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Enter MELVILLE, -
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I. L
2oyt i c’ ) 1 i I {(}Ev - .?._} m b ,Er_j'_." 4

HERET" ’”iiatéd"fﬁx“z'ﬁt iiﬁx&fﬁt’aﬁf‘ .
I come, to fhun the cheerful ﬁmlcs of: da‘.y?,

The vales wfxcre’ﬁ'éhc leaﬁh'c rcwns‘th& woo&a
With' nou:s of fote ref X émg What‘ﬁhvc I’
A Vrretch WROIE paint Sxéebds alt fufferatice; i
With aught of joy to do? My very | bcmcr

Is burthcnfome. Hcre would I die ‘this wcapon -

[ Handling Ro thiay’s fword.
Bane of my Iorve, well claims to end my life.
Would it had done fo, when the villain’s tongue
Traduced* mre'! “Woukd IFthen Had Tafh’d upon

him, | i

Defpifing, tedious formal ceremonies,
And dafb’d him to the earth; then leaning here,
" Buried the fatal fteel deep in my heart!
Perhaps when breathing forth my weary foul,
Vunonda, while fh%faw the laft dim glances

--J—b' iz

My
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My clofing ejes could give ftill fixt on her,
Might have believ’d—my fate h=d been {evere.

Enter DuNDORE with a cup in his band.

W hat bring’ft thou there?

DuNDORE,

A cordial from thy miftrefs,

A fmal! love-token to compofe thy fears.

Her fair hand mix’d the draughr, and her bright
eyes

Enrich’d i with foft pity's dew-drops. . Take it,

She faid; to that deceiver, that barbaran,

Thar darkling butcher of unarm'd old men;

And'bid him know'its value.  Itwill free

Me- from~ rcproach kmohthood from foul dif-
orracc, & . R

Earth from a monﬁer Say, *tis not for him

To feek in arms an honourablc death.

I et him take this, ﬁnd aut fome drcary hole,

And there dep:ut in darknefs, hkc his Crimes, -

'I‘ho thy aﬂi:mccd foe, at her rcqucﬂ:

Tve brought this meﬂ_"agc

- M=o VILLE.
Well-—’tis well—I thank thee.
She never lov’d me !—No—fhe never knew

The boundlefs paffion I'for her have felt !
: K2 Could




68 VIMONDA:?:

Could I deferve this wanton cruelty ?

A deadly draught, with words'of dcadl hztc !
A villain to infult me. ——Oh Vimonda ! 1

But T'll not hefitate—give me the cup.

This gloomy mixture, which I fivear to drink,
Tell me—is it of {peedy operation ?

DuNDoRE.
I know it is. 1. _
Mgrvriveis.
A moment’s paufc for juftice ; 5
Love and defpair and death; I then'am y-:mrs1 ;
- [Sets the poifon on the ran-é.
While yet my Iimbs are firm, ‘while- yet. myarm
Can wield a weapon, {draws] thou, detefted liar!
. Shalt yield thy lifey. 3 juftthough poor rcvcngc
' F or Lhc vaft happmcfs t.hjr plots hz.vc mm d.

, D U N Do 11 . ‘
What, art thou bafe enough thus to a.tuck mc
Defencelefs, unfupportcd and unfeen? )
Wilt thou forget thou €’er haft fhone in"arms, -
Or dar’d to"cope with focs approv’d in kmghh
hood ?
Renounce fair chivalry, :md flab in private ?

MEerviLre: e
Pale, fubtle villain, no! Wert thau in ﬂccl
Completely cas’d, naked I would affzil thee.
' Why

— _..,._....w.._-m. S e . .o
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YWhy com’ft thou here unarm’d, but that thou

think’ft,
By this pretence, to fcape in coward fafety -
It thall not ferve thee. Tremble, villain, tremble?
Kneel, if houdar'ft, and cry to Heav’n for mercy;
Thy final hour is come. There, take my {word;
Lo here another, thirfting for thy blood !.

[ Taking Rothlay’s fword from the tomb,

DuxbDoRrE.

1 will not fight. ‘To-morrow in the ficld,
VIl meet thee fairly, as my purpofe was,

MELVILLE.

Thy purpofe ! ay, this cup of death can vouch
2 3
1 ficken at thy lies. Defend thyfelf;
Or crouch;, hke a vile ﬂavc. and take thy fate!

[Fight. DuxDoRre falls.

DuxponreE.

