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2.
Iby ig:crct fpells difcover
at the ftars on earth inte d:
ave you loft a faithlefs Jover o
Have you found 2 f

erjur’d fri
I can make them pint,?ari]d die :mnd‘

"Tis not a lie, &c.

L
. 3'
Mils, this charm gives information
W‘Ih,u the filver goblet ftole ;
f you Ve torn your repuration,
Her:; $ 2 fpell can mend the hole.
There’s a fecret |—Won't you buy ?

"Tis not a lie, &c.

4‘
But bc quick 1 “twelve h
A 3 ours whe
(And, ala<! time flies f; 0 n counted,

oon;
ult I, on a broom-ftick mcunl:c:;
Take my fght beyond the moon !
Then too late you'll grieve and figh:
"Tis not a lie, &c,

O=rRrrra,
to fee you.

Lovowrcx, And whi
you purchafe, fair Lady ? Puston Lol sod
ERMAN. Oh! mothe i
ch.}-rms of her own to need ;’n}?;?l;oﬂz’ss it
p ?powwx. Indeed ?—[afide.] 1 (jo.m lik
336 mooth faced page fo clofe to her! i
RRILA. Why, you :
Truy, mother, | u'.foufd aﬂ?row o

: fome queftic
Ing an abfent friend, i e i e

HerMan., I ma
N.. y hear them I hope
Lobowick. Oh! Lord, by no n?cans; Ican't

"
Welcome, mother ; I've long wifhed

11
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ble while you’re in the room __[qﬁgfe;]
i"ia“};'ncayilri; dog puts}F me in a cold fweat, for hels1
moft difagreeably handfome, and tremendoufly we
magimm. Then prythee, Herman, prepare
fomething in the buttery, and I’ll bring mother
edra thither.
¥ Heravan. But firt let me afk, whether one
odowick is ftill--we-- )
1-0001:;114. Herman! Herman ! — [threatening
im with ber finger.) .
b;qugDowwxfg[@fdeJ They’re very familiar !
There! now he has clawed up her hand, and 13
making love to the tip of her little finger ! :
Herman. Well, forgive me this once, and in
future-FHow now, mother, you look difturbed?
Lobowick. A flight pain in my forehead,
that’s all. : _
Herman. Its a very general complaint at
prefent. i :
Lopowick. Oh! general enough in all con-
{cience! But, as it makes me wifh to be going.....
Hervan, Say no more, I leave you. Or-
rila, you’ll follow ? .
OrriLA. Immediately: [ Exit Herman.
Lopowick. And now, daughter, what would
you know ?
Osrina. Nay, you muft find that out your-
felf, or I fhall put no faith in your aracles.-
Lobowick. What you afk is no trifle; but
let me fee your hand—the fweet bit of ivory ! Oh!
were I a man, how could 1 devour thefe pretty
fingers. -
OrriLA [laughing.] Softly, mother, you hurt
me ! But now, what fay you to my hand ?

Lopowick.
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LDI}OWICK I: mi |
g it ¢t me examine It-~Oh ! oh
love declaration, -
OrRripa The beech-grove ?
0 digis f_ye.' daughter 1 !
ve pa}d father Cyprian wirhgyour gxz?hﬁ?u]d? t
RR;L);ou Iﬁgow It was 3 keep fake, ‘ e
ong.u:c}-;_ creiful fachers |

ferved oyt of the chami] ng'e b S
o .
con T i a1:3 15 ut, daughter.f daughter i
O > l'(g the green 2arret-.o... & ;
: TL A, ut 35

foeak fo lond ) other Bedra, don’
.Lonow:cx. . ¢ thould _hear you ?
1kill now » ¥ b i
0):3-33 ’ .

