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PROLOGUE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF THE PLAY. 

TE Prologue once, indeed, in days of old, 

Some previous facts of the new Drama told: 
Pointed your expectation to the ſcene, 

And clear d obſtruction, that might intervene : 

Poſſeſs d you with thoſe aids, the Author thought 

Were requiſite, to judge him as you ought, 

The moderns, previous hints like theſe deſpiſe, 
Demand intrigue, and banquet on ſurprize : 

The Prologue, notwithſtanding, keeps its ſtation, 
A trembling Poet's ſolemn lamentation. 
Cloak'd up in metaphor, it tells of ſhocks 
Fatal to ſhips new launch'd, from hidden rocks; 
Of critic batteries, of rival ſtrife, | | 

The Deſtinies that ſlit the thin-ſpun life, 

Our Author chuſes to prepare the way, 
With lines at leaſt ſuggeſted by his Play. 

Caught from the Gothic treaſures of Romance, 

| He frames his work, and lays the ſcene in France. 

The word, I ſee, alarms—i1t vibrates here, 

And Feeling marks its impulſe with a tear, 

It brings to thought, a people once refin'd, 

Who led ſupreme the manners of mankind ; 

Deprav'd by cruelty, by pride inflam'd, | 

By traitors madden'd, and by ſophiſts ſham'd. 

Cruſhing that freedom, which, with gentle ſway, 

Courted their revyolution's infant day, 



PROLOGUE. 

'Ere giant vanity, with impious hand, 

Aſſail'd the ſacred Temples of the Land. 

Fall'n is that Land beneath oppreſſion's flood; 
Its pureſt ſun has ſet, alas, in blood! 
The milder planet drew from him her light, 

And when uz roſe no more, ſoon ſunk in night: 

The regal ſource of order, once deftroy'd, 
Anarchy made the fair creation void, 

Britons, to you, by temperate freedom crown'd, 

For every manly ſentiment renown'd, 

The Stage can have no motive to enforce 
'The principles, that guide your glorious courſe ; 

Proceed triumphant—'mid the world's applauſe, 

Firm to your King, your Altars, and your Laws. 
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Louis, - 
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Scene in an Abbey chiefiy, and the adjacent 

Time.—The beginning of the Fifteenth Century. 

— 

Note. It was not. from a vain tenacioufneſs that I determined to 

retain paſſages expunged in the performance, —The Stage and 

the Cloſet are very different mediums for our obſervance of 

parts of 

effects, 
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ACT 1. 

SCENE.—4 Gothic Hall of an Abbey; the whole 
wuch W ny 

Enter Mavants 6 followed by PETER. 

Madame. 

SEEK not to fill me with theſe terrors, Peter: : 

Here are no. figns of any late inhabitants, 
The fugitive fears nothing but diſcovery. 

While we are ſafe from all purſuit, no vain 
Or ſuperſtitious fancies ſhall diſturb me. 

Peter. This is a horrid place, I ſcarce dare 
\ 

crawl 8 

Through its low grates and narrow paſſages ; 
And the wind's guſt that whiſtles in the turrets, 

Is as the groan of ſome one near his end. 
Heaven ſend my Maſter back ! On my old knees 

I begg'd him not explore that diſmal wood ; 
He comforted me then, bur ſcorn'd my fears. 

Madame. Woud'ſt have us periſh here for want? 
Have comfort, 

Nor let thy Miſtreſs teach thee fortitude. 
Peter, Nay, dearest Madam, do not think your 

old, 

But faithful, 8 ek to defend 04 ' 
prog B 
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1 From an attack but mortal, againſt odds 

Chearful I'd riſk this crazy tenement; 
But here my fear is not of human harm. 

Madame. May there no — danger preſs 
than your's, 5 

The place will then yield us the needful ſhelter, 

Your maſter will be ſafe, and I be happy. 
| But night is far advanc'd—his abſence pains me. 

| Peter. He went at duſk; by the lame token 

then 

The owl ſhriek'd from the porch—Hle ſtarted 
Dack s - - 

n But recollected, ſmote his forchead, and advanc'd; | 
Ai e ftruck into the left hand dingle ſoon: 

| I clos'd the Abbey gate, which grated ſadly. 

| Madame, Hark ! his ſignal! How! a We 
TEES with him ! 

FFP S 

2 K ·‚Åͥͥ́́ai . r rr eee ee, 

, bo, 

[4 bucking againſt the . ä 

Enter LAMOTTE ſupporting ADELINE. 

I! Lamotte. Receive this fair unfortunate with 

kindneſs. | 

How ſhe was forc'd to ſhare our cacked fate, 

You'll know anon ! Peter, go make a fire; 

The rain has drench'd our garments through the 

leaves. 

Prepare the ſupper ; our new gueſt muſt need 
Refreſhment. 

Madame, Lady, take my arm to aſſiſt you. 

Adeline. Gratefully.—I was born to trouble 
others. 



FONTAINVILLE FOREST. 

Lamotte. Her ſpirits are violently agitated ; 
But kindneſs will reſtore her mind its tone. 

Madame. Scarce did I ever ſee a face ſo beau- 

teous ! 

Lamotte. The remark is womanith ; I never 

knew 

Diſtreſs more poignant the beſt reaſon, wife, 
To give our kind aſſiſtance and our love. 

Bear her in gently—ſo, now cloſe the doors. 
Exeunt Madame, Adeline, and Peter. 

V3 

. Manet Lauorrz. 

— Misfortunes chicken on me; ſorely 
pinch'd 

By poverty already, I have brought 

Another now, to drain away our life-means. 

Never admitted to my confidence, 0 

My wife ſuſpects not our decaying ſtore.— 

I have reach'd that climax of our wretched being, 

When the heart builds no more on heavenly aid. 

Deſpair has laid his callous hand upon me, 
And fitted me for deeds, from which I once 

Had ſhrunk with horror] have no reſource 

But robbery—The degradation ! What ! 

To nouriſh guilty life turn common ſtabber ! 
Lurk in a hedge, and like an adder ſting 
The unguarded pafſenger ! ! Well, arid what then . 
There's courage in this theft comparatively— '. 
The ſharper, routed from the loaded dice, 
With which he damns fame, fortune, honour „ man, 
Riſes i in morals when he takes the road. 

B 2 



1 FONTAINVILLE FOREST. 

Enter MADAME. 

Adin, Lamotte! He ſeems diſturd'd! My 
deareſt life ! 

Lamoite. O, is it you? RefleQtion on the paſt 

So buſied me, I heard not your approach. 

