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OrriLa. If he does, your confcience will at
lealt be free from the pain of thinking, that when
iuu might have gladdened an helplefs woman’s

eart, you broke i,

Heaman. Aye, Hugo, and whatever you do,
keep or good terms with your confcience. Re-
member, when your little grandfon left you to go
to fea. his laft words were, * While Pve a good
confcience, 1 can look on danger undaunted.”

Huco. Did he fay fo? The good boy! 1
warrant in laft night’s {lorm he felt the truth of that
remark. Welil welll T hope he’ll come back to
me fate and found : and, till then, Heaven watch

over thee, my gallant failor !

GLEE.

MUGO, ORRILA, HERMAN, AND MAURICE.

SATLOR-BOY ! failor-boy ! {fleep, my {west féllow,
Cer your rock’d vefiel though thunder-bolts roll :

VWild though the ocean raves, loud though winds bellows
Calm be your bofom, for pure is your foul,

Hufhaby | Hufhaby ! poor failor-boy !

Let not the tempeft your flumbers deftroy 3

No terrors of confcience your befom annoy,

Then Hufhaby ! Hufhaby ! poor fuilor boy !

Z-
Sailor-boy ! failor-boy! Danger not bringing
Tome to your thoughts crimes committed before,
Toft on rough feas, in a narrow cot {winging,
Safer you fleep than a villain on thore.
Hufhaby ! &c.

[Ex.*‘;mf.
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SCENE V.

A magnificent Gothic Hall—T'he W
-1 m.’?b’ :
Glafs are lighted by 1he ”ﬁﬂg"";{: :f painted

Enter ULR1c, much agitated,

ﬁny_!,mc. The body is concealed—no fearch can
. Even fhould Lodowick poffefs my fecret
o ﬂan(t: (I:af proofs——the improbability of his
oris alm, calm, my bofom! Yet, to make
. ﬁ'_:ciurg, Adelmorn’s fate thall be haftened, The
3 0ld is prepared——7¢is already morning—the
ez;}rh- bell fhail be founded inftantly — [goiy Ej
HRENNO [without]. ‘This way, traitorélr.
UGo  [without]. " Piano, good mafter B
no!  Pianiflimo, if you pleafe. ki
Urric. How now? What noife 3

Enter BreNwo, dragging in Huco.

Brzxwo, This wa
A ; ¢ way, I fay. Nay, no ftrugsline !
ESL:;!, my Lord, haften to the Dl;ke’s apa%%mlzr%t.
In.,c.lmon} § Wif¢ is no other than the Princcf&:
knr::gie:, gng{beucved dead. At this moment fhe
[; L
e iglimond’s feer, and pleads for her huf
Uigic. H i
i ell and furies! How got fhe en.

Brenvo, H i
AHL. ugo havi !
door 80 having the key of a private

g Hugoy. You
you leagued againft mcg; ] N Whntely e

4 Huco.

e -
e
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Hueo [knecling]. Mercy, my Lord! mercy!

g ¢ See neeling |
[ finging.] © See me kne ling ;
Tear drops ftealing...o..

ULric [throwing bim from bim]. Silence, old
r! ' ;
Brgieco [afide]. Brawler 2. -What tafte! :
Brenno. Nay, my Lord, wafte not your Itlm‘
with this driveller. The Duke’s fortitude s tha ‘r&e‘n,
his daughter weeps on his neck 3 tl}e dgomc ;ﬁz
kneels the groans of your vafluls pierce to
! I .
Chi;l}f:c.. 1 need but name his O:J.‘:h, an?_ their
efforts muft prove vain, But I,haﬂcgp_to.al::.ni;
You, Brenno, fpeed to .e‘xdclmox;n s prifon: (&1;;
block with him this moment!—{#0 g'r{méo]1 ;;v?f
; way | ; | LL&tl.
nggn;fzii}.- As for you, old dotard. if yow F‘l??fdif"
in this bufinefs again, your bones fhall be Dml.if,,d
with vour own fiddle-ftick. 1.ook 1o that, r_rjg:?,r
Scraper | look to that ! T eL__{ ':Ji:
Huco. Get you gone, ma:ﬂ:er B.;._ | i gen
sone.for an unmufical m(ar_;{tfcr! Lo treat a ma
o oy s f ohly | Why, his heart muft be
of my years fo rougnly ! ys s
harder than a fonata 1o feven fharps .