. A. Im convip i

ced o

will afk at once for news of -
ODOWICcK. Give me

he’s on the Enolimh
o e Englith fiy

and theref;
my hufband, 1Crf:‘ o

your hand again

o Bles me, 5y

what g

Orriza, Oh! a ¢ .
S e €a, his defii i
g:‘glw.r ehde, who is born to be ban;g:inyw“‘;u bt
ied, mother, > Will never be
ODOWICK. [coushjy U
—Well, fie efc: T g] gh! Ugh! Ugh !
ORRI’LA, aped the tempet, %

I'knew he would
0DOWICK, But, alas! {oor
Baron Adeimor 2 243 1000 after he followed
ORRILA:‘mom to the field of battle | :

There, agai
My -2 3gam, I don’t tremble £
- i 4 e :
¢s fo chicken hearted that a boy Cfﬂl
an

f e d te f U - d > Was

but an olgd r =y
: o ¢e with i ’
himfelf withia the 1‘1oillc?wz.i mile, I warranr he hid

@Dewick, [
fak ! the L

Jade knows ] AsP'ma finner, the ver

me as well as I know myfelf,
—Well

—

grove
< Was a proper place for a
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s Well, he contrived to efcape from the battle,
rejoin his mafter, and is juft arrived with him 1
Jermanys _

Geén;RI{A. In Germany? And is he here now ?
Lopowick. He is, and you’ll fee him {foon.
OnriLa: Soon? Oh! Il not ftay a moment !

Where is he, mother ? Where can I find him ?

Oh! how gladly fhall I welcome back my Lodo-

wick, and with what rapture fhall T clafp my poor

wanderer to my heart ! :

Lobowick. Not with greater than he feels,
when thus clafping you to his,
wh(gaan.a. (JP‘oc?d}Heavens! Lodowick, my dear |
Lodowick ! Now, fhame upon me for not re-
cognifing you at firft. Though my eyes were de-
ceived, my heart thould have warned me that its
mafter was near. : ;

Lovowick. The good litle heart! and is
that heart ftill the fame, Orrila?

Onrrira. Every jot, though you delerve not
that it (hould be. Wicked man! why have I heard
nothing of you for two whole years? Two years!
why if I hadn’t been Conltancy perfonified,
Heaven knows, in lefs time, what foolifh things I
might have done ! g

Lopowricx. But think how difficult it was for
a letter to reach you: befides, the danger of my
Lord’s retreat being difcovered . o.....

OrriLa. You're ftill in his fervice then ?

Lopowick. And will be in his fervice til} he
ceales to need mine.
© Orrina., And where s he now !

Lopowick. Concealed in the neighbouring
foreft.

Orrira, How? in Saxony? where to fet his
foot is death? So near too Count Ulric's Caftle,

o whole
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whole enmity is inveterate asever ? Surely he muft
be diftraced )

.. Lopowrck, Truly, he’s not far from it; for
he fancies that a vojce..........

ORRrILA, A voice ? Whofe voice ?

Lobowrcek, Nobody’s 5 for, as father Cyprian
ufed to fay, *tig « vox, et

praterea nihil 1°_R
the bye, has father Cvprian ever been heard of »

Orrira. Never, fince the night of Coune
Roderic’s death—but 1o return to the voice.........

Lopowick, Why, then, every night for the
laft fix months my Lord has been diftarbed by a
loud noife in his

chamber, and has heard a dreadfyl
voice exclaimee...

Orrira. Oh| Heavens |
Lopowick, Does he?
the beft thing T

ORR1LA.

Count Ulric comes |
—Then don’t you think
can do will be to rup away ?
Aye, running away is always your
refource. No, 10, your fudden flight would look
fufpicious, Take my hand, pretend to el my
fortune, and fecure the firft Opportunity to efcape,
Where can [ fend to you ?
Lobowick. At the folitary cottage near the -
Gipfy’s Cave, ' '
Orriza. You thall hear of

me; and, if pof-
fible I’ll tec you to-night

---------- Hufh ! the Count !

Lnter ULz e,

Lonowick. Brown

an inch—Roman nole

ULric,
here ?

Orriza. Oh! my

been telling me fuch (h

ULric,

complezion—fix feer and

..........