Curfes! eternal curfes blaft thee, ruffian !
Tortures for ever tear thee! May’ft thou die
In fiercer pangs-—oh—while Vimonda’s cries,
And wailings ineffetual, pierce thy foul!
Murd’rer I-—where would’ft thou thruft me?—
Give mec light!
That
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Thae black; deep, yawning . gulp! =~—1 }J. not: dig
yer—
Life<life a momcnt—horror—darkncfs—hcll !
: [Dm‘

'l’\fIELVIL‘L.I' ‘;
Juft, but moﬁ drcadfu} cnd' Hcav n pardon,
thee,
And to thy wretched f'oul Vouchfa.fc repofe!?
Lie there; I have with thee no more to do.
[Laying thé fword on the tomb,
Thau thould’ft give, reft to’ t'ms rack’d burﬂ::ng
heart, 8hlos '
But here V:monda fcnds 1:, I obcy hcr. [.Drm&.r

Emer Bfr.?nx'n,s.
B I - 10 o fedd =
LFRED A

Atlatt T find hjm—Hafte, my Lord Q haﬁc,
Vimonda calls’ thcc—-—ha—-»whar.’s herc ’——-—a cup!
And blood and dcath '—-What means this? qmck,n

yteltme; 0ot
This empty cup, whzt hcld it 2

MELVILL 2
Death, 1 hopc, .
And fpeedy,—tho’ as yet | feel i it not,

ALFRED K. *
Poifon! and thou’ haft fwa]low’d it '—-—Dxf-

traction!
Whq

e e ¥
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Who gave it ?.- What curft demon:gave it thee ?
And who could urge thee to the frantic deed 2.

MELVILLE
I flew him—there he lics, who brought it me.
‘Thy miftrefs fent it ; and it was moft welcome,
But fure the migh have {pared her cruel fcorn.

. A LFREDA.
By Heav'n,. Ihe fent it, not.! . the k,uows not
of it!
O inconfig’rate, defp’ratedeed! How cpuld’ﬁthcu
Believe that mouth ﬁ'om whlch truth never came; ?

s i | ey e e
M:—:x.v:z.:.z..

,,,,,,,

ALFPREDA.
I krow fhe loves thec
To madnefs ; cven now confumes her life,
In bitcereft :cgrcts for having wrong’d thee;
Ev’'n now fhe raves to {ee thee- but, O miferable?
To {ee thee l:hus-—)'ct live; I’ll ran,—T"1 ﬂ}r,
And bring her fo thee. © affli®ing Heav’n,
Preferve him, fave him, but fome few poor mo-
ments! { Zxin
MEeLvILLE.
O bloedy, ruthlefs dog! falfe.to the laft!
I'll to the open air.  God of my life,
3 " L




172 -VLMONn’;,;&.C
Let me but breathe once more to fee Vuronda,

And hear her voice of love, then death is wel-
come! ) ) [Exst.

SCENE, & Aparfmm: t_?f tbe Gdﬁk.

VI\!O:-DA ﬁfa.,-

' have it here moft fure.—To dic is nothmo'---
But I would die in peace with all the wor]d
And firft with thee, my Iov’d, my mucn-wrong 'd

Melville?

“Fool that I was to fancy he \_vould-tomc poss O
Or but to with it !'—Could I:bear: his looks, - -
So noble once, fo full of pIcaﬁng gr:mdcur,

Now awful m:*dc by fcnfc of i injury 2
Would I not ﬂmnk——knccl——fz.II ‘Beaeath his
feet>

O Melville, pardon—-plt} —pardon me!,

Yet if he’s juftly charged, where lies the blamc: ?
Stesn honor will acquit me. That defence

Still wards off madnefs—Do I with it fo?

Not for ten thoufand worlds ! It cannot be'!
Dundore quick falls ; avows his treachery ;
Melville, in juft difdain, abandons me 3

1in defpair, and rage, and raving, die.

Enter ALFRED A.
. : “ ALFREDA.

~ 3 thou wouldft fce thy Tover; follow me!f -

* Quick

D e [
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Quick follow me ! To thee he cannot comeé.
Hell has prevail’d, and death and horroa reign !

ViMoNDaA. .
TWhat mean’lt thou? Have they fought? Is
Melville wounded ?

_ ALFREDA.

Away—"tis worfe—Dundore, that gloomy fiend,
Brought him a pmfon d cup as fenr by the,
With bitter taunts,’ provoking him to drink.