How fares the ſtranger ? 
Madame. Sunk to ſtartled fleep, 

la broken ſentences ſhe prays for mercy. 
I liſten'd while ſhe ſhriek' d, Save me! That 

ruffian! | : 

* My father, fly me not !—If I + die, ä 

Do you diſpa:ch me ;—ſend away that villain.” 
Lamotte. Tis horrible and ſtrange ! Her father, 

then, 

It was, who forc'd her on 6 where, 

The evening being calm, I took my walk 

To ruminate at full —wrapt up in thought, 

Night ftole upon me Through the pathleſs wild 
No ſigns could I diſcover that might lead 

My erring ſteps back to this Abbey's towers— 
The ſtorm came ſudden on, a little while 

The ſhading trees protected me At length, 

A diſtant ta per threw its trembling light 

Acrols the alley where I ſtood ; 1 ran, 

So guided, till I reach'd a paltry cottage. 
Madame. *T was raſh and unadvis'd to venture 

thus. 

Lamoite. J knock'd aloud for ſhelter; from 

within 

One aſk'd with ſurly voice my name and buſineſs. 
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I ſaid, a traveller, miſſing of the road, 

And drench'd with rain, begg'd houſe-room for 

a while. 333 

The man within replied—** Welcome, come in.“ 
I enter'd and advanc'd, when he, in haſte, 

Clapt to the door and lockt it—Stay, he cried, 

I ſhall return anon! Then from above 
Shrieks iſſued in a female voice 

At length the crazy ſtairs, 

Creak'd to the tread of feet, and ent ring erce, 

A ruffian by the hair dragg'd in a lady ; 
She ſeem'd expiring. Stern he bad me ſwear 
To take her from his fight, and ne'er return; 
For, if I did, my life ſhould be the forteit. 
I promis'd what he claim'd, and then I told him, 

If he would bring us to Fontainville Abbey, 
I knew the way from thence—He hid our * 
And led us to this gate. 

Madame. Why ſhould a father thus drive out 

his child 

To want and wretchedneſs, or W believe 

She will not name him in recover'd reaſon, 

And make the law her refuge? By her dreſs 

She ſeems to have been taken from ſome convent, 

A holy ſiſter, but not yet profels'd. 
Lamotte. Of this no more; inſcrutable to us 

The myſtery ; with her returning ſenſe 
We may know all that now perplexes us. 
Certain he look'd as little like her father, 
As his deeds ſpoke him—But this well I know, 
here is a ſtate of mind, when anguiſh keen 

4 pers 2 _ Ne 

eee eee 5 



6 FONTAINVILLE FOREST: 
For vices paſt, works onthe heart of man, 

And wrings it ſore, till rifing deſperation 
Bemonſters quite his nature—then, he ſpurns 
'The ties of blood, cancels all obligation 

In which his Maker bound him to his kind, 
And is the image of the fiend rhat tempts him. 

Madame. Heaven ever ſhield our hearts from 

ſuch deſpair ! bs 
And yet, Lamotte, I own you wound my ſoul. 
Dark looks, that ſeek the memory's inward ſcrolls, 
While the whole outward ſenſe is loſt, oft mark 

Your ſelf. reproach—If I, by chance, arouſe 

And chace you. from your mood, your temper 
flames | 7 

In cauſeleſs anger, which you aback with "REY 

And wrap you ftraight in filence. 
Lamctte. O, Hortenſia, 

I have not liv'd a life can brook diſtreſs ; 

He who is clear within may ſmile at ſtorms, 

And dread no reckoning ſhou'd they chance to 
whelm him: i 

My crimes preſs heavy on me: ſtrong compunction, 
For miſeries entail'd beyond myſelf, 
Is feſtering here, and when I look on you, 
Outcaſt for my offences, moody madneſs 

Weighs on my brain, and tells my ſhuddering 
..-— 0 

That I am only mark'd out for perdition. 
But ſee, an angel comes, to whiſper peace, 
And ſoothe me with one act of kindneſs render'd ! 
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Enter ADELINE. 

Adeline. MV honour'd Sir and Madam, I thus 

preſs. =_ 

From ſhort repoſe, by anguiſh forcd upon me, 7 | 

To pay the thanks your generous pity claims; | 
For which my heart, in endleſs gratitude, 
Shall daily heave to heav'n, and blefiing beg 1 

Upon your heads more bounteous than my o-. [ 
Lamotie. Fair Saint, a common benefit like this | 

Your grateful mind o erpays. My heir daugh- 

ter, 

Chance throws you on a rude and churliſh ſoil, 

That cannot yield much medicinal balm, i 

To heal the wound a parent's hand has dealt you. - if 
Madame. But be of com fort, Lady; as we are, | | 

We live to ſerve you, while ourſelves are ſafe. 
At ſome fit ſeaſon of recover'd ſpirits, 
We ſhall requeſt the ſtory from your lips, 
Of what thus orphans you. 

Adeline. With willingneſs, 
As far as I have knowledge ; but my tale 

Is eaſy told, nor do 1 know myſelf, 

Why thus I fell under a father's hate. 
| Lamotte. Of that anon! Now our refreſhment 

calls, 5 

Pleaſe you to enter. 

Adeline. I have but ſlender wiſh 

For aught, ſave reſt.— The conflict I have _— 
Beats at my heart, and fevers every ſenſe. 

This friendly ſolitude, your generous pains, | 
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Will lull the throbbing ſmart of my affliction , 

And give me power to obey you. | 

Lamotte. Ever yours. [ Exennt. 

SCENE—7Fithout the Abbey. 

Eater from the Gates. (Morning datons.) 

Lamorte. Thus, like the ſavage lion from his 

„„ . - | 

I wake to prowl for prey. My buſy brain 
Riots in varied ſchemes of wickednels, 
And drives me from my bed, before the bird, 

Whoſe comfort ſprings from the return of day. 

Light ſhews me no relief! The morn is freſh ; 
And hark ! the diftant hills ring with the ſound 

Of the glad horn! The hunters are abroad: 
PI! dog their chace, and haply ſeize my prey, 

Man, the deſtroyer, Man, and force the aid, 

That miſery expects not from bis pity. Exit. 

SCENE—4 Wood. 

Manqv1s and two ATTENDANTS, 

Marguis, The chace farigues—P'1I reſt 3 5 
avhile— 

You to your ſport again. —Anon, I'll join you, 

( Exeunt Attendants. 
It we could truſt to our preſentiments, 
I nad not ventur'd on the chace to-day, 
A tremulous reluctance to the laſt 

— 
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Flutter'd about my heart, and now I feel 

As if ſome dreadful certainty of evil 

Had led me on to meet impending fate. 
Ha! what art thou?..... + 
Lp [Lomotte ruſbes in, wild and diſbevel 4. 