Enter ORRILA,

Oxzriva. Well, H!._h'_z;c..‘.... . i
Ylvco. Nay, truly 1ts very ?11,:Orr1 2
Onnpita. You let the 13“3.{ in ? : i
Huco. Yes; and in confequence they turnec
me out. DBrenno was in the Duke’s room wh;n
we entered 3 and, as he could not in decency tg [i
the prinu:‘ié by the ecars, he thought thcfrtu:};t ’eve
thine was to lay hold cf mung. [ proteft they
| ?__.'J'

net
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not fulfefed {o much fince the day when I heard
that confounded Scotch bag-piper !

Eiter HErMaW from vhe Duke’s Chamber,

Orrita. Now, what news? =
Herman, Alas! the Duke’s oath prevents

him from yielding to his daughter’s tears, and.

Ulric has ordered Adelmorn to the [caffold. See !
fee, they come |

Enter Si6isMoNS,

i\’IAURS: :

S N kguifd

Srgisvonp, Oh'lileave me; cruel girl ! Why
@il folicit what I" cannot granc ?

InvocrNn. Leave you? Never =-S5l will I
thus hang round you! ftill thus fhrick in tones of
<efpair fe—¢ Mercy, my father ! mercy, mercy 1=

Sicsmoxp. ‘Take her from me, Ulric; the
iortures me! - :

Uwrie, Lady, the Duke’s oath..i....

InnogeN., Oh{ peace, peace! T'hat oath was
fuggefted by his darker angel! s regiftered in the
catalogue of his offences @ to break 1t will be vir-
tue !

ULric. Molt impious! Hear her not, my
Loorduie,

Invosen., How? Not hear me? He bids the
father not lften to his child! Now, when he
pleads o thee for mercy, hear him not, Heaven !
But my father will not heed this cruel one! He
cannot with a heart unmoved fee that his child’s

I3 breaking l——cannot, when thus 1 throw me at

his feet, and' bathe them thus with tears of an-
guifh...,.... The Bell !6!1’5\: Jhe flarts from the ‘.c_r:-oufaz’
N wie

T ——
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with a dreadful forick}—Hark 1—God! ’tis the ‘

knell of death 1—{[8be finks upon Sigifmond’s bofom :
the B-li continues to toll.—Solemn Mufic.~—/4 pro-
ceffion of Guards; Friars, and Nuns with lighted ta-
pers, Chorifters, &c. enter, condufiing Adelmorn in
deep mourning. |

CHORUS.

HARK! the bell tolls! the finner’s coutfe is ending !
Sad fwells the hymn, and tears obfcure the fight !

Rife, pious pray’rs | pure fighs to Heav’n afcending
“Waft the repentant foul to realms of light.

Ap:zimory (20 Innogen, who bangs weeping on
bis bofor]. Be calm, my beloved | While thus you
reft on my bofom, let 1ts fortitude fpread to thine.
—Lock on me, Innogen! Does my cheek lofe
its colour when I fpeak of the grave? Does my
hand tremble while I fay that Dearh’s foon muft
clafp it ?

InnoceEN. Oh! no, nor need it! You feel not
for yourfelf what I feel for you.—And you leave
me, Adelmorn; you leave me and can be calm !

-ApgrMorn, I leave you for a moment; when
next we meet our union will be eternal. Innogen,
laft night I heard not my uncle’s fpirit fhrick for
vengeance! I faw him in my dreams, and he
{miled on me forgivenefs. Think on this, my
only-one! and for my fake, for your own......[the
Bell tolis]——Hark ! I am {fummoned—Sweet, fare-
well l—[ embracing ber.]

Inwocen. Friend l—Hufband |—Al}!—Oh !
yet One MOomeNtaeesese

Apermory. Farewell '—Duke Sigifmond, re-
ceive from me a daughter, who never erred, but
in her love for me—and whe, for that fingle error,

: woe

N
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woe is me! has fuffered moft feverely! Be her
friend, her comforter! and, fhould ever the me-
mory of her faule call to your lips reproaches, re-
prefs them, when you look on this—, giving bim
@ ring.]

Sicismonp. Ha '—Merciful Heavens! ’Tis
the (ame !— [c/afping bis bands in agony]—"Tis he !
*Tis the man to whom I owed my life but yefterday,
and my orders doom him to the block !