How now, Orrila? Who have we

Lord, mother Bedra has
ings .........

What, the pretended witch, who wag

: Jcagued
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leagued with the banditti, of whom this foreft has
: - :
i ith banditti ? 1 faint
. I leagued wit /
at Itﬁpfe‘f;cisca ! Pra%’, mils, favour me with your
I : . ttlc ! 1 sprreraad
fm%l;l;glcho The cheat, the impoftor, thc; e
Lobowick. Fye! my Lord, fyel ! onro by
away a perfon’s good reputation, who has
littll; . fgare;?-'ufoman, you fhall play yourcf'uggiir;%
i kls'ni:x .my domains no longer. Shoul “_yau .
;_nc d there to-morrow, inftead of your re n:nﬁ, i
fz?tl:mes of others, the officers of juitice tha
' .
yof:‘nogi%?c‘bh! with all my he_a_lrl:, mydL;:;cg ;
< ] : T K i :
i my heurt ! but think not foip
;1::“11_;’ ﬁ‘_gc'e it needs but a twirl of my &n‘ie;;
a puff from my lips, to pitch you upon -
3‘:1&? or blow you beyond Caucaius. Yes, :
1 :lau, h at your anger, defpife your threats, ?_n
re'm-qigﬁ your Lordfhrp’s moft Obédli?m huz:l?:; ::;
' Who waits there? Call my inge !
;;?: Bedra’s broom-ftick ftops the way ! [‘:Ex.r.
ULRIC What, Orrila, dcﬁroais, I fuppoie, to
ething of your fugitive lover- e '
kngy:;”(:T:fiflggswg’ Lodu%vic bore fome fhare in
m%i:g:;:leshnd 1 hope you have difco: e ed his
mtg?::u.a. [4fide.] 1’m fure you fhan’c difcover
it 'm—-:Noimy tord: 1 only afked the 5;pfy
whether there was any truth in a dream whgch{
had lalt night, fo ftrange, fo alarming, fo pleafant !
“;““"“On]’ hear’ m}? L{}rd !

D SONG
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e jom -
3

L I

SONG.
ORRILA,

I,
THE clock had toll'd « Onel”
hen, lo! as 1 fay faft afleep in my bed,
And long, for the lofs of the lad who is fled, '
y pillow in tears had been fteeping;
Methought that in accents well known and moft dear
¢ voice of my lover figh'd foft in my ear,
—Why forrows my faireft ? thy rover is here !
“Sweet lafs, are you waking or fleeping

z.
~ Lord blefs me !” cried I, and
* Who bade you come hither, or gave you the right
Unlook’d for, unwifh’d for, at this time of night
¥ room to invade foftly creeping 7

—*“ I come,” he replied  with no evil defign 1”
And while he thus fpoke, be attempted to join
Thofe two lips of his to thefe two lips of mine..,...:,

You know, all this while I was fleeping.

3-
I bade him begone; my reproaches were tart 5
He anfwer'd by prefling me clofe to his heart;
hen, boldly protefting he would not d art,
In fpite of entreaties and weepin
Still clofer he c'afp’d mel— Twas here that I broke
The thread of my dream ; but as foon as 1 woke,
T freely confefs, the firft words that I fpoke
Were—¢ Ah! have I only been {leeping

[Exit,
I fee this girl diftrofts me;
dowick’s retreat,—OQh ! were
mine ! Were but Adelmorn
er, I might bid farewell to all
terrors

ULric. “Taln-]
for fhe muft know [ o
but that knowledge
once more in my pow

e —— -

all was filent and dread?