Lamotte. A wretch, a very wretch, 
Mad with deſpair, and fell from biting poverty. 
Give me the means of life, or take thy death. 

Marquis. Thou'ſt caught me en, I'm in 
thy power. <4 

Lamotte. Off, off your jewels ! Gs, your 

. purſe—diſpatch ! 
Stir not! your life will anſwer ! ! Followers ! 
Surpriſed ! Then bein ſpeed can ſave me. 

(Runs off 

Re-enter ATTENDANTS. 

uf Aitendant. How's this, my Lord, you "RP 

| aghaſt with fear ? 
What wretch was that who fled at our approach? 
Marguis. A robber: : Somewhere 1 in theſe foreſt 

caves 
Moſt probably he lurks : Command my train, 
That there they make ſtrict ſearch to- morrow 

early. | 

if Attendant, Will you know the villain's face 
again, my Lord 2 

Marquis. Certain! He look d not like : a com- 

mon ruthan, 

One ſhrunk from ſplendour rather—hunted hard 

C 
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By juſtice he had fled, and doom'd to wreſt 

His chance ſupport from the lone paſſenger, 
Whom, otherways, he harms not—for my "we 
Unlike our robbers, he attempted not. 

24 Attendant. He ſhall be found, my Lord, e re 

morrow night, 

If here he lurk, —Shall we ſupport you lunes 5 
1 Marguis. Alarm has quite enfeebled me Lead 

| Oh nr WOT; 
Give up the chace to-day. 

Attendants. This way, my Lord, — | 
* 

ls. <5 

Dn EEO PE IO * **... IE hes 

- 

77... wy regrets tuner; Pro ͤ ˙ gta i ee LIPS N 

* 

SCENE. — Another par? of the Wood. 

3 5 Enter Laorrz. 

| Lamotte. Despair has lent me wings! T'' ve burſt 

| my way 
Wb Through brake and briar !—Terror has ſteel's my 

B84 frame! 

| I *icap'd awe ths O memory, 
Wil I'm all one wound, while I yet live to think! 
T4 O dearly purchas'd wealth, won by the loſs 

| Of future peace! Up, damning baubles, up! 

Cloſe to the heart, which you have wrung from 
1 comfort 
| Hence, Monſter, hence, nor blot the beauteous 

= ".* | & 

Hail, cavern'd glooms, to your deep ſhade I fly, 
Darkneſs myſelf, to give you living horror. [ Exit. 

END OF THE FIRST ACT, 
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ACT F 

SCENE—4r Apartment 

Mapa Laxorrs. followed by Aok. 

Madame. 

A Youth appearing much concern'd and eager? 

Adeline. He ſaid he TOR. in _ a baniſh'd 

friend, . 
| Whom his 8 fancied to ſhroud here. 
Fear made me little note his lineaments, 

But he ſeem'd tall and comely. + . 
Madame. Where's my Lord? 
Went he not forth with you this morning early! ? 

Adeline. Madame, with me! In ſooth I have 

not ſeen him. 
Madame. Indeed ! that's arge. I thought he 

might. have lur'd 
Your contemplation thro? theſe dreary ruins ; 
Or giv'n advice, ſo needful, in the wood, 

Apt for concealment. 
Adeline. Deareſt lady, hear me! 

Forgive me, if I meet your hard ſuſpicion, 
And earneſt in my vindication, own 
I feel at what it points. 

Madame. Nay, paſs it by; 
For quick i interpretation rather ſhews 
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12 FONTAINVILLE FOREST, 

A mind that's arm'd by apprehenfion keen, 
And trembling for its myſtery, than one 
Of conſcious purity, which never guides 
Suſpicion's dart unto its deſtin'd aim. 

Adeline. O Madam, 1 beſcech You, hear your 
ſervant! | 

If my poor heart harbour a thought of ill, 

Or, were it offer'd, would not ſcorn to wrong you, 

May heav'n devote me to the ruffian's ſteel, 
From which ſo late its providence reliev'd me! 
My ſex's pride would arm my breaſt with anger, 
And diſdain meet ſuſpicion undeſerv'd ;— 
But I'm a friendleſs orphan, thrown, alas! 
Upon your pity, ſoften'd and ſubdu'd 
By miſery unequall'd.— By your peace, 

Your ſacred honour ! I conjure you, Madam, 
Diſmiſs th' unworthy doubts you entertain! 
O, be a mother to my tender years, _ 
And form the heart, that's open as the day! q 

Madame. My lovely child, I cannot but believe 

„„ 
And take ſhame on me, that I 8 Tych 

candour. 

Adeline. No, more of this—opprels me not by 
' goodneſs, (Embracing.) 

Madame. But 1 am yet to learn, my Adeline, 
How you have paſs'd your youth eſtranged thus 
From all parental fondneſs.—If not painful, 
Beſeech you ſatisfy me with the tale. 

Adeline. My mother early dying, I was 1 d 
Within a neighbour-convent—From my father 



FONTAINVILLE FOREST, _- 3 
Oft J heard, kindly, *till maturing years 

Aſk'd for diſpoſal; I was then giv'n to know "x. 

| His choice affign'd for me the virgin veil, nn" 
And baniſh'd me for ever from the world. = 

Madame. The wiſh was not uncommon ; but | 

you found - es | 
- Objections inſurmountable to Fend „„ 

Adeline. O moſt weighty were they ! 1 had ſeen 
The fad condition of our ſiſterhood, | 

And all their holy ſpells were loſt upon me; 3 
Drawn the ſo-ſeeming veil of happineſs _ 
From faces, ſolitude ſaw wrung with anguiſh! 

A convent is the ſcene of hopeleſs tears, —— 

| Of heart-ſtruck melancholly, dumb deſpair, _ — MN | 
Of viſionary guilt and vain repentance, — R 
Inceſſant horrors, poor diffimulation, 
My heart revolted from it. | 

Madame. But your father! ; 
Ho bore he this tefuſal ? 
Adeline. With diſpleaſure. 

