's lands

P ORTERE.
Ah! fir, "tis hard indeed—but fpare his mother;
Such wirtue never dwelt in female form.
Count Edmund—but he was indeed a firipling,
A very lad—it was the trick of youth,
And we have all our fins, or we have had:
Yet ftill no pardon—Thiak'ft thou not my lord,
My late kind mafter, ere he knew my lady,
Wit not what woman was?—I warrant him—
But fo—count Edmund being not fixteen,
A lufty youth, his father’s very imag
Oh! he has play’d-me many a trick—Good fir,
Does my young mafter ever name old Peter?
Well I—but I prate—you muft forgive my age;
I come to th' point—Her name was Beatrice;
A roguifh eye—fhe ne'er would lock cn mse,
Or we had fav'd full many a woeful day!
Mark you me well?

Gz FLORTAN.
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FLOR.IAN.
I do.

PO Bk R
This Beatrice—
But hark! my lady comes—Retire a while
Beyond thofe yews—anon I'll tell you more.

L O RT AN
May 1 not greet her ¢
POR.T L R.
For my office, no:
*Twere forfeit of my badge to hold a parley
With one of near thy years. [Frorian withdraws.

fix in her hand, iffues from the

he COUNTESS i weeds, with

[Th’. £
caftle, accompanted by two maidens, and pafles over the [l
Jhe is gone FLORIAN returns.)

XT7T 2 s
FEHER

*Tis ever thus.
At break of morn fhe hies to yonder abbey,
And, proftrate o'er fome monumental ftone,
Seems more to wait her doom, than afk to fhun it.
The day is pafs'd in minift'ring to wants
Of health or means; the clofing eve behalds
New tears, new pr:z}'rs, or h:u__tg::a:'d meditation,
But if cold moonthine, di'(.-p'niu::r- every frown
Of thefe impending towers, invite her fteps,
She ilues forth.—Bethrew me, but I tremble,
When my own keys difcharge the drawbridge chains,
And rattle thro’ the caftle’s farmoft vaults.
Then have 1 feen this fad, this fober mourner,
With frantic gefture and diforder’d ftep—
But hufh—who moves up yonder avenue?
It is—no—iftay—i*faith! but it is he,
My lady’s confeflor, with friar Martin—

6 Quick
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Quick hie thee hence—Should that fame meddling monk
Obferve our conf'rence, there were fine work toward.

FLORIAN.

You will not leave wour tale unfimithed ?

PORTER
ut I will—A tale will pay no ftipend.
y wmters have 1 borne .this fiaff,
not lofe my porridge fot my prating.

EL ORTA N.

Well! but count Edmund—wo’t not hear of him?

PORTER.

blefs his name! at any leifure hour.

ev'ning, ere the fhutting of the gates,
Loiter about yon grange ; T'll come to thee.
So now, begone—away. [Exeunt feverally.

Si=GanBur e B I111.
BENEDICT, MARTIN.

BENEDICT.

Ayl Aift her, fift her—
As if T had not prob’d her very foul,
And wound me round her heart—I tell thee, brother,
This woman was not caft in human mould.
Ten fuch would foil a council, would unbuild
Our Roman church—In her devotion’s real.
Our beads, our hymns, our faints, amufe her not:
N\!}', not confi
Her darling fi
I have m: |
Seems to fleal meaning from her words.—She prays
Becaufe fhe feels, and feels, becaufc a finner,

flion, not repeating o'er

any charms for her.

prayine : not one wand’rine thought
ying g g

MARTIN.
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M ARTTN:

this untold tale,

What 15

That art cannot extraé, nor penance cleanfe?

[.ofs of a hufband, fixteen years enjoy'd,

And dead as many, could not ftamp fuch forrow,
Nor could the be his death’s artificer,

And now affeé to weep it I have heard,
fing, as he homeward rode, a l}a{_‘-',

That ch:
Chaf’d by the hounds, with fudden onfet {lew

Th' adventurous count.

BE NEDJCT.
*T'was fo; and yet, my brother,
My mind has more than once imputed blood
"To this inceflant mourner. Beatrice,
The damfel for whofe fake fhe holds in exile
Her only fon, has never, fince the night
Of his incontinence, been. feen aor heard of.

MARTIN,
*Tis clear, "tis clear; mor will her prudent tongue
Accufe its owner.
EENEDTITET,.
Judge not rafhly, brother.
I oft have thifted my difcourfe to murder:
She notes it mot. Her mufcles hold their place,
Nor difcompos’d, nor firm’d to fteadinefs.
No fudden fluthing, and no falt'ring lip:
Nor, tho' fhe pities, lifts fhe to her eyes
Her handkerchief, to palliate her diforder.
There the wound rankles not.—I fix'd on love,
The failure of the fex, and apteft caufe
Of each attendant crime—

MARTIN.
Ay, brother, there
We mafter all their craft, Touch but that flring—

BENEDICT.
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NEDTC T,
he own’d to me,
That, tho' of nature warm, the paffi

Did ne'er anticipate her choice,
Her hufband, fo ador’d and fo lamented,

Won not her fancy, till the nuptial rites

Still, brother, do you err.

on love

The count,

Had with the fling of pleafure taught her paffion.
This, with fuch modeft truth, and that truth heighten’d
By confcious fenfe, that holds deceit a weaknefs,

She utter’d, I would pawn my order’s credit

On her veracity.

MARTTN.
Then whither tum

To worm her fecret out?

BENEDICT.
I koow not that.
She will be filent, but fhe fcorns a falfehood.
And thus while frank on all things, but her fecret,
I know, I know it not.
MARTTIN.

Till the difclofe it,

Deny her abfolution,
BENEDICT.
She will take none:
Offer’d, fhe feoffs 1t; and, withheld, demands not:
Nay, vows fhe will not load her finking foul
With incantations,
MARTIN.
‘This is herefy;
Rank herefy; and holy church fhould note it.

BENEDICT,
Be patient, brother—Tho" of adamant
Her reafon, charity diffolves that rock,
—And furely we have tafted of the flream.

47

ay,
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e Y

il I..J.LJ

I nurf 53 form her ter

To fancy vifl
She mocks the
Her memory
Oft times it

53 and report them.

but truft me,

credulity
the' ¢
1 ebon night
ve known t C_IH

I_-‘u 1IN0 ]c};_’l 1 Ll
. e . ' -
For ]i‘:"h::!, ere the could combat its mnpretl

I too, tho' often n'd, relate my dreams,

And wondrous voices heard ; that fhe may think me ¢
At leaft an honeft bigot; nor remember

I tried to prafiife on her fears, and foil'd

Give o'er my purpole.

MAR T IN.

This 15 mafterly.

BENEDICT,
Poor maftery! when I am more in awe
Of my own penitent, than fhe of me,
is command; art, but a tool
y groveling fortune forces me to ufe.
Oh! were 1 feated high as my ambition,

I'd place this naked foot on necks of monarchs,
And make them bow to creeds myfelf would lapch at ¥,

* ,-'\|Z|,1'_:';;; to Sixtus :’[L:inhls.

MARTIN.
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MARTIN.
By humbler arts our mighty fabric rofe.
Win pow'r by craft; wear it with oftentation :
For confidence is half-fecurity.
Deluded men think bdldnefs, confecious fi
And grow the flaves of their own want of doubt.
Gain to the holy fee this fair domain :

A crimfon bonnet may reward vour :m];l
: : 3 i
A the rich harveft prove at laft your own.

BENE

Never, while Edmund lives. This man
Can ne'er be pious with fo many vis

Juftice i1s interwoven in her frame:
Nor will the wrone the fon fhe will not {e

not 3 vet miftrefs of 1

;_“-'1.!11 loves !Iin‘- .':i:-i TI:Z'.'['.H:\_',.‘
His ample exhi

5 v
-'"|1L.; l]:_".l|i_(_'~'. !I

te'er his father’s Jove

Gave blindly to will. Her alms, her L
Ularp’d frem her own waats, the fets aj
A 14 pnrl"'.ule c:l'.-l_\' for her ward,
'!-|1‘.|.|:;:; Adehz:
MARTTIN.
Say her fon were dead,
And veil'd—
B AN SR D TE T,
I pres the latter
ardour, Often as I uree it;
maiden’s ﬂuf‘l'uln:t_f cheel, and nature,

characters of glowing rofe

1 timid  withes.

13 I

frail ;

=N oratifi

15 [1;|i-r:.-:| i

irricane  of
«ct irony and fad, fhe wills. me
b, 1f cowls and icapularies

¢ charms all powerful to fubdue defirei

YVioL. ] H AMARTIN.
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MARTIN.
"Twere wifer fchool the maiden: lead the train
Of young ideas to a fancied object.
A mental fpoufe may fitl her hov'ring thoughts,
And bar their fixing on fome earthly lover.

BENEDICT.
This is already done—but Edmund’s death
Were hopes more folid—
M A R T IN.
Firft report him dead:
His letters intercepted—

BENEDICT.
Greatly thought,
Thou true fon of the church!—And lo! where comes
Our patronefs—Leave me; I will not lofe
An inftant, I will found her inmoft foul;
And mould it to the moment of projeftion. [Exit MARTIN.
[BexNEDICT refires within. the cafife.

B G B INEGE IV,
COUNTESS, Two MaipeEns.

C oYU NTESS
Hafte thee, Maria, to the weftern tower,
And learn if th' aged pilgrim dozes yet.
You, Elinor, attend my little orphans,
And when their talk is done, prepare their breakfaft.
But fcant th® allowance of the red-hair'd urchin,
That maim'd the poor man’s cur—Ah! happy me! [The danfels gasm.
If fentiment, untutor’d by affliétion,
Had taught my temperate blood to feel for others,
Ere pity, perching on my mangled bofom,
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Like flies on wounded flefh, had made me fhrink
More with compunétion ‘than with {ympathy !
Alas! muft guilt then ground our wvery virtues?
Grow they on fin alone, and not on grace?
While Narbonne livid, my fully-fated {oul
Thought none unhappy—for it did not think!

In pleafures roll'd whole fummer funs away;
And if a penfive vifage crofs’'d my path,

I deem’d the wearer envious or ill-natur'd.
What anguith had I blefledly redrefs'd,

But that I was too blefs’d I —Well! peace 15 fled,
Ne'er to return! nor dare I fnap the thread

Of life, while mifery may want a friend.
Defpair and hell muft wait, while pity needs
My miniftry—Eternity has {cope

Enough to punith me, tho' I thould borrow

A fhort hours to facrifice to charity.

S - G EEaNIlresnm
BENEDICT, COUNTESS.

HENEDTE T
I fought you, lady.
CUNT E-55,
Happily 1'm found.

Who needs the widow’s mite?

BENEDIGCT
Noue afk your aid.
Your gracious forefight {till prevents occafion :
And your poor beadfman joys te meet your prefence,
Uncumber’d with a fuit. It pains my foul,
Oft as I tax your bounty, left I feem
A craving or immodeft almoner.

H2 COUNTE

on

S5
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No more of this, good father. I fulpeft not
One of vour holy order of E]Z”‘lﬁlﬂl."hlll:,;.
Sufpeét not me of loving fattery.

Pafs a few years, and 1 {hall be a L‘or;n-[.‘—-—-
Will flattery
Fill out thefe
Or at the {
And wvarnifh

then n

clothe my tkeleton,
jaws.?  Will't give me virtues ?
audit pafs for truth,

ftains ?

B ENLEDICT.
The church could feal
Your pardon—but you {corn it. In wour pride
! b ]

your dan Yours are Pagan virtues:

but as fuch condemn them.

praife them

COUNTESS.
Father, my crsmes are Pagan; my belief
Too erthodox to truft to erTing  man.
What! fhall I, foul with guilt, and felf-condemn’d,
Prefume to kneel, where angels kneel appal'd,
And plead a prieft’s certificate for pardon ?
While he, perchance, before my blafted eyes
Shall fink to woes, endlefs, unutterable,
For hm'i;lg fool'd me into that prefumption.

B EN-E DI G E
Is he to blame, trufting to what he grants ?

COUNTESS,

Am 1 to blame, not trufting what he grants?

BENEDIQCT,.
Yet faith—
COUNTESS.
I have it not—Why fhakes my foul
With
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With nightly terrors? as mine
Would ftart at n g *Tis- fi
Jeath would be felicity,

etrofpect. - What joys have I?

Were

What oftens, or what 1'i':_uu:|[]|.p {oothes
My a befom?—I h loft mv hufband:
My own decree has banifh’d my own fon.

B-E7N=E: 1Dl €T

it 1 dreamt your fon was with the bleffed.

Lait

COUNTESS

Would heav'n he were!
B E N=E«B € 7F.
h

Do you then wifh his death?

o N B85
I not with him bleft?

BENEDIC.T.
Belike he 15:

I never knew my Friday’s dreams erroneous.

COd N T E S°'S.
Nor I knew fuperftition in the right,
B-E-NeEYR-T ¢
Madam, I muft no loncer hear this funguugc.
You do abufe my ]%;-.I:ium.'-:. I have borne,
For your foul's health, and hoping your converfion,
Opinions moft deprav’d. It ill befeems
My holy funétion to give countenance,
By lending ear, to fuch pernicious tenets.
The judgments hanging o'er your deftin’d head
May reach ev'n me.—I fee it! I am rapt
Beyond my bearing! My prophetic foul

Views the red falchion of eternal juftice
Cut off your fentenc’d race—Your fon is dead!

53

COUNTESS.
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CO0UNTESS,
Father, we no prophetic dzmon bear
" Within our breaft, but ‘confeience. Tat hag fpoken
Words more tremendous than this afted zeal,
This poetry of fond enthufiafm
Can -:_:.;;:;l:,]:'u up. It is the fiill fmall voice
That breathes conviftion. *Tis that voice has told me,
*Twas my fon’s birth, not his ‘mortality ¥,
Muit drown my {foul in woe,—Thofe tears are fhed.