I left him now in Rothf::y s monumenr
Wa u:tmg ‘thie | ﬁnafmorncnt ~_Hafte; away'

. Y1 M QN DAy [Conf ﬂ:d{y, after a paufe.]
Surely he fought well once—Yes—I have feen
him.
How could Dundore prevail >=There has been
foul play.
IHeav’n guard us all from villany !
ALFREDA,
O come!
One moment now is worth eternity.

ViyMoNDA.
But if we meet the ghoft, Alfreds,—No!
I'll ftay, and fay my prayets.

ALFREDA,
Good Heav’n preiferve Ler !
| 9 This
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This is diftraétion. Hear me, dear Vimonda I’

Friend ! = Sifter of my foul! —Look not {0
wildly— _ oy -
Dundore 1s flain. .
ViMoo xpigi7 siasizcdd

Did I not tell thee fo ? :
'Whac cou]d bcfall hml elﬁ; 4'——-To ﬁ:en. dc-

oy S

- ﬂruc’hon—- e ‘s
To br ave. my \,{[pi;ﬂlc—-o fool hard} Lna\c 1
This fcarf I'll hang upon. the, \:Ctor s fiy ord
*Tis my own_ \'. oﬂc. s St -So : 3 blx-—hcr; comes. my .
father. *
We'll know “the, truth o rmw::—()ld menvare
caalkative,s F oo s 1 144

T .u r;,,.'.:.';

. ma—'v-....--.. - wr
# & oel

. 5 - es
aidiia
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Bewilder’d thusin horrorsas thou art;,
Flopeft thou, Vimonda, cer 9 ﬁnd repofe,

Or peace: ?

V- MON ‘D“Ij!.
In death, perhaps,

- RoTHSAY,
Sqd hopc, poor girl ! g
But what if Heaven, in pity _tol,lhy weaknefs,
Should interpofe, and point the road E;)joy ?
. " ViMonNDA,

LR I [T g
T _.;.)A.’,,..J PER TS

et ey
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ViyMOXNDA.

.Impcfﬁblé!

RoTHSATY:

’Tis done, my dear Vimonda !
Again thou art my daughter ; and [ clafp thee
Thus in my arms, with pure paternal rapture.
Shed, Heav’n, thy choiceft bleffings on this head !
Preferve this deareft comfort of my age
To be a happy wife, a joyful mother,
The blifs, the rapture of a noble youth,
The pride and glory of a fond old man !
Where is thy Melville ?

VivoxDA. [Hitha vacant look.]
Ah! poor Melw!lc’s dead.

Rorusarv.

He lives, Vimonda,
From danger and from foul ﬁlfplczon fafe.
Th’ accomplice of that hell-hound, curft Dumdore,
Ev’n by the horror of his guilt appall’d,
To me has open’d all the black defign.
T feek for Melville, honor’s braveft fon,
“To crave his friendfhip.

ViMoxNxDa,
No—"tis now too late.
VWhat muft he think me—wretched, wretched
girl !
I. 2 To



———— .

Yer s allow’d me to behold her, yet:.

v6 oy I Mo-xp j-

To grant he was 2 murd’rer—to belieye

The pois'nous tales of-crée'pilig'coward flaves !
O had I liten’d to the voice of love,

I had done well '—~Then had I fet him up
Againft the world—againft ey thee, my father ;
Fled frsinryou all—foughe mhetres i his arms,
And {miled ar dahger. —Hark 1" [ hegzq aigroan.
Alfreda, he’s not dead }'cr';-‘;'_ﬁy,‘"'én'd tell hifn—
I dare not go—tell him, with his'laft breatl; -
He muft not curfe Kis poor Vintonda 3 tell him,

- How they’ve belied me s—>but I’ll follow .{bon,!

And theh he' tha]] knowall © -
: ROTH.‘;.AY..:P
Recall thyfelf;, - - - 58 ‘
Comforts 4l wait Vimonda, ;. fee, he comes, -
- Viyoxnpa, e
Let him not come—Iet m¢e not - fee him—bhide

Guard mne, my father,-——;—hid; mc-—gua:__'d_mc; from
' him ! ;

If thou would®t hot behold wild madnefs feize me,
And my brain burning,—hide me from Lord
Melville ! W iR e ge
[Tbrowing berfeif into Alfreda’s arms,

Lnter Mf.r.,.v ELTE:
e U MELY AL L g,

~  Once

e v i i b s Pt
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|
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Ouce more to fee this fairelt work of heav’n :
Well pleas'd T die. T blime thes not, Vimonda,
Eor years of vouth cut olt, for joys untalted,
For hun‘ying me thus to an carly grave—

. FRED aA.
Alas, my Ic’)rd,:I fear the lady dies !
Help me, for pity.
: '-.R‘IELVILLE.ﬂ
{ies ! no—lengthen’d ages,
Of life, of happinefs, and fame awajt her.