At length he fix'd a day to take me thence. 
A day, long wiſh'd for !— but it roſe at length 
O, day of terrors. To that houſe they led me 

A deſtin'd ſacrifice I pray'd, implor'd 
In vain my ſenſes fled me —on recovery | I 
I was deliver'd to a ſtranger” s care, 5 N 

Who bore me here, to give my youth a parent. 
Madame. My deareſt you ſhall find 

a mother; 

And what my fondneſs can ſuggeſt, or r yield, 
To aid or comfort you, depend on ſafely. 
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Enter LAMorrz. 3 
Lamotte. Is all here ſafe? On entering juſt 

now, 

The outer porch, 1 a a human figure, 
Gliding myſteriouſly along the hall— 
He heard the noiſe I made ; and led thereby, 

He follow'd me in haſte; I clos'd the trap, 
And left him pacing croſs the gallery 
To find the door, by which I ſcap'd his ſearch. 

Madame. He, then, it was accoſted Adeline, 

Without the abbey, in the morning early. 
Lamotte. How look'd he? 
Adeline. Little like an emiffary 

Bent to entrap us, but ſome friendly Queſt, 
Eager to bring us comfort. 

Lamotte. Sure my ſon ! 

Louis. (without. Lamotte ! Lamotte ! 

Lamoite, Huſh! hark! O ſenſes, mock me 
not ! 

Enter Lovis. 

My ſon! my ſon! (embracing him.) 
Louis. My dear, dear father, found 

Againſt all likelihood ! My mother too, 
My joy o'erpowers me quite! Forgive me, Hax. 

(To Adeline.) 

The alarm I muſt have caus'd you, and command 
My utmoſt ſervices. 

Adeline. To ſee you thus 
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Repaid your pious labour, fills my breaſt 

With rapturous feelings never known before. 
Madame. My darling ſon, own an adopted 

ſiſter, 

By providence dire&ed to our arms, 
To ſoothe and to conſole our lonely life! 

Her ſtory you ſhall hear, and weep, at leiſure. 
Louis. I bind her to my heart with deareſt in- 

tereſt. 

Enter PETER (Vail. * 

Lemotte, Now what has chanc'd? 
Peter. Sir, ſince your enfrance here, 

T hied me to the turret, to obſerve 

If any danger menac'd ; at ſome diſtance 
I ſaw a troop of horſemen ſhape their courſe _ 
Toward the abbey—Be prepar'd, beſeech you! 
My dear young maſter too! (isses his hand.) | 

Lois. My worthy friend ! 1 

Haſte, Peter, to your poſt again; obſerve 

All vigtlantly. 

Peter. 1 am gone, dear maſter. (Exit, 
Adeline. Who can they be; Twere beſt 22 

hide awhile. 

Lamotte. O there's no need: you find they” Ve 

turn'd aſide; 

Travellers, no doubt, who rode up but to gaze | 
Upon a ruin ſo magnificent. 
But tell me, ſon, ſaw you our friend Nemours? 

Louis. He charg'd me, if ny ſearch ſhou'd find 
your courſe, 

/ 

__ "5 

3 
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That you'd communicate your views to him, 
And let him always know where to addreſs you. 
Lamotte. And 1 will, Louis, for Nemours, 1 

think, e 3 

Is fingularly honeſt; - 440 0 
Louis, He's ſincere, and plain, 3 

Clear and deciſive; knavery alone 

Would darken juſtice! and the pleader's heart 
Should be as open as his face is cloſe, _. 
To aid indeed the elient he would ſerve. 05 olent 

| knocking. ). . 
Lamotte. Didtraction, 1 am loſt, what s to be 

e 5 
| Adeline. May I adviſe, conceal 3 below; 
Me will remain as ſeeming qwellers bere, 
And thus diſarm ſuſpicion. 
Luis. Hence, dear father: [Exit Lamotte. 

"is As Boe the hae. hs 6 
Dances. His aitendants ill the Hage bebind. 

. Marquis. Amazement |! Village-rumour, then, 
I fee, Bo 

Fell ſhort of our new tenants, In me, 1 
You view the owner of this. ruin'd abbey ; 

Happy, moſt happy, if, to you or yours, 
It have been ſerviceable ;—bur inſtruct me, 

How ſo much ſeeming worth cou'd need ſuch 
ſhelter ?, 

Sirs, you may wait without until I call. 
Es eunt Attendants. 
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| (Particularly attentive to Adeline.) 
Madame. My Lord, the tale at full were wea- 

riſome, 

And long it were to tell ;—but briefly this, 
My. huſband and myſelf, our ſon and daughter, 
Compell'd from Paris by misfortune, ſought 
A ſhelter from purſuit in this drear ſpot. 

Louis. The inveteracy of our enemies, my 7 
Lord, ))) DOT R91 101 > 

We hope, ere long, to ſoften ; if meanwhile. 

Your goodneſs ſhall allow this ſanctuary, 
Tou bind us ever to your generous pity. 

— 

1 12929 4 _ 

: 8 2 

— 

—— 2 ͤ— 

— — by 

— —— — — —— ———— - 

Marquis. Take freely that VO Os where's. | 1 
your huſband? _0off_ 1 
A Sliding Pannel opens, LaMorrs advances. . | | j 
Lamotte. At hand, my Lord, with tears to 

thank your bounty—(Seeing the Marquis)= | 
Ha! ſwallow me, earth! Cs | 

[ Starts. Madame runs to ſupport bin, the "ED 1 | ff 
| quis puts his hand to bis ford, and after a fer _ 

moments turns off as to ſummon his attendants,] al. 
Adeline. Beſeech „you, ſtay, my Lord! _ — 

Lamotte would {| peak my father would explain! l 
| Lamotte. Return! return! My Lord, vouch- | 

ſafe one word  _ KS. 92 I 

In private (frantically ) „„ A 
Marguis, You beſt know whether 'tis ir FR. 

To grant this, after what has paſt betwixt us. 1 
You can have nought to ſay, but what with me 8 
Your family may ſhare. = | — 

D | 35 | 
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Lamotte. By my deſpair, [Ne 

I vow theſe lips ſhall keep eternal flence, | 
Ere to another I reveal the tale, 

That's due to you alone. 
Marquis. You have your wiſh. 

_ Lamotte. Firſt then, my Lord, take this to ba- 

niſh doubt; (Gives his ſword.) 
My life will thus be in your power—But hear me 
Jil lead you to ſome privacy. 
Marquis. I follow. [ Exeunt ambo. 

 Manent 8 AvxLine, Louis. 
Madame. What can this mean ? Louis, know 

you the ſtranger? 

Links No; but 'tis e he may bs one 
; Incens'd againſt my father from ſome loſs, 
Incurr'd by play, and now ſeeks reſtitution. 

Euter Prrknx. 