BENEDICT
Unjuft, uncharitable as your words,
I }:J:l]'dﬁfl them. 1y of me you ‘deem;
I know-it, lady. °Tis humiliation:
As fuch 1 bow to it—yet dear I tender
Your peace of mind. Difmifs your worthlefs fervant:
His pray'rs fhall flill be yours.

COUNTESS
Forgive me, father:
Difcretion does not guide’ my words. 1 meant
No infult on your holy charater.

B-ENEDITCT.
No, lady; choofe {fome other monitor,
Whofe virtues may command your eftimation.
Your ufelefs beadfman fhall behold with joy
A worthier man mediate your peace with heav'n,

COUNTESS,
Alas! till reconcil’d with my own breait,
What peace is there for me?

* On the death of the comte de Vermandois, Muflt I weep for his death before I have dane
fus mother, the duchels de la Valiere f(aid, weeping for his birth?

BENEDICT.




A TRAGEDY, 55

BENEDILCT.
In th' neighb'ring diftrict

There lives a holy man, whofe fanétity
Is mark’d with wondrous gifts, Grace {miles upon him:
Converfion tracks his footfteps: miracles
Spring from his touch: his facred cafuiftry
Pours balm into defpair. Confult with him.
Unfold th’ impenetrable myftery,
That fets your foul and you at endlefs difcord.

CEE NI E S
Confult a holy man! Inquire of him!
— Good father, wherefore ! What fhonld I i.‘.l(]L:]i'c*,;
Muit I be taught of him, that guilt is woe?
That innocence alone is happinefs ¢
That martyrdom itfelf fhall leave the villain
The wvillain that it found him? Muft I learn
That minutes ftamp’d with crimes are paft recall ?
That joys are m
Eternal ¢ Shall he teac
To ms my fenfe believe againft my fenfe?
Shall T think praftices and penances
Will, if he ;A ilth of virtue

ntary; and remorfe

1e charms and {pells,

the
1 #—] know they cannot.
1 the dead prm:];lim

!.
truth in per founds to my conviction.
want no daft 1ith vice
vi rth the god reveal’d

All confeience needs to know. No codicil
To duty’s rubric here and ther
In fome faint’s cafual cuftody. Weak minds
Want their foul’s fortune told by oracles

was plac’d

* Imitated from Cato's fpeech in Lucan, beginning, Quid queri, Labiene, jubes?

And
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And holy jugglers. Me, nor oracles,

Nor prophets, death alone can certify,

Whether, when juftice’s full due’s exaéted,

Mercy fhall grant one drop to flake my torment.

—Here, father, break we off; you to your L';l'.l'.]'.:_t:

I to my tears and mournful occupation. [Lxeunt.

Eaud of the firft A,
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A C T,  theshuEae O 1)
The SCENE continues.

Count EDMUND, FLORIAN.

EDMUND.
OUBT unot, my friend; Time’s pencil, hardihips, war,

Some tafte of

; { chas’d the bloom
Of ruddy comelinefs, and ftamp’d this face
With harther lineaments, that well may mock

I'he prying of a mother’s e

safure too, h

a mother,
Thro’ whofe firm nerves tumultuous inftiné@’s food
Ne'er gulh’d with eacer cloquenice, to tell her,

T'his

s vour fon! your heart’s own' voice proclaims him.

FILORIAN,
If not her love, my lord, fufpett her hatred.
Thofe jarring p 1
Hate is d

rine from the fame fource:

EDMIUIND

Why thould ihe hate me:
For that my opening paffion’s fwelling ardour
EJE'”:HNL'U' C 1al .'LL"."'”Ei!'_\' _
Was that a caufe *—Nor was
No fanéified diffembler i
Her {car'd imagination, teaching her,
That h g
No, 1 was woman . thens
A fenfual woman. Nor {atiety,

15 where nature eonds.

herfalf

arn,

Sicknefs and
Had fo ol
She migh on'd what {he felt fo well.

Vou. I I FLORIAN.

age and virtue's frowardnefs,

ated pleafure’s relith—
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FLORIAN.
Forgive me, Edmund; nay, nor think I preach,
Ifl'. God wot, of morals loofe enough,
Seem to condemn you. You have often told me,
The night, the very night that to your arms
Gave pretty Beatrice’s mr:]tms__. beauties,
Was the fame night on which your father died.

EDMUN D

*Tis true—And thou, fage monitor, doft thou
Hold love a crime fo irremiffible .
Wouldt thou have turn'd thee from a willihg girl,
To fing a requiem to thy father’s foul?

thoucrhr my mother bufied with her tears,
H;r !’.nntmg_w, and her mafles, while I ftole
To Beatrice’s chamber.—How my mother
Became appriz’d, 1 know not: but her heart,
Never too partial to me, grew eftrang’d.
Eftrang'd!—Averfion n its hﬂtﬂ mood
qu;mid. from her eye, and drove me from her utmt.
She call'ld me impious; nam'd my honeft hwdm.h,
A prophanation of my father's afhes.
I knelt and wept, and, like a puling boy
For now my blood was cool, believ'd, confefs'd
-M,V father’s hov'ring fpi:'il: incens'd u:m\ﬂ' TeE.
This weak confeflion but inflam’d her: wia
And when 1 would have bath’d her hand with tears,
She fnatch’d it back with horror.

FLORTAN,
*Twas the trick
OFf over-afted forrow. Grief fatigues ;
And each collateral circumftance is feiz'd
To cheat th® uneafy feeling. Sable chambers,
The winking ia\mp, and pomp of midwt*‘n Wwoe,

Are but a fpecious theatre, on which

TR -
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Th’ inconftant mind with decency forgets
Its inward tribute. Who can doubt the love
‘Which to a father’s fhade devotes the fonf [Ironically.,

EDMUN D.
Still muft T doubt; fill deem fome myftery,
Beyond a widow's plous artifice, 1
[ies hid beneath averfion fo relentlefs.
All my inheritance, my lordfhips, caitles,
My father’s lavith love bequeath'd my mother.
Chofe the fome fecond partner of her bed,
Or did the wafte her wealth on begging faints,
And rogues that aft contrition, it were proof
Of her hyp or luft of fame
In monkith annals. But to me her hand
Is bounteous, as her heart is cold. I tell thee,
Bating enjoyment of my native foil,
Narbonne's revenues are as fully mine,
As if I held them by the ftrength of charters.

ac

FILORIAN
Why fet them on the bazard then, when the
Who deals them may revoke? Your abfence hence
The fole condition.
EDMUND.
I am weary, Florian,
Of fuch a vagrant life. Befits it me,
Sprung from a race of heroes, Narbonne's prince,
To lend my cafual arm’s approved valour
To quarrels, nor my country’s nor my own?
To ftain my fword with random blood 2—I fought
£t Buda ’gainft the Turk—a holy war,
Se was it deem’d—I {mote the turban'd race:
Did zeal, or did ambition nerve my blow?
Or matter'd it to me, on Buda's domes
Whether the crefcent or the crofs .prevail’'d?
Mean time on alien climes I diffipated
12 Wealth

<
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Wealth from my fubjefls wrung, the peafant’s tribute,

Earn’d by his toil. Mean time in rum laid
My mould'ring caftles—Yes, ye mofs-grown walls!

Ye tow'rs defencelefs I—I revifit e

Shame-ftricken.—Where are all your trophies now ?

Your throneed courts, the revelry, tumult,
g .

the homage

That fpoke the grandeur of my houfe,
hibalt, Raoul,

Of neighb'ring barons? Thus did Tl
Or Clodomir, my brave progenitors
Creep like 1

Unnotic’d?

¥

fpy, and watch to thrid your gates

=

No: with martial attributes,
With waving banners and. enlivening fifes,
They bade your portal wide unfold.its jaws,
And welcome them and triumph.

Fil o0 Rl AN,

True; my lord:

They reign’d the mor " a fcore of miles;
Imperial lords of ev'ry trembling cottage
Within their cannon’s mandate. : Deadly: feuds
For obfolete offences, now array'd

Their livery'd banditti, prompt to deal

On open valleys and unguarded herds,

On helplefs virgins and unweapon’d boors,

The vengeance of their tribs. Sometimes they dar’d

To ﬂ.‘t‘.wl defiance to the diftant l:]',rq;n{_‘.,
Imprifon’d, canton'd inacceflibly

In their own rock-built dungeons—Are thefe glaries
My Edmund’s foul ambitions to. revive?

Thus would he blefs his waflals?

EDMUN D.
Thy Tteproof,
My friend, is juft. But had I net a caufe,
A tender caufe, that prompted my return ?
This cruel parent, whom 1 blame, and mourn,
Whofe harfhnefs I refent, whole woes 1 pity,

Has




forefather’s deeds «
and ilt alone are mortal's
the 1|:I:II'2&|¢'it\'

{7y E . x
. alldl CmDAIns untainted honour.

Then blots and tes

s efface {fome half-told woe
in her full bofom: I decypher'd

¥
L] €ras 1,! -

aAnxiery

would not

=
1
Surround her. 1 gn;:d me

To plead the caufe ef pity. Sclf-denial,

Wl

= diflonance from nature’s’ kindeft laws
By contradiéhing

wins on our perverfenefs,
's belov'd- machine,

Oh! 'twill be heroifm, a facrifice,

To curb the torrent of maternal fondnels !

Is rank fanaticifm

You fhall be beggar'd, that the famt your mothe:
May, by cowl'd ¢
Be hail’d, be

Fray be not feen here: let’s again to th’® whrs

{yveophants and cant)

z
anoniz'd a new Terefa,

E-D M UN D
No, Florian: my dull'd foul is fick of riot;
Sick of the thoughtlefs jollity of camps,
Trl

¥ [Icre

And

"

ts on defolation,
its of joy contend with dying groans

revelry fub

GI

Bur
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Qur fports are fleeting; fnatch’d, perhaps, not granted.
*Tis time to bid adieu to vagrant pleafure,
And fix the wanderer love. Domeflic blifs—

LG R 4 AN,
Yes, your fair penfioner, young Adeliza,
Has fober'd your inconftancy. Her {imiles
Were exquifite—to rule a family ! [Lronscally,
So matron-like an air—She muft be fruitful.

EDMUN D.
Pafs we this levity—'Tis true, the maiden
Is beauty’s type renew’d. Like blooming Eve
In nature’s young fimplicity, and blufhing
With wonder at creation's opening glow,
She charms, unknowing what it is to charm.

FLORIA N

This is a lover’s language—Is {he kind {

EDMUND.
Cold as the metal bars that part her from me;
She liftens, but replies not to my purpofe.

FLORIAN

How gain’d you then admittance ?

EDMUN D.
This whole meonth,

While waiting your arrival, I have haunted
Her convent’s parlour, 'Tis my mother’s with
To match her nobly. Hence her guardian abbefs
Admits fuch vifitors as claun her notice
By worthy bearing, and conyenient {plendor.
O Florian, union with that favour'd maiden
Might reconcile my mother—Hark ! what found— [ chapel bell rings.

FLORIAN.
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FLORIAN.
A fummons to {fome office of devotion.
My lord, weigh well what you projet— [Singing within,

EDMUND.

. I hear
Voices that feem approaching—Huth ! they fing.
Liften !

FLORIAN

No; let us hence: you will be known.

EDMUN D.

They cannot know me—See!

S €L.E+N R I1.
FLORIAN, EDMUND, MARTIN, Ozremans.

[ A4 proceffion of children of both fexes, neatly elothed in a white and blue
:-.'rrfif;,r'fr_r, f?a‘ ._f-r“e:.-'i': the r’r:-'ﬁ.-"f, j.—';.-"f'!.nb:.':'(:‘r é'f_v ‘,I'}':'m' :\I;\R’;Ii\', and advance
towards the flage door. They flop, and the children repeat the following
hymn, part of which they fhowld have fung within the cafile.]

L
Throne of juftice! lo! we bend.
Thither dare our hopes afcend,
Where feraphs, wrapt in hght'ning rays,
Diffolve in mercy's tender blaze?

II.
Hear us ! harmlefs orphans hear !
For her who dries our falling tear.
Hufh her forrows; calm her breaft:
Give her, what fhe gives us, reft.

3 HI. Guard
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I1I.

Guard our fpotlefs fouls from fin!

Grant us virtue’s palm to win!
Clothe the |~:‘||.i|:cnt with

And guilt’s foul fpots efl

EDMUNID
I'll {peak to them.

Sweet children—or, thou fanétified conduéltor,
Give me to know what folem lori .
What expiation of offences paft,
Thus fadly ye perform?{ In whofe behoof
To win a bleffing, raife thefe little fuppliants
Their artlefs hands to heav’n? Pray pardon too
A {oldier’s curiofity.

pilz

MARTIN.
The dew

Of grace and peace attend your fleps! You feem
A ftranger, or you could but know, fir knight,
That Narbonne’s pious countefs dwells within:
A lady moft difconfolate. Her lord,
Her beft-beloved, by untimely fate
Was fnatch’d away in lufty life's full *vantace—
Jut no account made up! no abfolution ! k
Hence {ca
His weeping relict o'er his fpot of doom
A goodly crofs ere@ed. Thither we,
At his year’s mind, in fad and folemn guife,

nt the diftance of a mile he fell.

(91=]

114

Proceed to chant our holy dirge, and offer
Due interceffion for his foul's repofe.

EDMUN D.
*Tis fitly done. And dar'd a voice profane
in the chorus of your holv office

1

would kneel for Narbonne's peace.

T
|

ER

1N,
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MART

w 1
1 ] founl to hear ch pio
1 vhoie f-\.-.:‘.!l.l-l-. ICHLS
I ‘twixt enjoymier e ton
Sa iou know the count?

EDMUND.

I kuew his fon.

MARTIN

Count Edmund{ Where 1'L1I".\‘.L'.l':-.n he?

EDMUN D,
In the grave.