Jump’d up in a fright,
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terrors on. this fide the grave.—But thofcb ;:1}11{11:};
menace me on the oth&r,_ oh! what carz g
Though fafe from. the living, who can protec
ffomufhe dead ?—that dreadtul vlﬁﬁon'w;uch bg‘;iel:}é
i ieks in hat I muft one day :
night fhricks 1n my ear ¢ o i oy
im ! EEreemnn to which, perhap .
}élmxziafll}sa‘t igpﬁoi;td-! - The wefltérn towe, thch
foit"ptwo years has echoed with“the Frzr sI gpr;{‘i?é
e ¥ ! - i eon t S
was laft night for the firft rime filen 5 4 e
his food through the wicket, no cry imp -
h taxed me with ingratitude.
mercy, no reproach ta : ol oot
fain have examined the prifon,
}'u‘;vtolu;gk i:: my viétim: I ﬁual.ldidcred&a?;il lf;d't;;
74 borns.’| - Har mu \ i
Jfakﬂ:gyfh:{:hace. JI—]ufhl huth! my cog’;fcmngel.l
.A(fumcd-tranquillity muft cor;ceal tfhlg knf'f; w:i};: :
i lunged in my bofom. Pain !
%)uhll!t 2::131;. bagc_: to punith my direft Rtﬁ::e ld}vou!ld
doom him to fm:ilic whxl_e his heart was 1?%‘::&.

CENE [L.—4 Foreft; on one fide a Cavern ; on
: the other a nastural aﬁ._ad . A Cortage is feen
through the Tree:_r.. ' et

- Enter BREXNO,
- ‘Brenvo, I am right, and yonder ‘is the ca-
yern.  What, ho! Dame Bedra!
otk DUO.
BRENNO AND BEDRA.
v+ i,
. WHY, mother ! why, Bed;!'Dame Bedra! halls
f S | baxfrl, bqt it does nDotgamI me, Ml
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BEDRA [entering from 13e C‘aw.]v .
TVhp calls me ? 1s’t Prenno ? that vo
Though my ¢ars and my eyes rather fail me.

Duo.
But fing lera, fing lara | hej

A fig for rough wind and §
And fing lera, fin i 'a]T: . guil weather ;
oW We're met, we'l be toany 1500 !

gho! heigho !

merry together.
BRENNo,
2.
Onee yoi s thi i I
yc:;l:e:yes they were bright, and your ears they were

But mother, you’re quite weather-beaten !
Al BEDRA. :
on, we can’t eat our cake y | '
) cake up, and have oy
And mine, (more’s the p’it‘j’j I've mt:;mh =
But, fing lera, &e,
BRENNO,

S Dacte; 15 b T e i
me, quarntance your lips I
Though your kiffes no longer giv}r)é plgti{g-t:?
. [kiffes ber,
Lord fove yom, fon | thank you-
«ord Iove you, fon ! thank vo - di
But a friend in old ageyisuz f::a}urr Wy i

Then, fing lera, &c,

Dame. Welcome, welcomie.
Saxony, m » Welcome, once more to
ceedcdy? y dear boy! and how have you fuc.
Brexwo,

I Il enough, i :
quitted Britain bcfg?: E’Ih,rc i S ke

ached it, nor could [
dilcover

ice I fhould know, -
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i he now conceals himfelf.—But,

i:ﬁ:a\:; ;ﬁom;, what is become of our friends?
ir retreat efmpty. - :

[ﬁpu:dug.tham;ls! Bn:m'ﬁ:,}r they laboured f{o hard
in their profefiion, that their induftry excited the
envy of the malevolent. Count Ulric difcovered
their lurking-place; they were feized in confe-
quencé; and are now receiving the reward of their
merits in 2 better world.

Brexno. And the Captain.e )

Dawmz. Kept up his dignity to the laft; for he
was hung firtt and highett. They fay he madea
§ineend: 1 hope, fon Brenno, you’ll make as good
® wstnion T hapey a betser

Brerno. 1 hope, a better,

Dame. Ah! lljle’ was an honour to his profef-
fion: and; when I fay that for a diret lye I never
knew his equal, I do him mere juftice. T verily
believe, in the whole courfe of his life he was never
once guilty of bluthing.

Brenno. A great virtue indeed ! { !

Dame. Great, great! Ah! when I think how
dexteroufly he contrived to creep behind a paf-
fenger, and afterwards how courageoufly he ufed
to knock him down, it brings tears into my eyes !
But I was always too tender-hearted !