Peter. My Lord's attendants waiting in the 
hall, 

I aſk'd them who their maſter was? They told me 
The Marquis of Montault—he has a caſtle 
Hard by here, and theſe, our apartments now, 
Were long fince furniſh'd as a hunting lodge, 
To accommodate the preſent Lord's late brother. 
Adeline. Madam, let me beſeech you to retire, 

Their difference I doubt not is compos'd. 
Madame. I'm loſt in wonder at it O my huſ- 

band! I Ereuut. 
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SC ENE—A remote Apartment. 

Enter LamorrTe—MaR gps. TE IS 

Marquis. This place has privacy to {uit Your 
purpoſe, . 25 

Speak, I am all attention. 
Lamotte. O my Lord, 

Pity the agonies you ſee me ſuffer ! 
Have mercy on a wretch, whoſe poverty 
Stung him to madneſs ! At your feet J fall 
Submiſſive to your ſentence Spare my life! 
And think my crime atton'd by theſe oy" hor- 

rors! | 
O ſave a family that never "OT you |! 
All, all ſhall be reſtor'd—If worlds could buy 

That peace of mind with which I enter'd here, - 
I'd filence my compunction by the gift. — 
Marquis. Riſe, Sir, take back your ſword, and 

hear my anſwer. 5 

You may be worth my elemency, and I 

Incline to ſpare you but at leaſt ſome teſt 

Should prove your deep repentance of the crime. 
 Lamoite. If my whole life, with zeal devoted 
. 

Can but atone, expoſe it to all mats. 0 

None will I ſhrink from you may point me to.— 
So you but add your filence to forgiveneſs. 

| Marquis. Extravagant profeſſions I regard not. 
The firſt teſt I exact from you is truth. 

D 2 

1 
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W ho is that lovely maid I ſaw*but now ? 

Is ſhe your daughter ? 
Lamotte. No, my Lord, ſhe i is not. 

Chance threw her on my care; an orphan friend- 

leſs, | 

And, but for me, devethd by a ruffan, 
To ſavage ſlaughter. _ r the 

Marguis. Well, Lamotte, this fair one 
May heal the breach between us She has beauty 
That ſtruck me at firſt. fight—T'll ſee her ſhortly. 
Excuſe my prompt departure to your wife, 
And lead her to expect my frequent viſits, | 

Our diſcord may be ſtil'd miſtake, explain d 
At length, and ſettled i into friendſhip.— For 
»Tis with yourſelf, to fix, or looſe the bands. 
Lamotte, good night. 50 

LTamolte. I reſt your grateful ſervant. L Era 

4 SCENE — Another Apartment, | 

MADAME LAMOTTE. 

Madame. How painful this ſuſpenſe ! How 
ſtrange the cauſe! 

I've loſt myſelf in crude and wild conjecture, 
And find no clue to dreadful certainty. 

One thing indeed ſeems likely—this late ſhock, 
And his paſt melancholy, ſpring alike 
From one, one fatal ſource, My huſband comes! 

O how this interval has wrung my ſoul ! | 
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Enter LAMOTTE, 

Where is the Marquis ? 
- Lamotte. Gone—Now to prepare 
For interrogatories, ſpringing all 

From raging curiofity, that feyer, 
Which dries up all the virtue of your ſex ! 

Madame, 1 pardon a reproach I feel unmerited. 
Nor would I urge you to unwilling converſe. 

For I would ſoothe your mind, not irritate 
Its ſecret wounds but anſwer me this queſtion, ' 

Did your late terror ſpring from the ſame cauſe 
As all before it ? es 

Lamotte. Woman, forbeat your queſtions | 
have no temper, or to hear, or anſwer. 
Have I not long forbidden you to mention, 
Or hint even at this ſubjet? 

Madame, Hint at what ? | 

Lamotte. O, true. 1 thought you had men- 
tioned it before. 

Madame. Nay then, I muſt ſuſpect my notion 
grounded. 

Lamotte. Suſpect not, nor enquire; for 'twill 
| be fruitleſs. 

Whate'er the cauſe of my late wild emotions, 
Iwill not now diſcloſe it. Time may come 
Concealment will no more be neceſſary. 

Madame. A needleſs caution tow'ards vour fond 

Hortenſia; 

But do your, pleaſure. 
Tamoite. In the mean time, this— 

7 



N 

e 

22 FONTAINVILLE FOREST. 

Note not to any aught uncommon in me; 
Bury ſuſpicion deep in your own breaſt, 
As you'd avoid our ruin and my curſes. | 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE.—An Apartment. 

ADELINE alone. 

Aueline. I've heard of fix'd antipathies in minds, 
And mortal loathing to peculiar objects! 
No cauſe to be aſſign'd but ſhudd'ring nature! 

I feel it is ſo: for my very foul 
Sicken'd at yonder Marquis—Yet he Jook'd | 

Diſpos'd to do me kindneſs, much obſervant ; 

Hated civility; obſervance painful ! 
"Tis like we ſee him often, while his pity 
Continues to Lamotte this place of ſhelter. 
Well, what of that? Improvident alarm! 

I can retire then to my chamber—How ! | Knock. 

One knocks. 

Enter Lovis. 

Louis. My Adeline, may I intrude 

To tell you what hath chanc'd fince you retir'd ? 
Adeline. Moſt welcome. 

Louis. Then, the Marquis 1s ſet off, 

In ſeeming kindneſs, and my father now 

Withdrawn to bis Apartment much diſturb'd.. 

Adeline. Where is my gracious lady, your dear 

mother ? 

Lonis. Alſo retir'd—At his return, in ſorrow, 
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She queſtion'd on the cauſe of his late horror, 
And I o'erheard him loudly chide her love. 

Adeline. Alas, dear lady, how my heart bleeds 
1 for her! 
I never knew tlie comfort of a mother 2 

Vntil her kindneſs rous'd the filial fondneſs. - 
Louis. O think, ſweet, tender — my feel- 

ings for her! 
When home return'd from the alarms of war, 
Mine from my earlieſt youth, I found that home 

Seiz'd on by legal harpies, while its lord, 
A fugitive, had ſtol'n away by night 
From the dread ills of paſſion unreſtrain'd. 

Think of theſe ſtigmas on a ſoldier's pride, 
Fluſh'd with the darling fame of victory ! 

Adeline. Ves, I can feel the appointing s an- 
euiſh. 