ADELMORN [f0 Innogen, whe is abforbed in
grief ]. Nay, {weet Innogen!—Speak, noble Sigif-
mond ! Shall my requeft be granted ?

Sicismoxp. Granted 7—Oh! that my life could
purchafe.......that my heart’s belt blood.......Vain,
vain withes |—Sovereigns, be warned by what
1 fuffer, how ye make laws which exclude
mercy !

ADELMORN. Receive then your daughter, and
with her the gratitude of a dying man! Now to
you, Ulric —We have long been foes; be in my
grave, our enmity forgotten !— Your hand—[ extend-
18g bis band—Ulxic motions to take it, but flarts back
in borror, and bides bis face in bis clpat]—You will
not? You know not how to pardon ?—Feaven,
amidft all my fufferings I thank thee that my
heart never felt like Ulric’s '—1I am ready—Guards,
lead on ! [Going.

INNOGEN [awm’cem'ng Jrom ber fiuper, clafps bis
band, and draws him rowards Sigiimond]. He
icaves me ! Father, he leaves me |

St1c1sMoND (in a flified woice], Innogen, you

break my heart !

InNocEN [ frantic]. He goes to death! Heard
you that? to death [ fupplicating] My father,
will you not bid him ftay ? _

N 2 S1GISMOND,

g
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Sicrsmonp, Heaven knows, I cannot!

InnogEx. Heaven can! Heaven will?-_:.
{throwing ber[elf on her knces, and clafping ber bands |
—Man deferts me! TFountain of mercy, do not
thou defert me too! ’Tis before thee that now
I kneel, a poor heart-broken creature |—"Tis to
thy mercy, that now with fhrieks I call fol....

Lopowick [putting his bead in at an uppiy

windrw]. A ladder, good people ! A ladder, for

the love of St. Barbara * ! .

ArL [except’ Lodowick] leoking wp. What's
that ?

Huco. I proteft a man’ at yonder high win-
dow ! What are you doing there in alto ?
 Orrita. Let me die if it isn’t Lodowick !

Avr  [except Wlric, Lodowick, -a#d Ortila;
Lodowick ?

Uwric. Confulion!

Lovowick. Ha! 'Tis the Duke !—Oh! my
Lord ! ’m fo glad to fee you! 1’ve been in fearch
of you thefe two hours! Good your Highnels!
order a ladder in all hafte! I’ve fuch things to
tell you...... :

Uvrric [recovering bimfelfJ» Lead on the pri-
{oner ! it

Lopowicx. The prifoner ?—Don’t ftir a {tep !
[defeending the ladd:r.]

ADELMORN. Lodowick, what means.......

Uvrric [viokntly]. To the fcaffold, | fay !

Lobowick [rufbes forwards]). To the feaffold?
Hold! hold! My Lord the Duke, as I hope for

% [ muflt again requeft the reader to obferve, that wherever
Lodowick’s fpeeches appear ludicrous, he is never fuppofed fo
intend them te produce that effelt, iz 3

’ ' ) il ) mercy
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snercy hereafter, the Baron is innocent ! Ulric was
Count Roderic’s murderer !

ALL [except Ulric and Loodowick]., How ?

InvoGEN. Innocent P—Oh! liitep, father}
liften |

ULrre. My lord, this is the very fellow who
procured Adelmorn’s efcape from prifon: Surely
you’ll not attend to...... _

Lopowick. Hear me, my dear Highnefs!
On my knees 1 befeech you only hear a plain
ftory. -~ Cyprian,..,.you remember Cyprian, my
Lord ?.....Let me fee......Oh! Cyprian was
wounded.....Count Roderic was murdered.....upon
which Ulric came.....the thunder knocked down
the wall.....I got out of the window...,.Ulric locked
up the door....then I.....then Ulric,....then Cy-
prian....No, no, no !....Then Cyprian.,...Pfha!
Ulric.....No, I....1 proteft 'm fo agitated that X
can’t make the ftory quite clear; but the long
and fhort of it is, that Adelmorn is innocent, the
Count guilty, and 1 hope that your Highnefs will
order Ulric to be executed without delay |

Orrita. Well faid, Lodowick!

Sicismonp. Friend, though I gladly would
underftand you, ’tis in vain that......

ULric |pajfionately]. And in vain will ever
be! Surely, my Lord, this incoherent rhapfody
this charge fo deftitute of proofs....... ;

Lopowick. Proofs? Thank you, ’tis the very
thing.—Look, your Highnefs, here’s a pofitive
avowal of Ulric’s guilt in his own writing.