M-A RTYT N
| dead? Say, how?
EDMUND.
He fell at Buda:

M ASRSE T-N:
(Welcome founds ! [..Zf;{?,.r'.f.
more of this}—Proceed, my childre

crols 111 overtake

{teps,

ORPHAN GIRI.
Oh! father, but I dare not pafs without you
i ¢ church-porch.  They fay the count fits there,
With: clotted locks, and eyes. like burning ftars,
I .-I.l':'.: J \.I.IEJ not ao.
Other .CHI'L DR EN.
Nor 1., Nerl.

Vor. 1. K MARTIN.
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MARTIN.
My loves, he will not harm fuch innocents.
Jut wait me at the bridge; I'll firaight be with ye.
[(Children go out reludi
FILORLIAN
I marvel, father, gravity like yours
Should yield affent to tales of fuch complexion;
Permitting them in baby 3
To {trike their dang

el

MARTIN.
I ‘marvel not,
That levity like yours, unhallow'd boy,
Should {pend its idle fhaft on ferious things.
Your comrade’s bearing warrants no fuch licence.

FLORTIA N.
Think’ft thou, becaufe my friend with humble fervour
Kneels to Omnipotence, each goffip’s dream,
Each village-fable, domineers in” turn
His brain’s diftemper'd nerves! Think’ft thou a foldier
Muft by his calling be an impious braggart?
01', l:-;'il!:.:: not, a fi .IL.'|'[I1I'.i“.I-:'1"- {lave?
True valour, owning no pr

eminence
In equals, dares not wag prefumption’s tongue
Againft high heav'n.

MARTTIN.

In us refpet heav'n's fervants.

FEORTAN.
Monks may reach heav’n, but never came from thence.
[Piolent florm of thunder and lig)

.

MARTIN.
Will this convince thee! Where’s the goffip’s dream,
The wvillage-fable, now ! Hear heav’n’s own wvoice
Condemn 1mpiety !

FLORIAN,
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FLORIANM.
Hear heav'n’s own wvoice
Condemn impofture!
EDMUND.
Here end your dilpute,
The ftorm comes. on.
MARTIN.
Yes, you do well to check
Your comrade’s profanation, left fwift juftice
Q'ertake his guilt, and ftamp his doom in thunder.

FLORIADN

fo read in languages

Father, art

"hou canft interpret th' inarticulate

And quarreling elements ! What fays the {torm ?
Pronounces it for thee or me? Do none
Difpute within the com!mf'}: of its bolt

But we? Is the fime loud-voic'd oracle
Definitive for filty various brawls?

Or but a fhock of elouds to all but us?
& \What if two drunkards at this inftant hour

¢« Contend for preference of tafte, one rankung

“ The vines of Burgundy before the juice

inces in a foam of brlliant bubbles

“ From npagne’s berries, think'ft thou thunder fpeaks
¢ In favour of the white or ruby grape ki

MARTIN.

mockery ! T refign thee to thy fate.

[ The OrpuaN-CHILDREN run in terrified

Fift ORPHAN.

r, fave us! fave us, holy father!

67

K2 MARTIN.
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MAZRTTI-N.

What means this paunic?

Firt O R'PH A N.
Oh! a ftorm o dreadful !

Some L_‘L-|;;ng'| “l in th' air.
MARTIN.
Undoubtedly.

Could ye diftin

O R P H-AN.
1 fell to earth,
And faid the pray'r you taught me againft fpeclres.

M A'RTIN.
*Twas well—But none of you, had .none the courage
To face the fiend ?

Second O R P H A N.
I wink'd, and faw the lightning

Burft on-the monument. The fhield of arms
Shiver’d to fplinters. Ere I could repeat
An Ave-Mary, down with hideous crafh
The crofs came tumbling—Then 1 fled—

MA R T I N.

Retire 3
This is unholy ground. Acquaint the Countefs.
I will not tarry long. [Ex. children.] Thou mouth accurft, [7o FLoriaw.
Repent, and tremble! Wherefore haft thou drawn
On Narbonne's plains; already vifited
By lo
The feafons change their courfe; th’ afflicted hind
Bewails his blaited harvelt. Meteors ride

3 calamity, new ftorms of horror?

The troubled fky, and chale the darken'd fun.
Heav'n vindicates its altars: tongues licentious
Have
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I'd our holy rites, and hidden fins

Have
Have forc'd th' offended elements to berrow
Tremendous organs! Sixteen fatal years

Has Narl

T

an'd beneath the hand

> 8 prow

n—rfor what erimes we know not!

Ot fi
To ¢ ended vengeance art thou come?

EDMUND, pgreventing FLoriaxw,
My friend, reply not.—Father, I lament
This cafual jarring—Ilet us crave your pardon.
your -country’s woes: I lov'd count Edmund;
his father's athes. T will vifit

-

d monument—and at vour leifure

uld wifth fome conf’remce with Yol

MARTIN.
(This is well: [Afide-
I almoft had forgotten)—DBe it {o.
Where is your haunt?
EDMUN D.
A mile without the town;
Hard by St. Bridget's nunnery.

MARTIN.

There expett me.
Afide.] (I muft to Benediét)—Heav'n's peace be with you! [Exeunt.

4

5 O~ N-E-= 1k
COUNTESS, PORTER.

PORTER.
Return, my gracious lady. Tho’ the ftorm
Abates its clamours, yonder angry clouds
Are big with fpouting fires=—Do not go forth.

COUNTESS.
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COUNTESS
Wretches like me, sood Peter, dread no ftorms.

that fhrinks,
are loud, and wraps itfelf

‘table furs,

naked objetls want
ity. Do thou

monument ‘alone.

P.OR. T E R,
»d lady; never be it faid
Peter his dear miftrefs left
Expos'd to tempefts. Thefe thin-fprinkled hairs
Cannot hold If in your fervice fhed,
‘Twere a jult debt—Hark! fure I heard a groan!

Pray let us in Acain.

COUNTESS.

My honeft fervant,
Thy fear o'er-pow’rs thy love. 1 heard no groan;
Nor could it eape a fenfe fo gquick as mine
At catching mifery’s expreffive note:
'Tis my foul’s proper la e.—Injur'd {hade !
hade of my Narbonne! if thy feornful fpirit

Rode in _'.'-j'n whirlwind, and impcl!’d its bolt
sable ! indignant! ’gaintt the crofs

3 3 tched wife—behold the comes

A voluntary vichim ! Re-affemble

Thy lightnings, and accept her deftin’d head.

[

PORTER.

cions dame, what words are thefe!

For pity! g

In any mou holy they would feem

10n. (saoblins r:.ii-
aflt year's 'clig
crofs'd a giply's palm

a

1 ~ AT A
was become of Beatrice.

fell out

=0 THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER:

COUNTESS.
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COUNTESS
And did{t thou dare inform them where the dwells?

PFORTER.

No, on my duty=—True, they think I know ;
And fo thinks Benediét, your
He fays, the could not pafs the ca
Without my ['u]'ix]l_\-.—\'\-"..-!H I had a tatk
To fay him nay. The honour of my keys,
My office was at ftake. No, father, faid I,
None pafs the drawbridge without Peter’s knowledge.
How then to beat him from his point ?—I had it—
Who knows,. quoth T, but fudden malady

She might, or might not,

confellor.
H

1C-0ates

'IIU ke off the damid

Have {fepulture within the caftle-walls.

GOl N T E5:5
fool —And thus thy fhrewd cqx:i\'umtiml
n with murder’s foul [‘ui'lﬂcicn.

f thy true votaries
not with ev'ry blaft! I cloak my cullt!

~ » - = = - ~ _D, -
Things foreien rife and load me with their blacknefs.
Erroneous imputation muft be borne;

while unravelling the knotty web,

may vibrate to my heart.
‘ho comes here F—Retire we and oblerve. [ They withdraw.

8 G B ANV

FLORIAN, COUNTESS, PORTER.
EL.ORIAN,

off the time the porter will'ld me

I m here. My friend, indulging grief,
Chofe no c-.!np:ul-u'au of his Punﬁx'c walk.

Yes, 1 muft ferve thee. May my profp'rous care
Reftore thee to thy ftate, and aid thy love

To make the blooming Adeliza thine!l

Fr)

COUNTES

[

r

& |
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COUNTESS, ap to the PORTER.
Methought he {poke of love and Adeliza.
‘Who may it be?
PORTER.

I never heard his name.

COUNTESS, anjir

rar, or purpole- guide thy

To this lone dwelling?

[PorTER mates figans to FLORIAN not fo difcoves their fo

FLORITAN,
Pardon, gentle lady,
If, curious to behold the pious matron
Whom Narbonne’s plains obey, I fought this caftle,

And deem my with indulg'd in viewing thee.

COUNTESS:
Me! ftranger? Is affli®tion then fo rare
It occupies the. Babbler Fame ! —Oh! no.
My forrows are not new. Aufteritics
And rie
-'L\-l.‘.l'

'T he houfe thL. sur_al'll'l'_-l o, ll;uh;-r {hould vou leek

id penance 1.L'J‘-'I|"\' o Curious  eyes.
1

’

tks vour air defire of fearchine out

&

1

Some w auty, fome unprachis’d fair on

I aut: 1e,
Who thinks the firft {oft founds the hears, are love.
‘There. may be fuch at Narbonne: none dwell here,

But meclancholy, forrow, and contrition,

FLOR.JdAN.
Pleafure has charms; but {o 1 virtue too.

One fkims the furface, like the fivallow’s wing,
And fecu
Like
Breafls

(%)

away unnotic’'d:  T'other nymph,
5 fwans in folemn majefty,

furge, and leaves long light behind.

COUNTESS
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COUNTESS.
Your courtly phrafe, young knight, befp

Above the vulgar. May 1 aflk, how old
Your refidence in Narbonne? whence your race !

kirtl]
d DIrtn

FLORIAN.
In Brabant was I born: my father’s name,
The baron of St. Orme. I wait at Narbonne
My letters of exchange, while paffing homewards
To gather my late fire's no mean fucceffion.

COUNTE S -S.
Dead is your father, and unwet vour cheek ?
Truft me, young fir, a father's guardian arm
Were well worth all the treafures it withheld.
A mother might be {par'd.

FLORIAN,

Mothers like thee
Were bleflings.
COUNTESS.
Curfes !

PORTER.

Lady, ’tis the hour
Of pray'r. Shall I ring out the chapel-bell ?

COUNTESS
Stranger, I'm fummon’d hence, Within thefe walls
I may not fpeak with thee: my folemn purpofe
Admits no converfe with unfteady youth,
But at St. Bridget’s nunnery, to-morrow,

If you can fpare fome momerts from your paftime,
In prefence of the abbefs, I would talk with thee,

FLORTIAN.
Madam, I fhall not fail,
Yor. L L

~J
el

COUNTESS.
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cCou
L_!'L-L"_'L!_ &0

F L:ORIAN, alone

ion ‘made,

So, this is well. My mntied
It follows that I move her 1.
She feems of g‘a_"lll]{_'r mould than fame befpoke
Nor wears her eye the faucy fuperiority

Of bigot pride. Who knows but the may wifh
To fhake the trammels of enthufiafm off,

rfelf to ealier p:lthﬁ

And reconcile
Of fimple (_1_[)[):'._'“._'{;: Women oft wear the mafk
I g

Of piety to draw refpe, or hide

The lofs of it. When age difpells the train
That waits on beauty, then religion blows
Her trumpet, and invites another circle;
Who, full as falfe as the preceding crew,
Flatter her problematic mental charms:
While fnuffing incenfe, and devoutly wanton,
The Pae: :

And ke her patent of divinity.

Well ! Edmund, what{oe'er thy mother be,
I'll put her virtue or hypocrify

To the fevereft teft.—Countefs, expeét me! [ Exst.

mn goddefs grows a Chriftian faint,

End of the fecond Af.

ACTY
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A C T thew sl T R D
S0 E NAEGC TR

A fmall Garden within the Caftle, terminated by a long Cloifter,
frs')'.r.'mf which aﬁf;}t’,'m.r_ﬁmw Towwers.
COUNTESS, alne.
1ent l]i'|l?'l1:\1\i] Well! what of that?

thunderbolt addrefs’d to me,

HE mol
Were evr
Not one would mifs me. Fate's unerring hand
Darts not at random. Nor, as fratious children

Vv

Are chid by proxy, does it deal its wrath

On ftocks and ftones to frighten, not chaftife us.

Omens and prodigies are but begotten

By guilt on pride. We know the doom we merit;

And felf-importance makes us think all nature

Bufied to warn us when that doom ;1_:31}m:1c§1c,~:_

Fie! fie! 1 bluth to recolleft my weaknefs.

My Edmund may be dead: the houfe of Narbonne

?\];‘.f\' ;_u:ﬁl']t from this éarth: poor Adeliza

May tafte the cup of woe that I have drug'd:
annf our fate:

But lightnings play not to
No whirlwinds rife to pr ¥y to mites:
Nor, like inquifitors, does heayv’n drefs up
In flames the vi¢tims it intends to punith;
Making a holiday for o
—Greater ! oh! impious
Around me, and the
What wretch could view the dreadful apparatus,
-"&1.11’.‘ be a blacker criminal f!'l'.'JEI i :lm?
—Perhaps my virtues but enhance my guilt.

[,z Penance

ater finners.
Were the- faggots plac'd
torch @

oplied,
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Penance attrafts refpect, and not reproach.

How dare 1 be efteem’d? Be known my crimes!
Let fhame anticipate the woes to come!
—Hah! monfter ! wouldft difclofe the frizhtful
Wouldft teach the vicious world unheard-of
And be a new Etpt?ﬁ:]n; of grt'l'c]h]un,’

— My Edmund too! has not a mother’s hand

- 1

Afflicted him enougl 1

{cene ?

Shall this curs’d tonguc

fhame indelible, and fi

Brand him w

maother’s 1c pions ?