But let not this reproof decreaſe our love : 
My brother, I'm ſo much indebted there, 

That life can yield no means of recompence 
To the preſerver of this injur'd being. 
Louis. Would only I had been ſo bleſt, to my 

The ſaviour of diſtreſſed Adeline! 
© Adeline. And let me ſay, were I again to need 

one, 
I know not any friend to has my heart 
Would with more pleaſure pay its gratitude, 

Louis. Tranſporting ſounds ! O let me not be 
thought 

8 Preſuming, if I thus diſcard the move 
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Which ill conceals the love that is oy glory 1 
My ſoul is yours. 

Adeline. For your eſteem 1 thank you, | 

24 

1 Deeply, believe me; but your own good ſenſe 

Will teach you how improper the purſuit | 
Oft one like me, with paſſion ſo ill Judg'd.— — 

© You ſee I throw away all coy reſerve, 

And do not ev'n affect to miſs your meaning. 
Louis. My heart is bounden to your ee 

— 

candour; 

Vet how can I forbear to ſpeak of that, 

Which flows thro” and informs my very being??? 
Adeline. Your pardon—here I end this confer- 
ence 8 "IS 

I beg I may be ſpar'd—I would not hear 

Aught that may ſhake my beſt opinion of you. 
Louis. Farewell, my Adeline; may n of 

peace # 
Settle upon that boſom in repoſe, 
And fancy, if ſhe ſtirs beneath their wings, 
Preſent my love obedient to your will. Exit. 

Adeline. (after a pauſe.) The night is rough, 
and through theſe ſhatter'd caſements, 

The wind in chrilling blaſts ſweeps the old * £ 

ings. v 

Whether the place alone puts ſuch thoughts i in me, 

I know not; but aſleep, or waking, ſtill 
Conviction haunts me, that ſome myſtery 
Is wrapt within theſe chambers, which my fate 
Will have me penetrate, —The falling guſt 
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With feeble tone expires like dying fight— 
The tap'ſtry yonder ſhakes, as tho' ſome door 
Open'd behind it (takes her lamp) Ha ! 'tis ſo; ; 

the bolt, 
Tho- ruſty, yields unto my hand; I'll ſee 
To what it leads.— How, if ! fink with fear? 

And ſo benumb'd, life freeze away in horror? 

No matter, powerful impulſe drives me onward, 

And my ſoul riles t to the coming terror. Exit. 

SCEN 3 to a melancholy Apartment. The 
Windows beyond reach, and grated. An old Ca- 

nopy in the diſtance, with a torn Set of Hanging- 

"mM apefiry. 

Enter ADELINE. 

Adeline. I muſt be cautious, leſt the ſudden blaſt 

Extinguiſh my faint guide. I'll place the lamp 
© Behind this ſheltering bulk.” — What” s this [ 

tread on? a 

A dagger, all corroded by the ruſt ! 
Prophetic ſoul! Yes, murder has been buſy ! 
A chilly faintneſs creeps acroſs my heart, 

And checks the blood that ſtrives in vain to follow, 

[ Pauſe, fits down, 
I feel recover'd, and new firength i is giv'n me! 
»Tis deſtiny compels, —On to my taſk. 

Yon tatter'd ruin yawns to tempt enquiry, 
. ä [ Touches it, all falls down. 
What ſcroll thus meets.me in the falling lumber? 

E 
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ith Let me examine it: blurr'd all by damps ; 
|  Mouldy, in parts illegible. I'll hence now: 

The waning light warns me to gain my chamber. 
Inſpire me, great Avenger! Angels guard me! 

a 

1 Ik END er THE SECOND ACT. 

1 err e r ett e 
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ACT Ul. 
SCEN E.—As Apartment. 

Enter ADELINE. 

1 8 . 

In MUST ah yon parchment al I 5 
What it contains. Madame Lamotte approaches. 
The terrors that have hover'd o'er my ſſumbers, 
May well alone account for my diſturbance. 

N 4D: , x20 | | 

Enter MapAME LAMOTTE. 

4 how's this ? 
You look, my love, in a diſorder'd ſtate, 
As though alarm had ruffled your repose. 

* Adeline. *Tis likely, Madam,—for the night 
* has paſs'd 

«In viſions ſo bewildering, and dreadful, 

© That N ature ſhudders under their impreſſion.” 

O my lov'd mother, 1 have firm conviction, 
That ſome attrocious act has ſtain'd this place, 
In which my fate will have me intereſted. 
Madame. But tell, what thus leads you to in- 

fer ſo ? | 
© What were thoſe viſions ?* 

Adeline. 1 had ſcarcely ſunk 

In ſlumber, when my fancy's buſy range 
Produc'd before me theſe connected horrors. 

E 2 

Madame. Good morrow, deareſt daughter but 
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Methought, within a wretched old apartment, 

A dying Cavalier, weltering in blood, 

Lay ftretch'd upon the floor. — By name he call'd 
me, RY 

A deadly paleneſs ſpread o'er all his features; 

Yet look'd he moſt benign, with mingled love, 
And majeſty. While thus I gaz'd upon him, 
His face ſeem'd ſtruck with death; the chilly dews 

And ſhuddering agonies came on.—l ſtarted 
He ſeized me with convullive violence 
Striving to diſengage my hand, once more 
I caught his eye, it brighten'd into glory! 

He gaz'd on me with fondneſs —his lips mov'd, 
As they would fpeak—but then the opening 

ground * 
Gave him ſwift way, and ſhnt him from my ſight. 

« Madame. My dear, dear child, the OI 
© conſtant gloom, 

« Or the rude terrors of the day gone by, 

© Doubtleſs impreſs'd theſe fancies on your mind. 
© Adeline. O but they ceas'd not there.—Mark 

© the coherence, 

Again I dreamt—T thought before me paſs'd 
© One cloth'd in black, as for ſome funeral rite. 

Hie beckon'd mel foltow'd till ke came 
© Unto a bier, upon the which lay dead 

* The perſon ſeen before.—As I approach'd, 
A ſtream of blood well'd from his wounded fide, 

* And 4 the chamber—groans then {mote my 
ear; 



© Apain one call'd upon me :—Horror's hand 
* Graſp'd me fo ſtrongly, that I ſudden wak'd, 
Nor could convince myſelf that I had dream'd, 
© The agonizing viſion did ſo ſhake me.” 

Madame. I would not have you yield to ſuch 
Ulufions; 

They do uſurp the pow'rs, that make life happy, 
And thickly cloud the ſunſhine of the mind. 
Think no more of them. But, my Adeline, 

Know you what late hath paſs'd? My Lord, the 
Marquis, 

Is now ſo faſt our friend, that he beſtows 
Not merely this concealment, but his intereſt 

On our behalf, and means to ſee us often. 