ULric [afide]. Hell and fiends !

Looowick. Look, Sir, look! Is this your
hand?

Urric [feizing the paper and tearing it). This
is my hand, ‘and thus it treats the forgery !

- IIL
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Avvr [except Ulric]. Hold ! hold !
" S1eismonp. Count, this paffion.......

Urkic. Who can be calm, when charges o
infamous, when falfehoods fo grofs......

Lovowick [almoft choaked 'with agitation].
Falfchood ? falfehood ? Orrila, give me that crofs!
Quick, quick, my dear little {oul ! —[kneeling.]
*As I have hopes of happinels hereafter, by all
that is holy in Heaven, by all that is fearful in
Hell, 1 fwear, that Ulric’s dagger caufed Count
Roderic’s death!—{# Ulric] You have heard
me affert your guilt: Dare you as folemnly. affer¢
your innocence ? '

Uwzric. I dare, but......

Lopowick, Swear then.

Utric. To need fuch a teft, isi....

Lopowick. Swear, I fay !

Invocen. He hefitates !—He dares not {wear !
=Oh ! then forgive him, Heaven 1 !

Steismonp. Count, if you refufe......

Urric [taking the Crofs]. Refufe ?—Be pa-
tient! I obey.

ALy [excepr Ulric). Silence |—[a dead paufe.]

Utrric. As I have hopes of happinefs hereafter,
by all that is holy in Heaven, by all that is fearful
in Hell, I {wear that.....[as be proceeds, the Ghoft

* This adjuration was very juftly thought too folemn in the
rveprefentation : it was altered on the {econd performance ; but
as the fame objection does not appear to me to hold againfl its
perufal, I have ventured to print it; efpecially as 1 know well,
that, were I to omit a fingle line, there would not be wanting
fome good-natured Critic to (upply the omiflion, and, by ad-
ditions of his own, to fwell a mole-hill of imprudence into 2
mountain of impiety. "

+ This fpeech, which never failed to produce great effect,
was fupplied by Mrs. Jordan, =

6 rifes
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rifs flowly with a flaming dagger in bis band, and
Sands oppofite 2o Ulric, who fops and remains gazing
wpon bim for fome time without motion.)

Sieismonn. Why ftop you?

Utric [motionlefs]|. My Lord!

StersMoxD. What gaze you at ?

Urric. My Lord!

SicrsmonDp. Proceed. _

Utric. He cannot be a witnéfs in his own
caufe. ;

Sicismonp, Who?

Ucric. Hel—He!—My uncle=-See you not
my dagger ?—Flames curl round it l-—Lo ! how he
points to his bleeding bofom !—But *tis falle—"tis
falfe —~The wound I gave him was not half fo
deep !\—[ Al utter a cry of mingled joy and horror].

InvoGen [wild with joy). Heard ye that, heard
ye that?—Oh ! father, heard ye that? [ Embracing
Sigifmond. '

Apermorn. They are Ulric’s lips, but the voice
is Heaven’s! i '

Uwric. Look off me! I cannot bear thy glance !
—Flames fhoot from thine eye-balls, and fire my
brain 1—Oh ! look off me ! :

Stcismonp. Mark, how paffion thakes him,

ULrre [ frantic]. Thy grave was deep, why
haft thou left it? To fave thy darling? To
drag me to the block prepared for him? This pre-
vents it |—[ Drawing bis dagger, and rufbing towards
the Ghoft, who till now bas remained fixed Lke a
Jratue, but on bis approach raifes bis_arm with a fer-
wible lsok, and metions to ffab bim. Ulric utters a ery
;yfb;;rmr.] Mercy {—I am guilty, but not fit to
die. | He falls on the ground, while the Ghoft finks.]

SIGiSi\-’lUNDo He owias his gu:lt' Lung live

: . Adelmorn,
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Adelmorn, the rightful Lord of Bergen! [Taking
off Adelmiorn’s chains]. .

ALL THE ATTENDANTS, Huzzal

Sigismonp. My preferver !

Innocen. Mylove! Oh! is this true ? are you
indeed mine again ?

AperumorN. Thine! thine, and for ever!