Brexwo. Yzs, that’s your only fault. But,
cheer up, mother: you’ll find as good friends

ain. Jj
agDAMII.'._ No, fon, no! I thall foon leave this
wicked world, and truly ’tis a wonder that I'm in
-it fill.=]’ve been ill fon; and, had it not been for
the kindnefs of an angel.-- »

BrennNo. Anangel ? What fort of one ?

Danmg. The prettieft that ever wore a petticoat.
==About a month ago fhe came with her hufbam:é
: an
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and” one domeftic, to refide at yonder cottage :
Chance brought her to the cave where I lay fick
and deferted by all, and the nurfed me as I had
been her mother. ;

Brexnno.  And her namewis '

Dame. That, T fulpec, (he has reafons for con-
cealing 5 and her hufband feems in conftant fear of
difcovery. -He fhuns every one; even when he
meets me in the foreft he hides his face and flies 3
and fometimes, when he thinks himfelf unobferved,
Pve feen him ftart wildly, look round.in terror,
ftrike his forehead, and groan as if his heart was
breaking ;—anon came his fweer wife, and again
all was peace in his bofom. (g 6

Brexyo. Ha !—S8hould it be---And by what
means do they live 2. - _

Dame.  Chiefly on the produce of the hufband’s
chace : Sometimes, but feldom, the fervant buys
‘provifions at the neighbouring village; but then
he wears my clothes: Thas difguifed is he now
gone to the Caftle, : : :

BreNNG. Has he been there often ?

Dame. Never, till to-day, though he has often
withed it; bur the Lady always fpoke of danger
ofdifcuvgry..........: f -l

Brennvo. Indeed 2——And the hufband is......

DaMme. As fine a young man as ever ftepped in
fhoe-of leather; a fcar indeed over his left eye. ....

Brenwo. [baftily.] Dame, I muft fee this huf-
band! Every thing makes me imagine......

Dame. Look ! look! the Lady comes! :

Brenno. To thecave then; fhe muft not fee
me. - :
Dame. 1 follow you ; but, Brenno, I hope you
mean noill to the l.ady ? She has been kind to
me, has faved my life, ‘and 1 wouldn’z betray Iil_er

g or

for the worlds €fpe
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cially as 1 don’t fee how 1 can

! [Exeum‘ into the Gaves

Jooking round with anxiety.

1
Sall Lodowick returns not! Ohl

i .Peace
fo obftinate 10 yenturing.s... P€acts

nor blime the good youth—-—for a

i ity, has he facriﬁ_tcd
N cnt:l':: teYr;lbrace his Orrila:
-y he monarch of your fonl been fo near you,
e tne would you have rf:fralr_u;IJC
gm?’ Nosj though every new

] el 3
lives of millions ha
B o e t::: ﬁ;ill would you have

Iﬂnoénu enters,

INNOGEN.
why was he
felfifh Innogens

> th Qver’s |
o E?g’é fafety his wi

ve forgotten that

| Every
. our only-one:
there exifted others than onA dcimorn’s beat warm

= n
g s L el

‘Adelmorn lived in your arms |

SONG.

INNOGEN. i

) &5

4 g .| 5 L cﬁ

Iv wifh ‘to fee him bleft,
M’{I'onhzzrt my only treafure, ¢
o conftant breally

i jeafure s
~ And makes my pain anl;lﬁpg ol K

+His frown can C ound the :
Hl%—lis {mile alone can CEK:C‘I‘ me 3
"] know no joy when he's away,

No forrow when he’s near me b

One objeét fills my
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2.

To dwell with him in lowh
well v Ty the
With h1’m {o good, fo tezdcr %
My father’s princely court I ﬂe’d,
e And fcorn’d its eafe and fplendour ;
or well I felt, “twas greater blifs :

Than aught I then could
A fufferer’s tears away t: kif:::l e

And lull his woes to flumnber!