Adeline. Believe me, I rejoice at aught may add 

To your content, ev'n ſhould it marr my own. 
| Madame. Lamotte reports, my Adeline, ſuch 

. praiſe et 

Expreſs'd of your appearance by the Marquis, 
As led him to believe the warmth of love 

Inſpir'd the proud eulogium. 
Adeline. Compliment, 

Mere cotnpliment, I doubt not ; for the Marquis 
Is of the ſtamp of faſhion, current oft 
With fair profeſſion of diſſembled worth. 

Madame. Nay, I ſhould chide thels prepoſſeſ- 
ſions, love; 

The Marquis now is our approved friend. 
Adeline. I know it But if I might be indulg d 

In abſence when he viſits here, my heart, 

And yet I know not why, would feel the lighter. 

FONTAINVILLE FOREST, a9 
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Enter Lovis. TL DD 

Louis. Madam, the Marquis juſt arriv'd below, 
In converſe with my father, begs the honour. 
To pay in perſon his reſpects.— He hopes 

The lovely Adeline will there attend you. 
Madame. We come immediately, My _ go 

down 

I'll join you inſtantly—Louis, a rord, 
[ Exit with N 

Adeline. 1 go: Be ſtill, ye buſy apprehenſions! 
| Now to conceal lurking antipathy 

Beneath the guize of lowly gratitude ; 
O when will clear integrity be mine, 

Thar ſafely * diſdain to look a falſehood "I 

(Exit. 

SCENE— fnother Apartment. © 

Enter MAR IS and LAMor TE. | 

Marquis. In ſhort, Lamotte, persuade her to 

compliance; i 

You may acqvaint her too, that her 1 father, 
Repenting that he ſpar'd her, claims his child, 
And that my power alone protects her from him. 
Be firm my advocate, and I conſent 
To wave reſentment for my injuries. 

Lamotte. In this and all things I obey with 
| zeal.— 

She's coming down—Vll leave you ſoon together ; 
Coyneſs is ſtronger made by company. 
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Enter ADELINE. 

Now mark me, Adeline—You know our ſum 

Of obligation to this generous Lord; 
He honours you with ſentiments of love; 

Hear them attentively, and ſo determine, 
As beſt becomes your prudence, our condition. 

[ Exit. 

Marquis. My charming Adeline, at length my 

fortune 

Indulges me with opportunity, 
To pour the tendereſt paſſion out before you, 
And thus declare the conqueſt you have made. 

Adeline, So little known, my Lord,. I take no 

pride 
In the diſtinction, for it tells me plainly 
*T was but a worthleſs outſide has procur'd 1 . 

Marquis. Nay, wrong me not, for from the 
exterior ſhew 

Of all perfection, ſhould we not infer 
The purity within, that gives the whole 

1 Its harmony and grace? 
Aaeline. O, what a world | 
Were this, how excellently fair and verfatt; 
Did through 1 its beauteous maſs, no canker creep, 
To infe&, unſeen, the lovelineſs of nature! 

| Marguis. Why ſeek to dim the in of thoſe 
eyes, 

Why throw a ſlur upon Creation? 5 pride, 
The matchleſs treaſure of her bounty, now 
Lock'd in the winning form of Adeline? 
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Adeline. In flattery, the ſo be-praiſed maid 

Ne'er found one charm to lift her ſelf-eſteem : 
Hear me ingenuouſly, while I lay 
The fimple dictates of my heart before you. + 

, W Nay, now at leaft, I may in turn 
object 

* Precipitation, fince you know not yet 
© The grounds on which your wiſdom ſhould de- 
9 

Adeline. For your attention I am grateful, Sir, 

But I ſhould wrong the truth, myſelf and candour, 
If, confident that I can never change, 
I did not now decline the good you mean me. 
Marquis. This is the language of your inexpo· 

rience. 

Conſider well your ſituation Nes 
Exposꝰd to ſhare the perils that ſurround 
A baniſh'd man— With me you will partake 
The elegance of life, and all the joys 

That baſe and ſordid penury repines at. 
No wiſh that e'er can riſe within the heart 

Of ſtill defiring woman, but my care 
© Shall ſtrive to anticipate, ere words be giv'n it. 

Adeline. My Lord, you 8 me not by phraſe 

like this. | 

Such as myſelf, ſeaſon'd within the ſchool. 
Of poverty, nor covet, nor regard 

A ſplendour, commonly the foe to virtue. 

© What moſt I wiſh for, is to be allow'd 

* Th' indulgence of this ſolitude awhile, 
To heal the wounds fo deep inflicted here? 
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Marquis. This lonely place will rather fix a 

gloom | 

For ever on your youth, that ſhould t be led 
To happier ſcenes of gay, voluptuous love. 

Adeline, 1 thank you, Sir, for thus at once diſ- 

playing 

The glaring infamy deſign'd for me 

An honourable purpoſe had received 

At leaſt my gratitude ev'n in rejection; 

But this, for its mean inſult, has my ſcorn. 

Exit. 

Marquis Stay, I conjure you ! Hear me Ade- 

line! 

She's gone, and plainly underſtood my purpoſe. 

Well, well, my ſaucy virtue, we ſhall find 
| Decoys may lure this ſoaring bird to ſtoop ; 

And inatch at t ger d marriege—Now. Lamotte ! 

Enter LAMOTTE. 

Lamotte. How's this, my Lord; went ſhe in 
anger from you ? _ 

Marquis. Even but now. She's better fortified 
Than I expected: young and beautiful, 
I look'd that raptures would have caught her taſte; 
But ſhe's of cold and prudiſh temperature, 

And feigns to hate the ardour ſhe ſolicits. 

Lamotte. ] fear you {poke too plainly ; Adeline 
Is convent-bred, to be approach'd by flow, 

And ſeeming pure devotion—nor, until 
The holy ritual ſanctifies embrace, | 

Will ſhe e'er fink the ſaint in willing woman. 
| 1 
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Marquis. Tis plain; ſhe hinted marriage: be 
i & | 

When next I meet her, we muſt wear a face 

Of ſoberer meaning. Do you lead her think 
What paſs'd was but the froth of gallantry— 

Harmleſs, tho' warm, the language of the world, 
Lamotte. Only, my Lord, be cautious of Hor- 

tenſia! 