S o B : [Ct’afpi;rg ber,
Yetibe is pale and:fainting—0. Vimonda !
Awake—look. up—ipeak but one word to me—
Hear me but bléfs thee, ere I go for ever !

“TATFREDY
Unbappy youth, fhe knew not of the poifon,

"Twas, 45 T told thee; but ancther lie
Of that black wretch thouy flew’tt. * Look “in thae

face— . o
Why flies the blood ? why clofe the rolling eyes ?
Why has diftraction feiz’d this lovely frame
For thee—for thec—thou rafh, thou cruel mant

MEeLvivieyra
"Tis fo, T fear—_] have indeed been rafh,

Vismonwnnpa,
Where is Alfreda ?—Sottly—have you feen hin ?
I Don't




Pt v EM O NIDIAS P T A0 ER Y '“
Yon't fay he's dead ;—I fwear I fhall die Ainit. CERERE I
T v je.t N Ial 1t an's aliay a e " 7 = n .
Ho—there he 15 !—O DMelville, don’t believe Gaatdy, kind Sirs; vou muft not touch my
them ! heait
Villains, I did it not [—What, po tion him ? “Tic et ol crne. 1 kunow how thar vas done
o , S . 4 PRt T ‘ W BT 2
Poifon my Melville ?—O I would have given et 10 not have it (hoke of 1 "twas Dundore :
My helrt'g warm f{tream, and {mil'd to fec it flow, it nicht he came behind me with his d
AL DITA v Laine benindg me th IS U
o r R 1 S ; 1ere. My s il . . 5
For the dear youth !—You was not hers, my A ever fnce, Uve pined. . Had Melvii
L .
father,
Cr I’d have told you of him; how he woo'd me o
A long long year : oft by the river’s fide
1 fung {weet airs to him; and then he bound T
- My hair with woven flow'rs. But he was brave roo BT
] viie! L_D b.

Andf fearlefs, How my bofom throbb'd and glow'd

"Thar night, whertfrom a thoufand bleody rufitans

My blooming hero bore me off in triumph ! .

Alfreda,—[ Faltering J—carelefs girl,—did I nog
fend thee,

—free from-pains O gentle, lovely-maid,

i:cut thaic not go alone!  Wretched old man !

I old thee—but thou feel'lt it now—Heav’n puy

; thee !
'fo {feek him now—what m:tk..& thou—Iloit’ unq
—here ? g
_ Entzr BARNARD,.
MELVILLE. . n
E . RArxaAxkD
O torture! torture! fee, her eyes are clofing ! .
i ; & bLad I fwonzr known the villain’s fate
She pants for breath—{oft lay her on the couch— . , . 2
A : . vy hore 15 my ladyv ® Where is fair hmond 12
She faints—fhe dies !
R AT FRED X
OCOTHSAT. Fan R
Chiere, hifeicis in her lover’s arms the lies.
O God of mercr, fpare her! ’ * o anme e
Spare my poor innocent, my lovely chiid ! Bazxaznp o
' “orn ViMonnpa, Al ! I come 100 lats, :

Mezer-




8o’ ¥v*I M OND A
_ ‘\/I E r. vic L E.

" O tardy pOf‘"o'r‘ : . s
Why mutt I linger thus? Why muft Tichi L.f‘
Thy me"fr:’hml force >-—Ts J\. re'no fritnd,
To fpccd mr é".:...CI" m‘y‘dcpa.ttcd lovr: 3§ =

Yes, my dcar xord—-hcrc is our end of {drrow.