Still, ftill he comes not ! .
from yonder rifing gr%tu;ld Vi ek o e

Enter ADELMORYN.

ADELMORN. [loking round with & mg!mbe!y

air.] Yes,—thefe -
fmt]haszc, Of::;fe vales are the fame, whofe mofs my

reft fo lighdy: 'Tw
Egznoammfgugued Wif.%l tge chac_e:lsl }:z:?;fg
g 4 l. "Every obje& is unchanged
odio,; t) cg},h ?nce fo fair, is every objeét now fo
o s? Oh! they remind me of joys that are paft.
at are paft, and never muft recurn ! i

INNOGEN. [ fecing him, afumes an air of gaiety.

My love !—And why this gloom ? the fug lgk:I

bright ; the groves are
is gay ; be thou fo tmg!rcen MEShe: T

ApeL
fmile? morN., Innogen le——Do the guilty ever
INNoOGEN, o
may. ceN. The guilty, never; yet Adelmorn
AbeLmory. Am T - . :
- mt .
hand hath'_ﬂled blOOd‘ lnnogeng!ulky then? This

Isvocen. Buc - '

. your heart knew not of the de
. a.ina};.moan. Blood of 2 friend, Inr?jgc: iefed;
s who loved me ! Still floats his dyihg fo;m be-

fore
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fore my fight: fill my heart fickens, as when
G‘iric’sytor%h fiowed me that the foppofed affaffin

was my uncle. S o ;
INNOGEN. Yet, how to avoid this crime? Night

‘hid from you the murdefer; and his dagger was

aimed at your bofom: -

ApgLmor~, Thanks to oy concealed breaft-
plate, or he had pierced my heat. He fled, yet
ot till T had returned his blow ; but had 1 known
whofe bofom it wounded, my {fword .{houid fooner
have pierced my own! Yet why did he feek my
life? He ever loved me, was nevcr unl:{:mi but
once, and on that fatal evening, as 1 left his cham-
ber, he bade Ficaven blefs his adopred fon ! Oh!
juftly was my rale difbelieved : ’uis {o {trange, that
1 almoft doubt its truth myfelf. :

IxxoGEN: I tco doubt ail. except yout 1nno-
cence: Adclmorn, on miy life, your ftory hides
fome myftery!

ApeLMORN. Innocerice, fay you? Why then

"in Britain were my flumbers ftill broken by that

dreadful voice, thole damning words——*¢ Adel-
morn, go home ; my blood demands vengeance 1”—

INNOGEN. *Twas mere fancy: often have 1
watched by your fide, and fill when you ftarted
in terror, have heard no found but your groans.

ApsLMorN. Innogen, ds there i§ a POWEr in
Heaven, thofe words were my uncle’s!  Since I
came here they haunt me no lorger, but they muft
foon again. Every obje&t here’ reminds me of my
guile, of ruined hopes and blatted honour. I can
bear this place no more; Innogen, I muft away
from Germany. :

IxvoceN, Oh! bleffed, blefled words! You
know how unwillingly 1 fough this dangerous fpot,
but know not hew anxiety has tortured me while

here;
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here.—And are you refolved ? will you jndeed from
hence? Say « yes I and blefs me 1

ADELMOiN.  Alas! | muft: then haften ous -
departure, Innogen; let us away with [peed !
|4 bollow i below  the fage.]  Stay,
Adelmorn |

ADELMORN %&h’fﬁgj. Hark !

Tue Vorcg, y bloed demands vengeance |

ADrLMokN. Hark ! hark | hear you nots..,,

Invocew [anxioufly Nothing, dear love |

ADELMORN, My uncle’s fpiric] He bids me
ftay! Innogen, I muft remain, and dic t——{ falling
on ber bofim.] R

Invocen. Adelmorn | for God’s fake !