] L
11 1115

m W

i.
leliza hear the Iaft of rors,

pure breaft, that 1:_ s for fins it knows not,

the rudiments of buman frailty ¢

Has Jearn'd
No, haplefs maid—

Enter a SERVANT.
Madam, young Adeliza
ak with you. The lady abbels

COUNTESS
Admit her—Now, my {oul, [Ex. Servent.
Recall thy calm; fupport alone thy torments;
And envy not the peace thou ne'er mufk know.

S SR s e U 1 B
COUNTESS, ADELIZA.

Approach, fweet maid. Thy melancholy mien
Speaks thy compaflionate and feeling heart.
*Tis a grave leflon for thy blooming years,
A feene of diffolution ! But when Death
Expands his pinions o’er a bed fo hoely,

Sure he’s a welcome guefl.

=3

ATEE T T
Oh! do not doubt it
The pious matron meets him like a friend

g Expeéted
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Expefted long. And if a tender tear,

At leaving poor ward, melts in her eye,
And downward finks its fervent ecflacy;
Still do ] to be gone, betray
Her mward fati ht,

As weeping by her couch I knelt,
Behold, my : he faid,
How happy the d 1ocence
Oh! lady, how thofe founds affe@ted me!

I with’d to die with her—and ch! forgive me,
If in that moment I forgot my patronefs !

ith-bed of

COUNTESS

devout. Can that want pard

# 1
it, Ipeaks thy native candour.

15, thy ingenuous truth difdains

ADELIZA, falling af fer feet.
Oh! can I hear this praife,
And not expire in blufhes at thy feet?

COUNTESS.
What means this paflion

ADELIZ A

Ah! recall thy words:

Thy Adeliza merits no encomium.

COUNTES:S.
Thou art too modeft. Praife is due to truth.
Thou fhouldft not feek it; nor fhould I withhold it.

A DLEY EZ:A;
For pity, {pare me.—No, my honour'd miftrefs,
I merit not—oh! no, my guilty heart
Deferves thy frowns—I cannot {peak—

* Dr. Young relates that Mr Addifon, on his death-bed, fpoke in this manner to his pupil lord

Warwick.
COUNTESS.
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COUNTESS

Be calr

Thou know't no guilt. Unfold thy

v; am not I thy friend? Me

Can Adeliza fear? Alas! fhe knows

friend! and chnitian fortitude

Dreads not a foe.—Metl [ would

ce—but fhame re

That chriftian innocer

My confcious tonzue—] am #ef nnocent.

COUNTES.S.
Thou deareflt orphan, to my bofom come,
And vent thy little forrows. Purity
Like thine affrig itfelf with fancied guilt.
I'll be thy confeffor;

Thy |‘.--;'_"l1.'l:,'!-C\.': will be lig

and truft me, love,
t.

ASDRE T RETA

Invain you cl

L me.

Say, what is g but to have known a I:hnLl‘_j'Elt
I bluih'd to tell thee
For three long weel
My patronefs fhould hear! Ah! when till now
Have I not hoped thy prelence, thought it long,
If two whole days detain
When have I wept, but.w
To let thy Adeliza call thee mother?

l {uch honour,

! to have lent mine ear,

, to founds I did not with

thee from our mafs?
thou haft refus'd

r

I know I was not worthy of
3 e e e Gy i FEL
Too .‘i'-la_-."..f|-| for a child of charity.

3 Ei=aT s
I now am moft unworthy ! I, undone,

Have
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Have not defir'd thy prefence; have not thought it
Long, if two days thou haft declin’d our mafs,

Other difcourie than tl

has charm’d mine ear;
Nor dare I now prefume to call thee mother!

COUNTESS

My lovely innocence, reftr:

i thy tears.
I know 'thy fecret; know, why b
Thy littl

A T,
€ats and throbs

e heart with unaccuftom’d tumult,

A Dl A
Impofiible.—Oh! let me tell thee all—

COUNTESS,
No; I will tell it thee. Thou hafl convers'd
With a young knight—

ADVE L'IZ A,

Amazement! Who inform'd thee?

Pent in her chamber, ficknefs has detain’d
Qur abbefs from the parlour. There I faw him,
Oft as he came alone.
COUNTESS.
He talk'd of !u\'r;;
find woo'd thee for his bride,

ADEILTIZA.

He did. :

COUNTESS
CTis - well:
This is the ftranger 1 beheld this morning.)
His father dead, he haftes to take pofleffion
Of his paternal fortunes—Is't not fo?

ADELIZ A.

He forrows for a father fomething too

He utter'd of a larce inheritance
That thould be his—In truth I mark’d, it not.

[Afide.

COUNTESS.
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COUNTESS.
But when he fpoke of love, thy very foul
Hung on his lips. Say, canil thou not repeat
Each
Thou notedft: fill it rings
And then his --.\'-_~—1? ey Too]

Art thou not fure he cannot have deceiv’d thee?

'y each I:\”\l'!.-h':" His accent too
i pon thine ear.

1 fuch wondrous 1:'l|[f|;

ACDE LT 7 AL

le miftrefs, thou doft mock

Alas! my ne

Poor Adeliza—What can I reply

COTUNTESS
The truth. Thy words have ever held its lang
Say, doft thou love this ftranger? Hait thou pledg'd

(=]

Thy faith to him?
ADVE LiJ&-A
Anpels forbid! What faith have I to zive?

Can 1 difpofe of aught without thy leave

COUGNTESS.
Infinuating foftnefs!—ftill thou turneft

Afide my queftion. Thou doft love this ftranger,

A DeFr I 07 A
Yes, with fuch love as that I feel for thee.
His wvirtues I revere: his earneft words
Sound like the precepts of a tender parent:
And, next to thee, methinks 1 could obey him.

N T E §S.

Ay, as his wife.
ADELIZA.
Oh! never.. What, to lofe him,

As thou thy Narbonne?

COUNTESS

Check not, Adeliza,

Thy




A VRANGEE DY .

(& |
-

And, pafs'd, will kifs

Well

0 U NI ES S.
an! hofh thy fears

ufly 1 1

BENEDICT.

B 1 :NCE BT T,

: i
I'he dew of grace

COUNTESS.
Thanks, my ghoitly friend.

Yor. 1. ‘.' But
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But fure, or I miftake, in your fad eye

I fpell affliction’s fi ure. What woes

Call for the feanty balm this hand can pour?

BENEDICT.

You, lady, and you only, need that balm.

O 0l NT E5S

To tutor my unapt and ill-1ch nature
You come then—Good m:
With doétrines and authority
Can medicate a foul unfound like mine,

Good deeds muft operate the healthful C|‘L:It‘1§_,'t‘.,

w, a truce

aught

And penance cleanfe it to receive the bleffing.
Shall I for
What 'tis my int'reft

e ALt 1 s
I'he itains, which, tho

|Z-{']Il_"\ e
o

CIrrace

Lady, your fubtle wit,
will crufh 1

ex O3

more.

Sports with a weight
1t 18 not m
The chu
New inch by inch
Heav'n’s law promulg
And when fupreme It
Not at impraéti 1
But rates its prod

nc o ar

ue, but pronounce

rch, on rock of adamant efl:

grant them ;

boon,

nius, we'll deferve it Portius in Caro.

Deferv’d
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_’.")

i latter roam,
vith a ruffian hand, =

up at home

BENEDICT.

not to war with words, {0 heav'n’s my judee,

d fervant 1'01|_=_J'51t your prefence.

e with cha e friendly purpofe
To {oothe—But wherefore mitivate vour

-\l('il'. M IR'!-\

my friendfhip, and mift
Since then t« el i

Lo co

comfort, and repr
Obdurate—learn the meafure of Vour
Learn, if the mother's fi

Woes

rtitude can brave

1 1 » IS0
I'he bolt the woman’s arrogance defied.

C:0 U-NF E-5:5.
The mother! {aidft thou?

BENEDICT.

dame :
ims and fumes,
fear and indigeftion :

&
i

"

Yes, imperic

ais’d by dr

thy Edmund

COU'N B ESS,
Prieft, mock me not!
Nor dally with a mother's apprelienfion.
Lives, or lives not, my fon !
B E IN=EK D167,
Woman, heav’n mocks thee!

N o2 On
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G TN TES S
i will I.bow me.

, .
AV 11§ !.I

COoOUNTESS.
Lov'd him!—Oh! nature, bleeding at my heart,
Heareft thou this? Iov'd him —Ha!
Be dumb
Beyond my purpoft
My Edmund fleeps—How

whither ! —rage,
Now liften, monk, nor dare reply

In the grave,
=
Llr

-
11

HE = £ as
dit tou

BENEDILCT.
No angel whifper’d it; no demon {poke it.

1.4 =y e ,
Thou, by the felf-fame means I learn’d, mayit learn 1t

CUOREE NS5

BENEDICT,

boots his life or death

- Benediét,
- St afF the Hestine how
s proud miftrels of the fleeting hour,

Ere the deftroying ang
Smokes in the tow'rs of

1

I's

kindlinz brand

!
N

arbonne.

I am thy miftrefs yet: nor will I

Such infolent reproof. Produce thy warrant,

Affure my Edmund’s death—or dread his vengeance!

sverely
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16 queftion

ATy rant 1s at hand. gty and
5 € B Ngilg IV,
COUNTESS,
B E
Beheld Edmund hlefs on t eround.

L

O ENTEEE

Hah! is this forcery? or 15t my huifband?

E D MG ND.
e ¥ Y

"rl cr i my arms .

TEVIVE

c 1

w g S -
oCe . 1he revivese—

e
LDMUND.

EDMUN D.
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EDMUN D.
Oh! i thefe lips, that quiver
With dread of thy difdain, have force to move thee

With nature’s, duty's, or affe@tion’s voice,

Feel thy hand with burning zeal,
|

T 3 L L i : 1
Tho' tortur'd ar tius i'.\.".il'-l intervai .

Art thou, or not, a mother

COUNTESS
Hah ! where I
Why do you held me?! Was it not my Narbonne?
I faw him—on my foul I did.

EDMUN D.
Alas!
She raves—Recall thy wand’ring apprehenfion—
It was no phantom: at thy feet behold—

COUNTESS

Hah! whom? quick, anfwer—INarbonne, doft thou live:

Or comeft to tranfport me to perdition?
EENEDICT.

Madam, behold your fon: he kneels for pardon.

And I, I innocent, I ignn]‘ﬁrl[

Of what he was, implore it too.

.0 U N TRB-5S
Diftraction !
What means this complicated {cene of horrors?
Why thus aflail mjy {plitting brain }—Be quick—
from other orbs

Art thou my hufband wi
To taunt my foul? What is this dubious form,
Imprefs'd with ev'ry feature 1 adore,

And ev'ry lineament I dread to look on?

Art thou my dead or living fon?

EDMU

N D.
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EDMUN D.
I am
1. Let thefe fealding tears
Atteft th’ exiftence of thy fuff’ring fon.

COUNTESS.
Ah! touch me not.
EDMUN D.
How }—In that cruel breaf

hen all {fenfations, but afe

=
8 L) B

ador’d the memory of the father,

r'd the j)l'c:]i-lu:r of the f{on?

and to thy eyes I feem'd my —_
that refemblance-fake embrace me.
COUNTESS.
Horror on herror! Blafted be thy tongue!
What founds are thofe?
BENEDICT.
1 tho’ 1 excufe not
This young lord’s difob his contrition
Befpeaks no rebel prinei I doubt net,
Your bleffing firft obtai i ardor
on 4s morning ruddy Eait,
return
EDMUNIT
A
W,

\:h' fl Al
Has cowa

e foa
Iprong trom !

_'ii.‘.ll.! 5

Shall I then fkulk, hide mj
6 Or
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Or does it i.lu;a:l: vour worthip’s gravity

fleevelefs pilgrimage,

Difpatch me

mock our credu

5] L I e g LI rme P
wealth, our itates, and WiIves!

loverel
to obey.
have a foul as mailculine

'|”- -~
amand, by le

I

;
C VEery MoK,
Lord as thou th

" mv duétile confci
vhen 1 command.
15 not ripe

d: me.

Quails—look if

Retire thee to the

As vet my

To-morrow,

fuch acce
Comm:

boafted attributes,

ev'n the preheminence

borrow'd ray 5

in wildom,

with female organs.
rn t'obey:

ns to i'p-\:.
[ awili le:

They wear the
Make but the bl
And bear, of

intervals

Till Life's expiring I
but a a fainter flath,

relumes its wafted oil no more.

End of the third Ad.
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ACT ther FOFBR'TH:
The SCENE continues.
BENEDICT, MARTIN,

MARTIN.
KNOW thy fpirit well;

Wi IC1Y

know how it
' it (o +

Irivin to wear the m

crirkt . e
Curo d, _|,|.| L

But till thi

our I have not feen thy paffions
Bail .

bounds of prudence. So impetuous,
;
rv'd!

E ENTE D IGCT,

Miftake me not, good brother:

no -confidence: 1 know thy faith.
ut can I to thy ked eye unfold
"hat I dare {carce reveal to my own bhafom?

would not know one half that T fufpeét,

ill 1T have acted as if not fufpefting.

A R-T 1-N.

uift! and apply

fubtleties

Lo

NE -G -ES

with achon
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*Tis time enough to make up our accounf,
When we confefs, and kneel for abfolution.
MAERTIN.

iius foar above mankind!

Still does thy
How many fathers of our holy church

In Beneditt I view !

BENEDICT.
No flattery, brot

*Tis true the church owes Benedift {ome thanks.

For her, I have forgot 1 am a man.
For her, each virtue from my breaft I banifh.
No laws I know but her profperity;

No country, but her boundlefs acquilitions.
Who dares be true to country, king or friend,
If enemies to Rome, are Benediét's foes.

1E1

MAR TN
Has it then gone fo far? Does fhe fpeak outi

[ Fdmund too infe@ed with like errors?