— = o e e

¥ PShitiing u d:ﬁge; .
She who as Ed wm, _}oy’d to fa\c thy 11fc

: ﬁr, and mll 1hew the w::.y For thee' lrvc -
I'rom thee dn Iuﬂfl,e,l(](:&"lf;h:i,\j po being
[Oﬁ—: :eﬁa!r becfp:ffa byt isareveisd. 4y Barpard: ]

A “l;"J"’ﬁlrl ‘f :IE,:D.,-., }_--! 3 gl g b
" el {—w i 3;,(1 af eyl I
Wha: mean’ft thou, maid? foord ’\’fel\'ﬂl: s

life is fafe.
He drank no poifon. ./ The Rnrc wave of Tweed
'Is not more innocent, than was the juice,
Which I wn.h happy fmud gavce to Dundorc.

T AL FRED A.
~ Say'ft r_hou 3-—“h:1t-—mnocent 1—0O crood o:d

L¥

= man ! !
Heav'n, mcxou:. Heav'r will pzu-don all thy fins
For this one deed.—Away—thou now art vfelefs !
[(Toro mng away the dagger.

o RorTH-

A TR AGEDY.

NOTHS AY,.

Thy f:ati-,-.,, Melville, 1s a welcome found.
Live, noble youth ; that haplefs girl’s {1 lof:
Is loud f—:aot.‘gh for my old heart to bear.
Live, and be happy. To the facred cloyfter
I fly for thelter ; where ftharp penitenc

™

,

ray’rs, and large alms, muft purify my foul.
This caille, and the lands around, 1 give
Tothee, Alfreda. Thou canft beft fupply
The place of her who there lies pale. Farewel !
[ Exit.
ALFREDA.
O Melville, rife; leave this heart-rending
ﬁghi 3 B
Let poor Alfreda fhare and footh thy {orrow.
There was a time when I could charm thy
pain.
When glorious t0il and honourable wounds
Had firetch’d thee on the earth, my plaintive
fute
Could iull thy foul to reft. That lute 2gzin
T will new-ftring, and to foft dying notes,
Tender and melancholy dirges fing.
The fong (hall be of thy Vimonda’s praile,
M Hes
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_ ‘Hcr peerlefs beauties, and her faithful love ;
. And, mixt with deeper ftrains, (hall mourn the

caufe, F P I L O G U E
-+ > That thus in fatal hour h_as'tprrl her from thee.

ot Coy : o Wiitten by Mr. Mackexzig, and fpoken by

M:s.'KeMzLE.

I‘I’TET HINKS our heroine was wond'rous weak,
To let a goblin-tale her marriaze break.
A : Now, thanic cur ftars! the childith creed is loft,
0 it That gave fuch mighty infuence to a ghoft.
Our lovers” nuptials meet with no delays
From phantom-vifitations now-a-days ;.
More folid bars their tender withes crofs,

£op : Dezds to indite, and parchments to engrofs,
mebs Jointures to fettle, pin-money debates,
. i ' ! TWeighing of rents, and wedding of eltates.
SROTI0. ey i Or, fometimes, as dark clouds crofs brizhteft fkies,
{ Perturbed fpirits after wedlock rife;
LT H Spirits of anger, fullennsfs, and {trife,
i - ¥ : That biizht the genial fwcers of married life 5
2% Pafficns that every (pell of love can brave,
cae ' Aand frrew indiff’rence o’er 2ffeltin’s grave.
s ued Or, fhould the wife have forne familiar {(prite,
E i e ot W Ty L T {Such things there are) that haunts the houle by night,
T g £ e i He, like our fpe&rz, rizhtly underfiood,
.‘ "": ' May prove perhaps no ghott, but defb 2nd blocd.
M d £ But here, within our mimic kinzdon’s bound,
EPI- Still antique ghofts may walk their nizhely round ;
H e |

(1

iy o



EPIL OGUFE.

Stll truncheon’d Hamlet glide, or Bangus’s thade
Drive Scotland’s tyrant from his featdifmay'd.
O, could ouur magic-fpells contrive to bind
Spirits before the curtain, as behind,
Pocts no more fhould dread the fatal found ‘,
; Of fierce and angry goblins rifing round, :
;© -~ Of thofe who howl above®, or hifs beow + the ground.
: May milder pow’rs row breathe their influence here,
And join the Mufe’s fmile, the Mufe’s tear; j U L I A .
In this warm foil, may fofter’d genius fpring, ' ?
And here young Fancy firetch a bolder wing! :
If fuch kind fpirits hither make refort, = O R,
Weak as weiare, we’ll not be frighten’d ‘or’t;
“Let them walk here, we'll ufe no chatms to cure it,

k- . THE ITALIAN LOVER.
And tho™ our houfe be baunted, we'll endure it. .

* The Galleries.
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