Sicismonp. The wretch recovers; bear him
away, and confine him clofely. :

Uwric [ flruggling to break from the guards,
who raife bim). . Whither would you drag me?
What is my crime? Softly ! fofily I—I cannot be
betrayed—Cyprian’s fafe——Die, Adelmorn! die,and
with you die my fears! My foe is at the block!
Sce, fee, fee, the axe glitters |—it falls! —the blood
covers me! Oh! God! ’tis fcalding! [Sinks inte
the arms of the guards, and is borne off.]

Inxvocex. Horrible fight!

ApsLMorw~. Turn from it, my love, and view
only our happinefs. Yet by what means that hap-
pinefs is ours....

Lopowick., That, my Lord, I can explain,
bur not at prefent: ’'m too much overjoyed at
finding my dear Lord innocent, and my fair Lady
faithful. [Embracing Orrila.]

InvoceN. Whatever be its unravelling, my
love, may the world learn from your ftory, that to
judge the conduét of others with candour, is fre-
“quently not more Aind than juf#! Many a faulty
act has fprung from honeft but miftaken principles;
many a fair deed has been crowned with glory,
whote fecrer caufe its author would have bluthed
toavow, Then, while appearances are fo.deceitful,
and human reafon is {o eafily deceived, how fhall
we judge 2 By this indulgent rule: :

When

e
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When an ation feems right, let us confider only
the gfes?, in order to preferve the whole of the
merit: when an a&ion feems wrong, let us always
inquire 1ato the caufe, in hopes of finding there
iome apology for the error. =

FINALE.

HERMAN,

THE ftorm is o’er, the fky is clear,
And pail our confternation,

Our hero now has nought to fear
But your difapprobation.

The Outlaw trembling waits to hear
What fentence ye will give, firs :

Decree his death, or fet him clear ;
Say, fhall he die or live, firs ?

CHORUS,
The Outlaw, &e.

ORRILA.
Ye married dames, who grace the houfe,
A wondrous tale I'll tell ye :
Though left three years without my fpoufe,
11ivd like chaftc Penelly.
Then, all ye wives your lords who love,
To me be well-intention’d 3 -
So clap your hands like mad, and prove
Yeall are ., .. what I mention’d.

CHORUS.
The Outlaw, &c.

LODOWICK.

That ftorm came mighty i-propos:
But now the play is ended,

I hope, arcund, abore, below,
To find the weather mended ?

For

4
5
.._J
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For thunder in this atmofpglere
Great confternation caules, )
Save when from hand and voice we hear
A thunder of applaufes.

CHORUS.
- The Qutlaw, &c.

HERMAN [ HUcO].
: N
try your fkill, my fiddling friend,
No'gfellypyleas’d our gueft-difmifling,
Or elfe, I fear, they'll {ore offend
Your tender ears with ln{fmg;
Say, clap of hands, red, w1}1te, or browt,
):{ moft melodious noife is, ]
And hope, there’ill be, the curtain down,
Heard no difcordant voices.

CHORTUS.
The Qutlaw, &¢.
HUGO,

-

Good lack !—1 {carce know what to fay,
; i T 1
Not being over-wordy,
And rather throngh a fummer’s day
Would grind a hurdy-gurdy
Still to your wifhes 1’1 ﬁﬂmut,' .
And, fince I muft get through it, 5
T 5 )
I'll fay....I'I fay.. Xl fay, when I've a Benefit
I h'épc youw'll all come to it
CHORUS.
The Outlaw, once efcaped f{'on} death,
Again for pardon prays, firs!
His fecond life hangs on your brea{tn,
Oh! grant him length of days, firs.

EPILOGUE,

SPOKEN BY MRs. JORDAN,

SINCE Solomon’s time (he who lived with fuch glee
In a neft full of wives, like a kind of king-bec)
To the days of King George, undifputed has run
This maxim —« There's nothing new under the fun " m
Our Bard (who, no more than myfelf, as I’'m told,
Likes a foolith thing better becaufe the thing’s old) -
Was refolved that this proverb to-night he’d derange,
And produce fomething fingular, novel, and frange ;
So painted a Wife, who with fentiment true
Dreads the death of her hufband—Fm fure now, that’s
new.