BENEDTCT,
Both, brother, both are thinking heretics
I could forgive them, did fome upftart

With tharper rigours charm their h zeal.
But they, in footh, muft reafon—Cr
On the proud talent ! “twill at laft undo
When men are gorged with each abfurdity
Their fubtle wits can frame, or we adopt;
For very novelty they will fly to fenfe,

And we thall fall before that idol, fathion.

MARTTIN. '
Fear not a reign fo tranfient. Statefmen too
Will join to ftem the torrent: or new follies
Replace the old. Each chieftain that attacks us
Muft grow the pope of his own herefy.
E'en ftern philofophy, if once triumphat

Shall
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=
exatt obedience

orfe than ours.

us name for empire,

wherever fo have fears.

tis the human- heart;

e

there it if we plant our banners.

s

annot command—and thence come {eés.

and our {tine

iith, and di

BENEDICT.
So be it—Therefore intereft bids us cruth
or we fhall fee
03 hb'rine vale
Fly to the covert of her thadowy wings,
And foil us at our own dexterity.
Already to th grants fhe inclines;
As if the rogues, that preach reform to others,
Like idiots, minded to reform themfelves.

This cockatrice and her e

= Z o i
I'he finging faints of Savoy’s ne

MARTIN.

Be cautious, brother: you may lofe the lady.

BENEDICT.
She is already loft—or ne’er was ours.
I canfiot dupe, and therefore muft de

Involve her houfe in ruin fo prodi

That neither fhe nor Edmund may furvive it.

R T I N.

How may this be acco

BENEDICT,
Afk me not.
From hints long treafur'd up, from broken phrafe
In phrenfy dropp’d, but vibrating from truth:
Nay, from her caution to explain away

N What
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What the late tempeft of her foul had utter'd,
| 3_{1:;-5: her fatal fecret—Or, no matter—
iy, I do not—by what fhe has forbidden,
know what fhould be done

“acilitate count Edmund’s interview

—Then hafte thee, brothers

Lo Mgl

With Adeliza; nourith their young paffion—
Curfe them

and if you can—why—join their hands.

MARTIN.
I tremble !
BENEDIQCT,
Daftard, tremble, if we fail.
What can we fear, when we have ruin’d them?

(A deep-toned voice i heard.)
Forbear !
BE N T,

Ha! whente that found?
(Fosce again.) Forbear!

BENEDICT.

Again !

Comes it from heav’'n or hell?
{¥oice again.) Forbear!

MARTIN,.
Good angels,

Proteét me '—Benedift, thy unholy purpofe—

SCENE
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53 C BN E 1.

BENEDICT, MARTIN, ADELIZA, Friazs.

(4 proceffion of friars chanting a funeral anthem, and fo

wed by
ADELIZA, advance Jf.-"f.:.;':’}' rom a clt

at the end of the _j."'(.re\'[’.:!

The ANTHEM.
Forbear! forbear! forbear!
The pious are heav'n’s care.
Lamentations ill become us,
When the ¢

rood are ravith'd from us.

The pangs of death but fmooth the way

To vifions of eternal day.

B.EN-E DICT. [Ajide to MarTIN.
Now, man of afpin confcience! lo! the gods,
That fentence Benediét’s unholy purpofe!
Art thou a [u']ci"i.“ Waft thou initiated
In cach fond mummery that fubdues the wvulgar,

And ftandeft thou appall’d at our own thunders?

MARTIN.
Who trembled firft? It was thy guilty cenfcience
That gave th’ alarm to mine.

BENEDICT.
Peace, dotard, peace!
Nor when the lamb is nigh, muft eagles wrangle.
Fair faint, give us to know why flow thefe tears; [T ApELIzA,
Why fighs that gentle bofom; and why chant ye
That heav'n-invoking foul-diflolving dirge ?

A-DEALAEZ A
Ah! holy father, art thou then to learn
The pious abbefs is at peace? We go
To bear her parting blefling to the Countefs,
BENEDICT.
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BENEDICT
It muft not be. Occafions of much import
Enerofs her faculties. By me fhe wills you
in your fteps within the cloifter's pale,

nt accefs but to one ftranger knight.

V0 B T D R L
Is't Pq]'%i'i:[g'.: Can my dear miftrefs bar
Her faithful handmaid from her gracious prefence?
Shall I not pour my forrows in her bofom,
And moiften it with grief and gratitude ?
Two friends were all poor Adeliza’s wealth.
Lo! one is gone to plead the orphan’s caufe.
My patronefs, like Tobit's guardian fpirit *,
Confirms my fteps, and points to realms of glory.
She will not quit me in this vale of bondage ;
She muft be good, who teaches what is goodnefs.

BENEDICT.
(Indeed ! my pretty prattler!—Then am 1 [Afde.
As found a faint as e'er the rubric boafted.
—Ha! ’tis the Countefs—now for my obedience.)
Young lady, much I marvel at thefe murmurs. [ 72 ApEL1ZA.
Juft fenfe and fober piety ftill dictate
The Countefs’s commands. With truth I fay it,
My fins diminith, as 1 copy her.

Seilal o NR TLI:
COUNTESS, ADELIZA, BENEDICT, MARTIN.
COUNTESS.
What woices heard I? Does my rebel fon

Attempt againft my peace *—Hah [ Adeliza !

¢ Alluding to a pifture of Salvator Rofa, in which the fiory is thus told,

I charg’d
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I charg’d thee guard thy convent—wherefore then

71-!1 e

edience £
BENEDICT.
Madam, I was urging

The fitnels

Scoff’d my importunate rebuke.

}
b L8 34|

of your orders; but vain youth

ADEILIZA.
Oh! ne.
the thi vou made me. Crufh me, f].‘l'.I'II. me,

I will not murmur, Should you bid me die,

I know ’twere meant in kindnefs.
COUNTEES
Bid thee die!
My own detefted life but lingers round thee !
Ha! what a glance was there! It fpoke refemblance
To all T hate, adore——My  child, retire:
am much difcompos’d—the good old abbefs

thy attendance.
A DEL:] E A
Mercy crown her foul!
She needs no duty we can pay her now.

Cooy IN-F B §S.
How ! art thou defolate ? not a friend left
To guard thy innocence?—~Oh! wretched maid !
Muft thou be left to fpni]er.-;? or worfe, worfe,
To the fierce onfet of thy own dire }\ﬂfﬂu-n:-‘.?
a

Oh! is it come to this:
ADELI1Z A

My noble miftrefs,
Can Adeliza want a minitring angel,
When fhelter’d by thy wing !—VYet Benediét
Says, I muft fhun this hofpitable roof.
Indeed 1 thought it hard.

COUNTESS,

)
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COUNTESS

Did Benedidt,
Did he a1
My little orpl

ious dare forbid my child,

i ~ ~
> NEr—=\_Urics

Hence—or thev fall on

"
n, te .€m

Swell in my throat

ABELILZA

Alas! for pity ! how have I offended ¢

B:E N E D ICT.
Madam, it is the pupil of your care,
Your favour'd child—

CoUNTESTS

Who told thee fo? Be dumb

For ever—What, art thou combin'd with Edmund,
To dath me down the precipice? Churchman, 1 tell thee,
I view it with impatience. 1 could leap

—but muft fie fall with me?

And meet the furies

BENEDIC T,
Afde.] (Yes, and thy Edmund too)—Be patient, lady:

This fair domain, thou know'ft; acknowl

The fovereignty of the cin rch, Thy rebel fon
Dares not attempt—
O NTT LSS
Acain ‘1T bid thee peace.
There is no queftion of lord Edmund. Leave us:
I have to talk with her alone.

B ENVE: D 14CaT [ Afide to MarTIN,
!:.\u-ll'\'v' tremble
At wvoices {upernatural ; and forfeit
The -"ﬂl the tempeit

throws into our lap.)
[E%. BENEDICT and MARTIN,
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SCENE IV
COUNTESS, ADELIZA.

COUNTESS,
Now, Adeliza, fummon all thy courage.
Retrace my precepts paft: nor let a tear
Profane a moment that's worth martyrdom.
Remember, patience is the chriftian’s courage.
Stoics have bled, gnd demigods have died.
A chriftian’s tatk is harder—’tis to {uffer.

ASDUE T YT A,
Alas! have I not learnt the bitter leflon ?
Have I not borne #hy woes? What is to come
Can tax my patience with a ruder trial ?

COUNTESS
Oh! yes, thou muft do more. Adverfity
Has various arrows. When the foul is fteel’d
By meditation to encounter forrow,
The foe of man fhifts his artillery,
And drowns in luxury and carelefs foftnefs
The breaft he could not ftorm. Canft thou bear wealth,
And pleafure’s melting couch? Thou haft known virtue
jut at a feanty board. She has awak'd thee
To chilling vapours in the midnight vault,
And beckon'd thee to hardthips, tears, and penance.
Wilt thou acknowledge the divine inftruftrefs,
When fyren pleafures lap thee in delights ?

ADELIZA.
If fuch the witchery that waits on guilt,
‘Why thould I feek th® enchantrefs and her wiles?
The virgin veil fhall guard my fpotlefs hours,
Affure my peace, and faint me for hereafter.

Mor. T, 0 COUNTESS.
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GO U N-T E 505,
It cannot be—
To Narbonne thou muft bid a laft adieu,

And with the - knight depart a bride,

ADEIL]ILZA.
Unhappy me! too fure I have o'erburthen’d
Thy charity, if thou wouldft drive me from thee.
Reftrain hy dlms, dear lady. I have learnt
From our kind fifter-hood the needle’s art.
My needle and thy fmiles will life fupport.
Pray let me bring my laft embroidery ;
*Tis all by my own haud. Indeed 1 meant it
For my kind lady’s feitival.

COUNTESS.
Crreat _i-.v‘rj;.-:
Does this ftroke pierce nat deep enough?. Thefe tears,
Wrung from my vital fondnefs, {cald they not
Worfe than the living coal that fears the limbs?

ADELIZ A.
Alas! thou heareft not! What grief o’erwhelms thee?
Why darts thy eye inte my inmoft foul;
Then wvacant, motionlefs, arrefts its courfe,
And feems not to perceive what it reads there!
My much-lov'd EJH.UDHCL::'! :

COUNTESS
O Adeliza,
'[‘iq:,- words now {lake, and now augment my fever |
But - ch! ere reafon quits this lab'ring frame,
While T dare weep thele tears of 1t1;gulﬂl o'er thee,
Unutterable, petrifying anguifh !
Hear my laft breath. Avoid the fcorpion pleafure.
Death lurks beneath the velvet of his lip,
And
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And but to think him over, is perdition!
—O retrofpect of horror! To the altar!
Hafte, Adeliza,—vow thou wilt be wretched !

A DO R T A
Doft thou then doom me to eternal {brrows ?
Haft thou deceiv’d me? Is not virtue, happinefs?

COUNTESS

I know not that. I know that guilt is torture.

ADEILTIZ A.
Sure peftilence has flapp’d his baleful wing,
And fhed its poifon o'er thy faintlike reafon !
When thou fo }r::?:_L:I;t‘ ]u)]}', fo I'L'i_lg]l'd,
Doubteft of virtue's health, of virtue's peace.
—DBut ’tis to try me—Look upon this relic:
"Twas the good abbefs’s bequeft. "Twill chafe
The fiend that walks at twilight.

COUNTESS
How the melts me!
What have I faid *—My lovely innocence,
Thou art my only thought—Oh! waft thou form'd
The child of fin?—and dare 1 not embrace thee?
Muft I with eager ecflacy gaze on thee,
Yet curfe the hour that flamp’d thee with a being ?

ADEILIZA.
Alas! was I then born the child of fin?
Who were my parents? 1 will pray for them.
COU N TESS,
Oh! if the bolt muft come, here leét it firike me!
: 2 [ Flinging herfelf on the grownd.
Nature ! thefe feelings were thy gift. Theu knowefl '
How ill 1 can refift thy forceful impulie.

02 If
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If thefe emotions are imputed to me,
ol |

I have one fin 1 cannot yet repent ol

A-DE L1 4 A.
Oh! raife thee from the earth. Shall I behold thece
Proitrate, embracing an unfriended beggar?
Or doft thou mock me ftil? What is my lot?

Wilt thou yet cherith mef Or do the

great
Exalt us but in fport, lend us a t 3
A wvifion of enj 1 thei us
To poverty, more by rifon ?

Sure I could never wanton with affiétion!

C O LN T P55
Ah! canft thou doubt this conflift of the foul?
Mock thee'!—Oh! yes, there are fuch favage natures,
That will deride thy woes—and thou muft bear it—
With foul repro
And taunt thee with a crime paft thy conceiving.
Oh! ’tis to fhield thee from this world of forrows,
That thou muft fly, muft wed, muft never view
The tow’rs of Narbonne more; muft never know
‘The doom referv’d for thy fad patronefs!

*h will gall thy fpotlefs foul,

ADELTIZA.
Who threatens thy dear life? Recall thy fon.
His valiant arm will ftem a hoft of foes,
Replace thy lord, and woo thee to be happy.

COUNTESS.
Hah! little imp of darknefs! doft thou weat
That angel form to gird me with upbraidings?
Fly, ere my rage forget diftinftion, nature,
And make a medley of unheard-of crimes,
Fly, ere it be too late—

ADELIZA,

For pity !
COUNTESS,
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COUNTESS.
Henee !

, : >
thee, while the charm

ADELETZ A

Alas! the raves—I will call help.

COUNTESS, a
[dfter a long panfe, in which fhe looks fen
She’s

*

r, great God, was my laft facrif

1y :j'r:':'p‘ ADELIZA.

oone,

&t thyfelf, my {foul! confummate

f horror with tremendous coolnefs.

n punith paffien’s crime.

'tis one of my convulfions !

Now it empow'rs me palt myfelf; now leaves me
Exhaufted, fpiritlels, eyeing with defpair

The heights 1 cannot reach. Then madnefs comes,
Imperial fool! and promifes to waft me

Beyond the grin of fcorn But who fits there,
Supereminent }—"Tis confcience ! Phrenfy fhield me!
I know the foe—See! fee! he points his lance!