ApeLmern [ Sarting from her]. Die | Oh, that
were blifs | Why then delay to feize 2 good within
my reach? I will furrencer my head 1o jutice, I
will rufh into the arms of death.....,

IxNocEN. And leaye me, Adelmorn! me, who
have left all for you? Have I deferyed this? In
all our wanderings, in all our woes, did murmurs
ever {ay that I {uffered ? Did tears ever fall, ex-
cept that my diftrefs was yeurs ? Never till now did
1thed a teur, Adelmorn, Tor never were you unkind
till now |

ApELMoRy. Leave thee, my con fort? Oh|
thou art the only tie which binds me to exiftence!
Often, when defpair held a dagger to my hearr,
thy image has ruflied before me, and arrefted my
arm. To quit life was a trific; bur to quit thee,
Innogen ! to quit thee too for ever; fince in thofo
realms where my guilty choft pyuft wander, thy
Innocence never muft come ! That thought un-
manned me, zand I &il] threw the weapon away !

InNocen. Qh1 o more ; hence with the un.
grateful fubjed, Prythee to the chace, fweet love |

© s

S DR e e
;._-,;.a.-qm,:;uwg.::-i—h
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: 1: exercife. will
i fince you huntec et
*Tis three g?g;d flow brifker, and dxfpgrii;; :;ay’
i y:rl‘:{ch cloud your brain—Now &
o;rseturn o me gay and lgm:lmg. AANEa
anA;ELMORN [with emotion]. Ang

tio? me‘}mr Huth! huth ! this kifs, and away !
nnocEN. Hufh!

ing hart
} ighted fawn, or trembling 5
i {boll:l"lrtf'lvsiigzl cl:teto {ahm; your following dart,
%l;?:oi.:}:c chace too far your feet betray,

"_ Norbid my bofom mourn too long delay.

ADELMORN. _ ‘
Soon fhail rhylovc my homeward fteps difcern ;

i g {ooner to return;
%:: i:llrlt %v?il??a: from thee, each hour appears

: ' |
~ As tedious months to me !
- INNOGEN. :
. To me as years®,

[ Exeunt feverally.

[The bugle-born is heard.]
U 8-+
‘ ERM AI‘? Eﬂc: :ﬁNTEi\ s [bebind the fcenes.]
A H’[LLOA ho!- hillea ho!
The hollow woods echo with hiilea ho!
MAURICE,
The fun is fhining, |
i HERMAN.
‘The air is {weet,,
MAURICE,
Our {pears are fturdy,

* Corain Kotzebue's « Virgin of the Sun” fays fomething

very like this, g il




e ——e e AR P DY T,

SR BV i R

28 ADELMORN, THE OUTLAW :

HEZMAN.
Our darts are fleet,
MAURICE.
The hunteys fhour, ;
HERMAN.
And the caves repeat

€HORUS.

Hilloa ho! hilloa ho!
The holiow woads echo with hilloa ho!

[During the chorus Sicismonp and Urric enter
(in converfation’, followed by Mavrice, Her-
mAN, Lupovr, and Hunrers.]

Sicismonp. No further, dear Count! Our
difcourfe has affefted you; you are ill, and muft
not to the chace. Farewell, and let it alleviate
your diftrefs, when I affure you, that fhould he
fall into my hands, no prayers fhall avail your
perfidious coufin. .
~ Ucric. Health and amufement wait on
Highnefs! I obey, and leave you.

Exit with attendani,

Sicismonp, Now then, my friends, lead on.

your

CHQRUS.

MAURICE, HERMAN, AND HUNTERS.

THROUGH the foreft cautious ftealing,
Friends, explore each vale and glen:

‘Yonder fhades the boar conccalinF, -
Roufe him from his fecret den !

Mark his eyes with fyry flafhing !
Now his tufks veven geful gnathing,
Wounded, on our band he rufhes,
WWhile hisblood in torrents guthes !

Now
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w his life is faft re_treating.;
Noﬁv;:sl ‘ifcear his dying r03r 3 i,
While, the hunters’ fhouts 1€P

Eéﬁ:: teljs he breathes no mores X

. Wy
ey

gD OF THE FIRST ACT.

ACT