But if any difpute it; I beg them to name :
What part of this audience can furnifh the fame,

"The Boxes ?~I'] try what their circles afford.
Yonder fits Lady Fickle—But where fits my Lord ?
Yon groupe of gay Damfels, fo fhowy and fair,
Perhaps they can tell me....Oh | Ho! fir] Youw're thete?
Ifeeyou! 111 ‘peach !—Tisin vain that before ye
Mils Dafh fpreads her fan, for Pl tell your whole ftory.
Nay, don’t be afraid, for your lady can’t hear—
Your beft friend has his nofe in her ladythip’s ear,

No novel-bred nonfenfe, of fympathy rare,
And refifilefs attachment united this pair;
Tor when TFrancis Lord Fickle efpoufed Pelly Plumb,
‘Ihe head pronounced—ss Budget I"—The heart anfwered

—“ Mum #* 7o

"T'was not wanton affeion which gained him her vaice ;
No, a Coronet made him—* The man of ber chgice !
Hi; €yes were not caught by her fkin’s red and while,

% Merry Wives of Windfor, :
More
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More lafting the beauties which dazzled his fight :
An eftate in fee-fimple flew ftraight to his heart;

India-bonds and poft-obits gave wings to the dart; f 3‘

Its barb was a rich banking-thop in Pall-Mall,

And *twas fixed by twelve fhares in the Grand Trunk Canal.

Hear him pleading his paflion: Oh! fay, does he vow

His love fhall for ever be ardent as now ? -

No: he vows more fincerely, while fqueezing her hand,

He hopes all her fortune’s not velted in land ;

Swears, his happinef(s refts on her being his mate, -

To relieve....from a mortgage his Cornifh eftate;

And begs {he’ll difclofe, while his foul he unlocks,

Not the ftate of her heart, but che ftate of the ftocks.
Now what can be hoped? Trom efpoufals like thefe

What pleafures can fpring ?  Oh! the pleafure # reaze.

This, this they enjoy in its fulleft extent:
They {quabble and fneer, contradict and torment,
While their whole conveifation’s—*¢ You can!’’ and ¢ I
can’t,”
And “I will,” and “T won’t,”” and “you fhall,”” and ]
fhan’t"-—
When my Lord tells my Lady, ¢ You muft not,” fhe juft
Replies in the fweeteft of accents—* I mult ;" —
And when fhe affures him—* You fhall not,”’-~he {till
Obligingly pops out his anfwer-——¢¢ T will.”’—
Thus, like players at Commerce, of hoth ’tis the aim
To mar, if they can, the antagonifl’s game,
Each content with bad cards, if the foe holds the worft,
And the point in difcuflion, whofe life {hall go firft.
Now, leaving the palace, we'll afk if their lot
Is better, whom Hymen unites in the cot.
Alas! my ftewed friends in thofe regions above
{Where the-Jew, and the Barber, the Tar, and his Love,
5 The

EPILOGUE 101

The Taylor, the Prentice, the Cook, and the Clerk
Sit jumbled pell-mell like the bealts ih the Ark)
1 fear, ye have feen in the courfe of your lives

Some wives hate their huibands, fome hufbands their wives.

When firft they were linked in the conjugal ftate,
Oh! who was fo happy as Jack with his Kare;
When firft as her hufband he gave her a fimack,
Oh! who looked fo fmirking as Kate on her Jack |
But alas! eve they witnefied the honey-moon’s flight,
(With forrow 1 tell the conclufion) one night
It chanced at the ale-houfe that Bacchus ftepp’d in,
And Cupid was drown’d.....in twelve-pen’worth of gin !
See Jack home returning : how greets him his mate ? -
Oh! Jack is half drurk, and quite fulky is Kate.
She tells him he’s tipfy ; he fwears that he’s not 5
Jack calls Kate a gill-flirt ; Kate calls Jack a fot:
Jack curfes the day Kate enticed him to wed ;
Kate confoles him by throwing a difh at Jack’s head 3
Venus fcreams at the feuffle, the Graces all ly,

And the hard it of Hymen gives Love a black eye

But cenfure muft ceafe, while I own that we boaft
A Princefs (by Hymen conferred on our coaft)
Who gllds with true glory the title of Wife,
The friend of her confort, the balm of his life,
Who, diftinguifhed in worth as diftinguifhed in place,
But ufes the ftation fhe holds with fuch grace

As an height, from whofe brow fhe can fee with more eafe

The wants of the poor, and relicves all {he fees.
Should any fufpect, while this picture I draw,
That a woman fo perfe& no mortal e'er faw,

In feeling fo tender, in adtion fo bright— ]
If they feek her at Oatlands, they’ll own that I'm right,

THE END.
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