He plunges it all flaming in my foul,

And down I fink, loft in eternal anguifh! [Runs out.

> FPo 1 als
—Reafon !—alas !

S C B NE V.
BENEDICT, ADELIZA.

ADELIZA.
She 1s not here. Shall we not follow her?
Such agonies of paffion! Sure fome demon
Affaults her. Thou fhalt pray by her, Indeed
I tremble for her life.

BENEDICT.
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BEENEDICT.
Thou know’ft her not.

Her tranfport is fictitious. 'Tis the coinage
Of avarice and caprice. Doft thou not fee
Her bounty wearies? While thy babbling years
Wote the trick of novelty, thou walt her plaything.
The charity of the great muft be amus'd.
Mere -merit furfeits it; afHi@ion kills. it.
The {fick mufl _i; {t and gai ol to attradt
Their pity.—Come, I'll wa
And told ‘her heav'n would 1'c:g1'ih°r each ducat
Her piety had fpar'd to clothe and feed thee,

rant, thou haft wept,

Go to; thou haft eftrang’d her; and fhe means
To drive thee hence, left thou upbraid her change.
AR LA

Upbraid my patronefs! I'! 1 upbraid her,

Who fee her now the angel that fhe will be!
How knew I virtue, goodnefs, but from her?

Her leffons taught me heav’n; her life reveald it.
The wings of gratitude muft bear me thither,

Or 1 deferve not Paradife.

B E-NGE 1@ T.
Thou art voune

Thy novice ear imbibes each filver found,

And deems the mufic warbled all by truth.

Grey hairs are not fool'd thus. I know this Countefs:
An errant heretic. She {coffs the church.

When did her piety adorn our altars?

What holy garments gliften with her gifts?

The fabric of our convent threatens ruin—

Does fhe repair it?—No.- On lazy lepers,

On foldiers maim'd and fwearing from the wars

She lavifhes her wealth

But note it, young oue;
Her davs are number'd; and thou fhalt do wifely
To quit her ere the meafure is complete.

4 ADELIZA.
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ADEZLEZ A
Alas! fhe bids me go. She bids me wed
The ftranger knight that woo’d me’ at our parlour.

BENEDIET.
And thou thalt take her at her word. Myfelf
Will join your hands And lo! in happy hour
Who comes to meet her boon.

S'CENE VL
EDMUND, BENEDICT, ADELIZA.

EDMUN D.
In tears!'—That cowl
injurious tongue, that dares
for fure, thou dear oue,

1

Shall not proteét th
Infult thy innocence
Theu haft no fins to weep.

B E-N K ETCT,

My gracious lord,

Yourfe]f and virgin coynefs. muft be chidden,

If my fair fcholar wears the mien of {adnefs.
*Tis but a blufh that melts in modelt fhowers.

EBMUNDD.
Unriddle, prieft. My foul is too impatient,
To wait th' impertinence of flow’ry dialeét,

B-ENED LG T,
Then briefly thus, The Countefs wills me join
Your hand with this fair maiden’s—Now, my" lord,
Is my poer language naufeous?

(=]
EDMUN D.

Is it poffible
Doit
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Doft thou confent, {weet paffion of my foul?

May 1 then clafp thee to my heart?

ADELIZ A
Forbear!
It muft not be—Thou fhalt not wed a beggar.

EDMUN D.
A beggar! Thou art riches, opulence.
The fliming ruby and the dazzling di'mond,
Set in the world’s firft diadem, could not add
A ray to thy lealt charm—For pity, grant me
To bLreathe my warmth into this marble hand.

ADELTEZA,

Never!—This orphan, this abanden’d wanderer,

Taunted with poverty, with fhameful origin,
Dower'd with no lot but fcorn, fhall ne'er beftow
That, her fole portion, on a lordly hufband.

BNy T,
My lord, the Countes is my gracious miftrefs:
My duty bade me to report her words.
It feems her charities circumfcribe her wifhes.
This goodly maiden has full long experienc’d
Her ampleft bounty. Other piteous objets
Call for her T:lrgt"i;;. Lr:n;r:ly Adeliza
Plac'd in your arms can never feel afHi€tion.
This the good Countefs knows—

EDMUN D.
By my fire's foul
I will not thank her. Has fhe dar'd to fcorn thee,
Thou beauteons excellence?—Then from this hour
Thou art her equal. In her very prefence
I will efpoufe thee. ILet us feck the proud one!
—Nay, no refiftance, love!

3 BENEDICT.
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BENEDICT.
(By heav'n all's loft, [ Afide.
}—My lord, a word. The maiden [Afide ts Epmun.
awe, flie ne'er will yield
a frown dart from the Countefs,

B
Should they mee

nient, thould but

(
R

]

Is tutor'd to fu

it now, and fhe enjoin'd your marriage. Better
Profit of that beheft—
EDMUND.
I tell thee, monk,
My haughty foul will not—

BENEDTITCT.
Pray be advis'd.
Heav'n knows how dear I tender your felicity,
The chapel is few paces hence —Nay, lead her
With gentle wooing, nor alarm her fears,
Arrivid there, 1 will {peedily pronounce

The folemn words—
EDMUN D.
Well, be it fo. My fair one,
This holy man advifes well. To heaven
We will addrefs our vows, and afk its pleafure.
Come, come; I will not be refus'd—

ADELIZA.
Yes, heav'n!
To thee I ﬂ_'.; thou art my DJLI:. I'k"f-L'."':'t‘- [J‘f.:::'rmr.

End of the fourth A,

Vor. L. P " B i
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A GiPathed £ 1 F F H.

The SCENE continues.

» BEN EDICT.

V‘:E"‘i[]i bufinefs is difpatch’d. Their hands are join'd.
The puling moppet 1}11:::'753-::\1 with her withes;

Invok'd each faint to witnefs her refufal:

Nor heeded, tho' I fwore their golden harps

Were tun'd to greet her hymeneal holr.

TH' impetuous count, fir'd with th' impure fuggeftion,

As if defcending clouds had fpread their pillows
To meet th g
Would have forerun the rites. The maid, affiighted
At fuch tumultuous unaccuftom’d onfet;

Sunk lifelefs on the pavement. Haltily

I mumbled o'er the fpell that binds them faft,
Like an invenom’d robe, to {corch each other

With mutual ruin Thus am I reveng'd.

Proud dame of Narbonne, lo! a bare-foot monk
Thus pays thy fcorn, thus vindica

& }"|.<.'1-I:'..||-E: of his eager !t"-_l:lj‘pt.l_rta,

+ . e . o
tes, dus altars.

Nor, while this woollén frock fhall wrap our order,
Shall e’en the hlied monarchs of our realm

Be plac’d fo high, but a poor friar’s knife*

Snall fell their tow'ring grandeur to the earth,

Oft as they fcant obedience to the church.

® Alu

1ons-of Henry IH. and IV,

S CIEN E
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STCOENTE"” H.
BENEDICT, PGRTER.
PORTER.
Ah! woe of woes! Good father, hafte thee in,
And fpeak fweet words of comfort to our miftrefs,
Her brain is much difturb’d—I fear fome fpell;
Or naughty bev’ rage— W ill you not in and pray by her?
In footh fhe needs your pray'rs.
BENE.DTICT,
She fcorns my pray'rs. [Coldly

PEOR'TER,.
Oh! no; but now fhe call'd for you, Pray feek her.

BENEDICT.
I can adminifter no comfort to her.

PO RTE R.

Yes, yes, you can. They fay the foul fiend dreads
A fcholar.—Tut, your holy wit can pofe him,
Or bind him to the red waves of the ocean.
Oh! he affliéts her gentle fpirit, and vomits
Strange menaces and terrible from her mouth!
Then he is fullen; gags her lab’ring lips,
And fhe replies not—

BENEDICT.

Goodman exorcift,
Thy pains are unavailing. Her fing prefs her.
Guilt has unhing’d her reafon.

POR TER:
Befhrew thy heart,
Thou doft afperfe her. I know thofe are paid
For being faints that—
P2 BENEDICT.
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BIE NAE D I Ci T i
Stop that tongue profane: [
Thou art infefted with her herefies.
¢ Judgments already have o'erta’en thy ITH{IT,.. !
“ Iho‘] at thy peril leave her to her fate.”

PORTER.
Father, belike there is a different heaven
¢t For learned clerks and fuch poor men as I am.
« Ne it behoves to have fuch humble virtues
“ As fuit my fimple calling. To my mafters
% For raiment, food, for falary, and protection
* My honeft heart owes U'rdtltudf Theéy took me
“ From drudgery to Uuard their lmnuurd pcrina,
“ Why am I call'ld a man of worfhip? Why,
. As up the chancel I l.‘u:_udu my lady,
«“ Do th' vaflals of the caftle; rang’d in rows,
«“ Bow e'en to Peteri—Why ! but, by the rood,
¢ Becaufe the plac’d this filver-garnifh’d (taff
« In Peter’s hand. Why, but becaufe this robe,
¢ Floating with feemly tufts, was her gift too.
¢ For hj-mm:‘ of {fuch note owe I n *t thanks 2
“ Were my life much to {acrifice for hers:"

BENEDICT.
¢ Peace with thy faucy lefture,. or harangue
« Thy maudling &ll{ms o'er the hall’s dull embers
& With this thy goffiping morality."'—
Now andfwer Mentions the her f{on?

PORTER.
Ah me!
I had forgotten—this' old brain—"Tis true;
*Tis very true—ihe raves upon her fon,
And thinks he came in wvifion, o

BENEDICT
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BENEDICT,

*T'was no vilion.

PORTER.
How !—heav'nly fathers!

BEN EDEE T

He has fpoken with her,

PORTER.
And T not fee him '—Go to; it could not be.
How did he pafs the gate?

BEMNEDIET,
I tell thee, Edmund,
Thy quondam mafter’s fon has feen his mother;
Is but few paces hence.
PO KT E Ry
Oh! joyous founds!
Where is my noble lord?
BENEDICT.

Here—and undone.

i oA NS . e e 1] &
FLORIAN,BENEDICT, PORTER.

F L O.E.T &N,
Sure the foul fogs, that hang in lazy clouds
O'er yonder moat, infeft the moping air,
And fteam with phr{-:l{}'a melanchely fumes,
But now and 1 met Edmund—With a voice
Appall'd and hollow like a parricide’s,
He told me he was wedded. When I afked
To fee his bride, he groan'd, and faid his joys
Were blafted e’er accomplith’ds As he ure'd
His f{uit, the maiden’s tears and fhrieks had ftruck

9
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On y like his mother’s cries!

Th' idea writhing from his brain, had “won

His balls, and he ‘thoucht he “faw his mother !
—This cofta

Has gain'd almoft on me. -Methinks yon monk
Might
Abruptly—I muift learn this myltery.

[7» BewepicT.] [72 PETER.]
Health to your rev'remce—Hah! my new ac

In tears, my good old friend! What, has the ecricket

T2 e

wus bizotry

fell me with a chaplet.—Edmund left me

intance !

Chirp'd ominouily t—=Came, away with {orrow :
Joy marks this day its own.
PORTER.
A joyful day!
The twenticth of September!—Note it, fir,
Note it for th' uglieft ' of ‘the ‘calendar.
*Twas on this 1’.:1_'.'—:}_*.'1 this day fixteen ycars

The noble count came to his death !

FLORITAN.

No matter.
Th* arrival of a nobler younger count
Shall mock c :
With fmiling white, fair fortune’s fav'rite livery.
But tell me, father, tell ‘me, has the Countefls [ 7o BENEDICT.
Pardor
With th' m'orﬁlm'ings ['JI- a 1‘1"_0."!:{:115. _in:..'?
Smiles fhe upon his withes I—As 1 enter'd
Methought 1 heard an hymeneal aceent.
And yet, it feems, the favour of vour countenance
Wears not the benediCtion of rej

p 4
nalrt

- v ] e, 1 v :
prog and paint the year

d her fon's return? Has fhe receiv’d him

e
..JI.‘_).

B-ENEDILET
The Countefs muft unfold her |

beok of fate,
I am not {kill’'d to read 1o dark a volume.

F'L O RIAN.
Oracular as the D'LZEF'?'I‘[I_' zod ! —Good Peter,
Thy
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Thy wit and mine are more upon 4 level.
Refolve me, has the Countefs feen lord Edmund?
Say, did the frown and chide? or bathe his cheek
With tears as warm as leaping’ blood ?

PORTGER.
Ah! mafter,
You
A foldier caufes woe, but feldom jeers it.
Or know'lt thou not—(And fure ’twill pity thee!)
The gr

| 1.[".!& th

'm too good to mock eur mifery.

wcious Countefs, our kind In{['.'—{]r'.tk'cd
2t
~d !

F'LORTAN.

By my good fword, thou thalt unriddle, prieft.
What means this tale ? What mintace is at wofk

To coin delufion, that this fair domain

me holy patrimony ! Thus

trons to de

yOu our m aud their iffue

y artificial fits and afted ravings?

beheld your. juggles, heard your dreains.

Th' impofture fhall be known. Thefe fixteen years
Has my friend Edmund pin'd in banifhment :
While mafles, mummings, goblins and procefiions

Ufurp’d his heritage, and made of Narbonne
A theatre of holy interludes

And fainted frauds. But day ‘da
Th' ¢

And

on your fpells.

vour wile deceits,

and Edmund juftice:

BABAN GE RO 5T

Unhall I feorn thy contumely,

o camps and trenches vent thy lewd :'E‘}'PI'CZ-;'-;'I‘ui.

Blefpheming while ye tremble. Heav'n’s {oldiers,

Endu'd with more than mortal co
Hofts numerous as the Pacan chivalry

th to crufh the church’s rifing glories.

=]

L — Ut
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—But this is an enlighten’d age !—Behold \
The triumphs of your feét! to yonder plains
Bend thy illumin'd eye! The WVaudois there,
‘Writhi
Of Rome’s impending knife,

Conferr’d on their inftruéted ignot

rance ! |

in flames, and guiv'ring it th' approach

? atteft the i‘|;'ﬂ1.‘|3a

]

FLORIAN. |
Monftrous ! unparallel'd ! Are cries and groans
Of butcher’
With whicl
Do you affliét and laugh? ftab and huzza?
—PBut I am L]:a':'f_\ing with my own in“—l:n{ienc{f—
Where is this mother? I wi
And warn thee, if 1 find 4
Has prachis'd to the -detriment of my friend,
Thy ca T life dhall anfwer to my

“The'

- : 1 1 -
d confcientious men the nymus

1 you chant the wiftories of the churchr?

K

B-E N E DT C T,
Judge heaven betwixt us!
1f, ere the dews of night fhall fall, thou feeft not
The cup of wrath pour'd out, and triple woes
O'ertake unheard-of crimes; call me falfe prophet,
Renounce my gods, and join thee to the impious !
Thou in thy tarp, if truth lives on my lips,
“I'remble ! repent \—behold ! the hour :erpm;u;hcs!

SaCi il 1B 14OV,
COUNTESS, FLORTAN, BENEDICT, PORTER.

COUNTESS
I dare not fhoot the gulf—Ila! Benediét!
Thou art a prieft, thy

Lil
If thou belieft not heav’'n—Quick, do thy work !

miffien fhould be holy,

If there is' pow'r in pray'r, teach me fome founds

To
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To charm my fenfes, left my coward fleth
Recoil, and win the maflery o’er my will.
—"Tis not the wound ; it is the confequence !
Sce! fee! my Narbonne flands upon the brink,
And fnatches from the readieft fury there

A blazing torch! he whirls it round my head,
And atks where are my children !

P ORILER
Split, my heart,
At this fad fight!
FLORTAN.
Stand off! thou’rt an accomplice,
Madam, it was your morning’s gracious pleafure
I fhould attend you. May I hope your pardon,
If I anticipate—
COUNTESS.
Ha! Who art thou?

FLORIAN.-
Have you forgot me, lady?

COUNTESS.
Memory
Is fulll A head diftraét as mine can hold
Two only objefts, guilt and eternity !

FLORTIAN.
No more of this. Time has abundant hours
For holy meditation. Nor have years
Trac'd fuch deep admonition on your cheek,
As call for fudden preparation.

COUNTESS. [#ildly,
Prayer
Can do no more: its efficacy loft—
What muft be, muft be foon—He will return,
Vor. L. Q FLORTAN.
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FLORTIAN.

He is return'd, your fon—have you not feen him ?
A o

COo:UNTESS
Would I had never!
FLORTIAN.
Come, this is too muchs
This villainous monk has ftep’d 'twixt you and nature;
And mifreported of the nobleft gentleman
That treads on chriftian ground.—Are you a mother 2
Are legends dearer to you tham your fon ?
Think you ’tis picty to gorge thefe mifereants,
And drive your child from your embrace:?

O NTESS
Ye faints
This was the demen prompted it—Avaunt-!
He beckons me—I will not—Lies” my lord
Not bleeding in the porchi Tl tear my hair
And bathe his wounds.— Where's Beatrice l—monfter ! mionfter!
She leads the demon—See! they fpread the couch!
No, I will perith with my Narbonne Oh!
My ftrength, my reafon faint—darknefs furrounds me !
To-morrow '—Never will te-morrow come:!
Let me die here! [Sinks.on.a benein
F L0 R TN
This i§ too much for art.
Chill damps fit on her brow: her pulfe replics not.

BENEDIGCT
No; ’tis fidkitious all—'twas I infpir'd
The horrors the has been fo kind to utter
At my fuggellion.
FLORIAN.
That infulting {heer
Speaks more the devil than, if thy words were ferious

e
£y
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Be her diftrattion counterfeit or real,
Her fex demands compaffion or afliftance.
But the revives!
COUNTESS.
Is death then ]::';[];.: My brain
Beats not its wonted tempeft—In the grave
There is peace then!
FLORTIAN.
Her

Look up and view your friends.

agony abates.

COoOUNT ESS
Alas! 1 fear me,
This is life ftill'—Am T not in my caftle?
Sure 1 fhould know this garden——Good old Peter!
My honeft fervant, thou I fee wilt never
Quit thy poor miftrefs!—Kind old man, he weeps!

PO RTER.

Indeed it is for joy—How fares my lady?

G- O1TN T E'S &
ixhaufted, Peter, that I have not ftrength
o be diftrated=——=Hah ! vour looks betray
Tremendous innuendoes ! ——Giacious heaven!
Have 1 faid it—has wildnefs Truft me, firs,
In thefe fad fits my unhing’d fanc
R:-}'\':ud th s of
sometimes an . r
1 feem to whirl the orbs and lanch ‘the comet.

ings with forked points array me,

Ol

crimes to fhuddering matrons—
be pardon’d.

BENEDICT.
(Artful woman! [ Afide.
e emblemn of thy fex. compos’ ; '
> embiém of thy 1€X, COompos d ;
Qz Of
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Of madnefs and deceit—But fince thy brain :

Has loft its poize, I will {fend thofe thall fhake it 191

Beyond recovery of its reeling bias.) [Exit. |
(CounrEss malkes a fign to PETER fo retire,

$ CoE «NelE V.,
COUNTESS, FLORIAN.

.00 N-T-I.b
This interval is well—'tis thy laft boon,
Tremendous Providence ! and I will ufe it
As ’twere th’ elixir of defcending mercy :
Not a drop fhall be wafte—accept my thanks!
Preferve: my reafon ! and pr-:ft'rw: my child !
—Stranger, thy years are green; perhaps may mock
A woman’s words, a mother’s woe !—but honour,
If 1 believe this garb, is thy profeffion.
Haft thou pot dealt in blood i—Then thow haft heard
The dying groan, and fin's defpairing accent.
Struck it not on thy foul? Recall it, fir!
What then was thy fenfation, feel for me!

w0

FLORIAN

1 fhudder! liften, pity, and rcfpedt thee!

Cal NTESS:
Refolve my anxious heart. The' vagrant pleafure,
Th® ebriety of youth, and worfe than paffion,
Example, lead thee to the ftrumpet viee;
Say, if, beneath the waves of dffipation,
The germ of virtue blofloms in thy foul.

FILORIAN.
A foldier’s honour is his virtue. Gownmen
Wear it for fhow, and barter it for gold,
And have it ftill. A foldier and his honour
Exift together, and together perith,
3 COUNTFESS.
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C O-H-N-F B 88,
I do believe thee. Thus my Narbonne thought.
Then hear me, child of honour ! Canft thou cherith
Unblemifh’d innocence ? Wilt thou proteét it?
Wilt thou obferve its wand'rings? call it back,
Confine it to the path ‘that leads to happinefs ?
Haft thou that genuine heroifm of foul
Ta !1'.1-;‘ the little fondling fufferer,
When neftling in thy bofom, drown’d in blufhes,
Nor caft her from thee, while a grinning world
Reviles her with a mother’s foul mifdeeds?

FLORIAN.
My arm is fworn to innocence diftreft:
Point out the lovely mourner,

COUNTESS
"Tis enouch,

Nor fuffer th' cbbing moments more ::11L11.1i_s'}'.
My erphan fhall be thine—Nay, ftart not, fir,
Your loves are known to me. Waealth palt th' ambitione
Of Gallia’s proudeft baron fhall endow her.
Within this cafket is a monarch’s ranfom.
Ten thoufand ducats more are lodg’d within.
All this 15 thine with Adeliza’s hand.

FLORTAN.
With Adeliza!
e B R R s DR T
Ha! doft thou recoil?
Doft thou not love her?
FLORIAN,.
I love Adecliza!
Lady, recall thy wand’ring memory.

COUNTESS,
Dolt thou reje@ her? and has hope beguil'd me
In
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In this fad only moment? Haft thou dar’d
With ruffian
And mar
Oh! 1 H
How!l with

ze on her fweetnefs,

of wanton dalliance?
child, tho' gaping demons
B ORI AN ]
Moft rever'd’ of matrons,
yath and rofy joy fluth on my cheek,

The' the licentious camp and rapine’s holiday
Have been my fchool; deem not {o reprobate
My morals;, that my eye would note no diftance
Between the harlot’s glance and my friend's bride,

C OUN'TESS.
Thy friend! what friend?
FLORIAN,

Lord Edmund—

8 9 W 41 0 el b TS
What of him?

FLORIAN,

1's lord—her wedded bridegroom,

O UNTESS.
fufion! phrenfy! Blaft me, all ye furies!
Edmund and Adeliza! when ?. where! how
Adeliza ! Quick, unfay
tale—Oh! prodigy of ruin!

Edmund wed

The monftrous
Does my own fon then boil with fiercer fires
Than fcorch’d his impious mother’s madding. . veins?
Did reafon r 5

But as fpetatrefs of this-laft of horrors?

Oh! let my dagger drink my heart’s black blood,
oo J :

its thatter’d throne,

And then prefent my hell-born progeny
With dr
Fit 1o

ps of kindred {in !—#far were a torch
¥ 1 1 ' 1
up fuch loyes! and fit ‘to quench them!?!

FLORIAN.
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F LORT AN
What means this. agony? Didft thou not
The maiden to his wifhes?

arant
DJ‘”—[‘

COUNTESS.
Did I not couple

Diftinftions horrible?  plan unnatural rites
To

More innocent than thofe I leave behind me?

ace my funeral pile, and meet the futies

FLORTIAN.
Amazement !'—I will haften——Grant, ye pow'rs!
My {ipeed be not too late ! [Exits

C-O=IN=T-Fi5 5
Globe of the world,
I thy frame {plit not with fuch crimes as thefe,

It is immortal!
S leING E VL
COUNTESS EDMUND, ADELIZA.

(Epmunp and ADELIZA enfer at the opfiofiie door from whick
FrortAN went oute  They Aneel 1o the CouNTESS.]

EDMUN D.

Dear parent, look on us, and blefs your children!

CO UENITE E'5'8
My children! Horror! horror! Yes, too fure
Ye are my children'!—Edmund, loofe that hand;:
"Tis poifon to thy foul !—Hell has no venom
Like a child’s touch!—Oh! agonizing thought !
~Who made this marriage? whofe unhallow’d breatk
Pronounc’d the inceftuous. founds:

EDMUND,
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EDMUND.
Inceft! good heavens !

COUNTESS.

Yes, thou devoted viftim! let thy blood

Curdle to ftone! perdition circumvents thee !

lo! where this monfter ftands! thy mother! miftrefs !
The mother of thy daughter, fifter; wife!

The pillar of accumulated horrors !

Hear ! tremble !—and then marry, if thou dareft!

EDMUND.
Yes, 1 do tremble, tho' thy words are phrenfy. :
So black muft be the paffions that infpir'd it, :
[ thudder for thee! pitying duty fhudders!

COUNTE SB.
For me!—0 Edmund, I have burft the bond
Of every tie—When thou fhalt know the crimes,
In which this fury did involve thy youth,
It will feem piety to curfe me, Edmund!
Oh! impious night! Hah! is not that my lord?
He fhakes the curtains of the nuptial couch, [#eldly,
And flarts to find a fon there!

EDMUN D.
Gracious heaven!
Grant that thefe fhocking images be raving!

ADELTIZA.
Sweet lady, be compos’d—Indeed I thought
This marriage was thy will—But we will break it—
Benedict fhall difcharge ws from our vows.

AN R SIS,

'1'11(*.1.1 g-:futlu laupnb, f'mnl'l‘ a fell tyger {fprung,

bnkn{:—wsng half the miferies that await thee!
—Oh!
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—Oh! they are ]nmz-.‘.ent,—f'sImig!:t_‘.' pow’r l—

Ha! dare 1 pray

! for others intercede?

I pray for them, the caufe of all their woe!
—But for a moment give me leave, defpair!

For a thort interval lend me ‘that reafon

Thou gaveft, heav'n, in vain'—It muft be known

The fullnefs of my crime; or innocent
May plunge them in new horrors. Not
Can ‘fcape me, but will do the work of thw
And blaft thofe moments 1 regain from madn
Ye know how fondly my luxurious fancy

Doted upon my lord. For eig
An embafly detain’d him from my bed.
A harbin:

Love drefs’d his image to my longing tho

hteen months

11 s -
announc d 1!]1 NCar reourn.

In all its warmelt colours—but the morn,
In which impatience grew almoft to ficknefs,
Prefented him a bloody corfe before me.
I rav’d—The ftorm of difappointed paifions
Affail’ld my reafon, fever'd all my blood

Whether too warmly prefs’d, or too officious
To turn the torrent of my grief afide,
A damfel, that attended me, difclos'd
Thy {uit, unhappy boy !
EDMUN D.

What 15 to come?
Shield me, ve gracious pow'rs, from my own thoughts!
My dreadful apprehenfion !

COUNTESS
Give it i-'cnp-:l

Thou canft not harbour a foreboding thought
More (“1:'.‘ than 1 Cnl]‘.:[‘;\,‘d, I executed.

Guilt rufh’d into my foul—my fancy faw thee
Thy father's image—

Vor. L. R EDMUN D.
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EDMUND,
Swallow th' accurfed found!
Nor dare to fay—
COUTNTESS
Yes, thou polluted fon!
Grief, difappointment, opportunity,
Rais’d fuch a tumult in my madding blood,
I took the damfel’s place; and while thy arms
Twin'd, to thy thinking, round another’s waift,
Hear, hell, and tremble ! —thou didft claip thy mother!

EDMUND.
Oh! execrable! [ADELIZA faints.
£ 0 1L N EE S8
Be that {woon eternal!
Nor let her know the refl She is thy daughter,
Fruit of that monftrous might !

EDMUND.
Infernal woman! [Draws his dagger,
My dagger muft repay a tale like this!
Blood fo diftemper'd No—I muft not firike—
I dare not punith what you dar'd commit.

COUNTESS. [Serzing fis dagger.
Give me the fleel—my arm will not recoil.
Thus, Edmund, I revenge theel [Staks herfelf.

EDMUN D.
Help! hoa! help?
For both 1 tremble, dare mot fuccour either!

COUNTESSE
Peace! and conceal our fthame—Quick, frame fome legend.
They come!

SCENE




A TRAGEDY. 123

SCENE VII

COUNTESS, EDMUND, ADELIZA, FLORIAN,
BENEDICT, ATTENDANTS.

CrO "N T ESS
Affift the maid An accident— [ ZThey bear off ApELIZA.
3y my own hand Ha! Benediét! But no!
I muft not turn accufer!

BENEDICT.
Mercy, heaven !
Who did this deed?
COUNTESS
Myfelf.

BENEDICT.
What was the caufe?

COUNTESS.
Follow me to yon gulph, and thou wilt know.
I anfwer not to man.

BENEDICT.
Bethink thee, lady—

COUNTESS:.
Thought ebbs apace O Edmund, could a blefling
Part from oy lip::, and not become a curfe,
I would Poor Adeliza—'tis accomplith'd ! [Dies.

BENEDICT.
My lord, explain thefe horrors. Wherefore fell
Your mother? and why faints your wife?

EDMUN D,
My wife!
Thou damning prieft! 1 have no wife—thou know’ft it—
Theu gaveft me indeed No—rot my tongue
R 2 Ere
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Ere the dread found efcape it! Bear away

That hateful monk—

BENEDICT. [4hegoes outy i FLoRIAN.
Who was the p_'.\':'-':l.-.t now ?
Remember me
EDNMUND:
yrian, we muit hafte

s uclieft form : |

To where fell

I burn to rufh

FLORIAN.
I dare not alk ;
But fhiffen’d with amazement T deplore—
EDMUND. |
O tender friend! I muft not violate
Thy guiltlefs car——Hal ’tis my father- calls! [Fildly.
I dare not fée him!
F L O RTA N
Be compos'd, my lord,
We are all your friends—
EDMUN D.
Have I no kindred here?
They will confound all friendfhip! interweave
Such monitrous union—
FLORTAN.
Good my lord, refume
Your wonted reafon. Let us in and comfort
Your gentle bride—
EDMUN D.
Forbid it, all ye pow'rs!
O Florian, bear her to the holy fifters.
Say, ‘twas my mother’s will the take the veil.
I never muft behold her ! —never more
Review this theatre of monftrous guilt!
No; to th' embattled foe I will prefent
This hated form—and welcome be the {abre
That lcaves no atom of it undefac’d!

POSTSCRIPT.
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P ROM the time that I firlt undertook the foregoing {cenes, I never flat-
tered myfelf that they would be pr oper to appear on the ftage. The
fubject is fo horrid, that I thought it would fhock rather than give fatisfac-
ion to an audience. Still I found it fo truly tragic in the two effential
. of terror and pity, that I could not refift the impulfe of adapting it to
the {cene, t]1-_u.~._a_gJ1, it tThould 1

too that it would admit of

fudden and unforefeen ftrokes, which have fingular effeét in operating a re-
volution in the paffions, and in interefting the fpectator. It was u:lp:;lm!c of
I".irnif]‘aing._ not only a contraft of charalers, but a contraft of vice and virtue

rer be praét

ble to produce it there. I faw

at {ituations, of lofty charaéters, and of thofe

in the fame charafter: and by laying the fcene in what age and country 1
pleafed, pi€tures of ancient manners I't'll"'ht be drawn, and ma ny allufions to
hiftoric events introduced to bring the action nearer to the ima: tgination of the
i unbound-

na

fpectator, The moral refulting from the calamities attendant o
ed paffion, even to the deftrudtion of the criminal perfon's race, was cob-
vioufly fuited to the purpofe and objeét of tragedy,

The fubjeét is more truly horrid than even that of Oedipus: and yet I do
um doubt but a Grecian poet would have made no "L-]'upl:: of exhibiting it on
1e theatre. Revolting as it is, a fon affaffinating his mother, as Ch;.ﬂc» does,
exceeds the rr1|||1 that appears in the foregoing fcenes. As murder is the

higheft crime that a man can commit .lg.unll his fellow beings, parricide is
the deepeft degree of murder. No 2 fuffered fuch guilt to be re-
prefented on the ftage. And yet I feel the difgult that muit arife at the
cataftrophe of this piece; fo much is our delicacy more apt to be fhocked
than our good-nature. Nor will it be an excufe that I thought the {tory
founded on an event in real life,

e but ha

I had heard, when Very young, that a gentlewoman, under uncommon
agonies of mind, had waited on ._1r|_hhn]1us‘r lillutfnn, and befought his
counfel, Many years before, a damfel that ferved he s had 'u:qudmtu[ her

6 that
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meeting. The mother ordered the maiden to make the affignation, when,
the faid, fhe would difcover herfelf, and reprimand him for his criminal
paffion : but being hurried away by a much more eriminal paffion herfelf,
fhe kept the affignation without difcovering herfelf. The fruit of this horrid
artifice was a daughter, whom the gentlewoman caufed to be educated very
privately in the country: but proving very lovely, and being accidentally
met by her father-brother, who had never had the flighteft fufpicion of the
truth, he had fallen in love with and a¢tually married her. The wretched
guilty mother, learning what had happened, and diftradted with the confe-
quence of her crime, had now reforted to the archbithop to know in what
manner {he thould aét. The prelate charged her never to let her fon and
daughter know what had pafled, as they were innocent of any criminal n-
tention. For herfelf, he bade her almoft defpair.

that the was importuned by the gu-.nzi-:w.mnun's {fon to grant him a private
i

Some time after I had finifhed the play on this ground-work, a gentleman
to whom I had communicated it, accidentally diftovered the ongin of the
tradition in the novels of the queen of Navarre, vol. 1. nov. 30. and to my
great furprife I found a ftrange concurrence of circumftances between the
ftory as there related, and as T had adapted it to my piece: for though 1 be-
lieved it to have happened in the reign of king William, 1 had, for a pur-
pofe mentioned below, thrown it back to the eve of the reformation ; and
the queen, it appears, dates the event in the reign of Louis XII. I had
chofen Narbonne for the fcene; the queen places 1t in Languedoc. Thefe
rencounters are of little importance ; and perhaps curious to nobody but
the author.

In order to make ufe of a canvafs-{o thocking, it was neceffary as much as
pofiible to palliate the crime, and ratfe the charafter of the criminal. To
attain the former end, I imagined the moment in which fhe had loft a be-
loved hufband, when grief, difappointment, and a confliét of paffions might
be fuppofed to have thrown her reafon off its guard, and expolfed her to the
danger under which fhe fell. Strange as the moment may feem for vice to
have feized her, ftill it makes her lefs hateful, than if the had coolly meditated
fo foul a crime. T have endeavoured to make her very fondnefs for her
hufband in fome meafure the caufe of her guilt,

9 But
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But as that guilt could not be leffened without de troying the fubjedt
I thoug
fential towards effeCluating her being fuffered on the fta
neceffary : the audience .m‘d be prejudiced in her favoy

{ n raifed againft the whole piece. For
|'u ftory till the lafl fcene 5 and beftowed eve I'y orod-
ment of {enfe, unbi and iI-L"I'L'-'E'Ir; contrition, on the cha racter
that was at laft to raife univerfal indignation ; in hopes that fome degree of
pity would linger in the breafts of the audience = ; and that a w 'mrc life of

o S » ate | el o | i -
:!.T. that her immediate horros and u‘(!lnL‘th‘u.'Elll.-l répentance were ef-

Still more was

; or an uniform

fentiment of

this reafon I {i upp wrel 1\

ted l-LLl.,

virtue and l‘&ijd.]\“:? 11|.J::'_h'l in fome meafure atone for 4 Inoment, ti]:}L;g]] =8
moft odicus moment, of a depraved imagination.

Smfu.. of my friends have ['\L'-n:_. t that T have pulhed the fubl imity of fenfe
and reafon, in the charaler of the Cou intefs, to too great a height, confider-
ing the dark and fuperflitious age in which fhe liv c.l. They are of opinion
that the excefs of her repentance would have been more likely to have
thrown her into the arms of enthufiafm. Perhaps it might—but I was wil-
ling to infinuate that virtue could and ought to leave more la ifting ftings in a
mind confcious of hayv LJLg fallen ; and tlu:[ weak minds alone Luhese or feel
that confcience is to be lulled afleep by the incantations of bigotry. However,
to reconcile even the fee ming incenfitence Ubjcﬂcd to, I have placed my fable
at the dawn of the reformation ; cun[bqucntly the ﬁrength of mind 1n the
Countefs may be fuppofed to have borrowed aid from other fources, befides
thaofe fhe found in her own underftanding.

Her charaler is certainly new, and the caft of the whole play unlike any
other that I am acquainted with. The incidents feem to. me to flow natu-
rally from the fituation ; and with all the defefls in the wr iting, of many
of which I am confcious, and many more no doubt will be difcovered,.
ftill I think, as a tragedy, its greateft fault is the horror which it muft oc-
cafion in the avdience; particularly in the fairer, more tender, and lefs
criminal part of it.

It will be obferved that, after the difcovery of her {Un, the Countefs 1s for
fome moments in every fcene difordered in her underftanding by the violent
umpreffion
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impreflion of that interview, and from the euilt that is ever uppermoft in her
mind. Yet the is never quite mad—itill lefs does fhe talk like Belviders of
« Lutes, laurels, feas of milk, and fhips of amber "’

which is not beine mad, but light-headed. When n
e} . o

feffion of a perfon, fuch charaéter ceafes to be fit for
fhould appear there but for a fhort time ; it beis
to exhibit paffions, not diftempers. The fineit p

r the {5 of the theatre

1 hE
* ever drawn ol a head

Lear ts dwell on the

:][1Lc1111[m1r_¢1 by misfortune is that of king

t 1 his wildnefs
excites refleétion and pity. Had phlum en t|.|.|\ {eized him, our anp ai-
fion would abate: we fhould conclude that he no longer felt unhappinefs.
Shakefpeare wrote as a philofopher, Otway as a poet.

ingratitude of his daunghters, and every

The villainy of Benedic was planned to divide the indignation of the au-
dience, and to intercept fome of it from the Countefs. \'nl will the black-
nefs of his charaéter appear extravagant, if we call to mind the crimes com-
mitted by catholic churchmen, w hen the reformation not only provoked
their rage, but threatened them with total ruin.

1 have faid that terror and pity naturally arofe from the fubjet, and that
the moral is juft. Thefe are the merits of " the flory, not of the author. It
is true alfo, that the rules laid down by the eritics are {triftly inherent in the
piece—remark, I do not {ay, obferved 3 for I had written above three aéts
before I had thought of, or fet myfelf to obferve thofe rules; and confe-
f[hq_lvh it 18 no \.ﬂi]][\ to Ll\ that tlJL three unities I-_J'- yil FhJU'-I”hEHlE the whole
play. The time uu{,ﬂ’dr» is not above two or thru, hours h]nﬂr_r than that
of the reprefentation ; and at moft does not require half of the four-and-
twenty hours granted to poets by thofe their mafters. The unity of place is
but once {hlitcd and that mcmh from the platform without the caftle to
the garden “.tlnn it, fo that a fingle wall is the fole infringement of the
fecond law—and for the third, unity of aétion, it is fo cntlrg that not the
{malleft epifode intervenes. Every fcene tends to bring on the cataftrophe;,
and the ftory is never interrupted or diverted from its courfe. The return of
Edmund and his marriage neceflarily produce the denouement.

1f
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If the critics are pleafed with this conformity to their laws, I fhall be glad
they have that fatisfaétion. For my own part, 1 fet little value on fuch
merit, which was accidental, and is at beft mechanic, and of a fubordinate
kind; and more apt to produce improbable {ituations than to remove them.

I with T had no more to anfwer for in the faults of the piece, than I have
merit to boaft in the mechanifm. 1 was defirous of ftriking a little out of
the common road, and to introduce fome novelty on our ftage. Our genius
and caft of thinking are very different from the French ; and yet our theatre,
which fhould reprefent manners, depends almoft entirely at prefent on tranf=
lations and copies from our neighbours. Enflaved as they are to rules and
modes, {till I do not doubt, but many both of their tragic and comic authors
would be glad they dared to ufe the liberties that are fecured to our ftage.
They are o cramped by the rigorous forms of compofition, that they would
think themfelves greatly indemnified by an ampler latitude of thought. I
have chalked out fome paths that may be happily improved by better poets
and men of more genius than I poffefs; and which may be introduced in
fubjeéls better calculated for ation than the ftory I have chofen.

The excellence of our dramatic writers is by no means equal in number to
the great men we have produced in other walks, Theatric genius lay dor-
mant after Shakefpeare ; waked with fome bold and glorious, but irregular
and often ridiculous flights in Dryden; revived in Otway ; maintained a
placid pleafing kind of dignity in Rowe, and even fhone in his Jane Shore.
It trod in fublime and claffic fetters in Cato, but void of nature, or the
power of affe¢ting the paffions. In Southern it feemed a genuine ray of na-
ture and Shakefpeare ; but falling on an age ftill more Hottentot, was {tifled
in thofe grofs and barbarous produttions, tragicomedies. It turned to tune-
ful nonfenfe inthe Mourning Bride ; grew ftark mad in Lee ; whofe cloak,
a little the worle for wear, fell on Young; yet in both was ftill a poet’s
cloak. It recovered its fenfes in Hughes and Fenton, who were afraid it
fhould relapfe, and accordingly kept it down with a timid, but amiable
hand—and then it languithed. We have not mounted again above the
two laft,

Voir. 1. FUGITIVE
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