Once in her breaſt the flame of ;ealouly 
Was kindled on this girl's account ; but now 
She loves her ſo entirely, that her raſhneſs 

Would fruſtrate all. 
© .- Marquis. That ſhould indeed be heeded : 

ll For, in deſpite of all this ſwelling anger, 
| She muſt be mine by Kindneſs, or by torce. 
. e 

 SCENE—4n Apartment. 

Enter Lovis and PETER. 
r 

— A g n "KS 

> — s 

« __ 

Louis. How ſay'ſt thou, Peter—one brought 

here by night, 

And cloſe confin'd ? 

Peter, The neighbours ſay fo cloſely, 
That no one ever ſaw him afterward; 

i This did I learn here hard by, at Auboine : 

And they do add, that here he sure was murder'd, 
And no one fince has ſlept within the abbey. 

Louis. Did any gueſs who the deceaſed was? 

Peter. No- none cou'd e'er conjecture aught 
about him. 

Louis. When did this happen 2 

I a ea adds 
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Peter. Why, about the time 
The preſent Marquis came to his eſtates, 
On the demiſe of the late Lord, his brother. 

Tonis. Where then did he die? 
Peter. O, abroad they ſay; 

Slain in the field but for the man confin'd, 

By ſlow degrees the rumour died away, 
And all enquiry ceas' d. — 

Louis. A ſtrange adventure ! 

Peter. My dear young maſter, if I not miſtake, 

Nought that reſpects the lovely Adeline 5 
To you will be indifferent Of late 
I have o'erheard my maſter and yon Marquis 
In deep cabal, and the the ſubject of it: 
Much do my fears inform me, out of hints 
And broken ſentences, that harm is meant her. 

Louis. My worthy friend, I thank thee, Ta .- 
indeed, 5 

Deep is the intereſt I feel for her ; : 
But ſure my father never would conſent 

To aught of violent means know the Marquis 
Follows with eyes of love, her ſweet perfections, 

And hopes his rank and ſplendour may allure her. 

Peter. But ſhe endures him not This very morn 

She left him diſcompos'd, her lovely cheek 
Fluſh'd with the anger of inſulted virtue. 

Louis. You muſt be vigilant—You know the 
pow'r 

And danger too that wait about this "WSEW 

Peter. O fear me not. The ſenſe of apprehenſion 
Is quicken'd by the body's feebleneſs— 

EE . 
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But I am old and worthleſs, and, ſweet maſter, 

Were my laſt throb of life to flit away 

In the dear cauſe of innocence oppreſs'd, 

How could my death have better preparation ? 

Louis. No more of this juſt now. I'Il to the 

Marquis, 

For I muſt ſeem attentive while he ſtays ; ; 

And ſure this ſtormy night will here detain him. 

Peter. I'll bring you what intelligence gleac 
From his domeſtics to your honour's chamber. 

Ei.. 

t Farewell, then, and be as my good 

fellow. 

Enter LAMOTTE. 

Lamotie, Now, Sir, what tale of folly have you 

glean'd 

From yonder babbler ? 

Louis. Nothing I regard much. 
He was recounting the credulity 
Of the near hamlet, touching this our dwelling. 

Lamotte. All fabulous, I doubt not. Some one 

murder'd, 

And that tale lie, a ſpirit following i It. 
Louis. Somewhat indeed of that kind was the ſtory ; 
You know it to be idle by experience, 
Longer at leaſt than mine. 

Lamotte. O idle all! 

Louis. And yet they could not well have been 
miſtaken | 

In one ſo brought here! 
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 Lamotte. No, not well, I think. 

Louis. Tis likeliest they removed him hence by 
night. 

Lamotte. Moſt likely. 
Louis. For we ſhould not raſhly credit 

A rumour might throw ſcandal on a friend. 
Lamotte. No, by no means. That mouldering 

cheſt J ſaw— | 

Louis. How! 

Lamotte. Did J ſay I wi it 2. Tide, boy; 

*Tis ſaid, contains a body, which ſtill hes | 

Unburied in the ſecret chamber. 

Louis. Still! | 

Have you then ſeen the relics of the man, 

Said to have periſhed here ? 

© Lamotte. Who, I, my ſon? 

Not II ſay again, *tis the report. 
Louis. My father is unwell. 

Lamotte. Much indiſpos'd : | 

Somewhat now raps me, and my buſy brain 
Is croſs'd with incoherency unuſual. | 

Say, have you lately look'd abroad, my ſon? 
Louis. But now. The gathering gloom is 

deep'ning round, 
And every ſign foretells a dreadful ſhock 

Of elemental war—Our noble gueſt _ 
Stays in the abbey, I preſume, to-night ? 

Lamotte. He does. O, Louis—'twere good 

that you endeavour'd 
To chace that fev'riſh tale from Peter” 5 at's ; 

If he ſhould e'er poſſeſs the women with it, 
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Our time would paſs delightfully indeed. 
Louis. To-morrow, with your leave, I ſhall 

ſet out | 

For Paris on affairs concern us nearly. - 

Lamotte, I had forgot. N emours I'll write to, 
then ; 

You ſhall bear my letter. N 0, the Marquis 

Muſt not, in thought, be tainted by theſe ru- 
mours ! (Afrae.) 

Attend me to my chamber—Myſtery all! ( Af de.) 

[ Exeunt. 

= SCEN E—The ſecret Apartment, gloomy and rude, 
only clear'd of the Lumber formerly there. 

Adeline alone. 

Adeline. At laſt I am alone! And now | may 
venture 

To look at the contents of this old ee 

A general horror creeps thro' all my limbs, 

And almoſt ſtiſles curioſity. ( Reads.) 
The wretched Philip, Marquis of Montault, 
FL Bequeaths his ſorrows to avenging time. 

* O you, whate'er ye are of human kind, 

* To whom this ſad relation of my woes 
* Shall come, afford your pity to a being, _ 

** Shut from the light of day, and doom'd to 
periſh,” —— 

O Heav'n, the 2 Ves, my fears were 

founded. 
6 * They ſeiz'd me as I reach'd the neighbour 

wood, 
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* Bound and then brought me here; at once I 
» knew 

5 The place, the curd deſign, and their em- 

ployer, 
e Yet, O my brother, I had never wrong'd you.” 
His brother! What, yon Marquis? 

Phantom. Even he. (heard within the chamber.) 

Aazline, Hark ! Sure I heard a voice ! No, tis 

the thunder 
That rolls its murmurs thro” this yawning pile. 
They told me I ſhould not ſurvive three days, 
And bade me chooſe, or poiſon, or the {word ; 
O God, the horrors of each bitter moment! 
The ling'ring hours of day, the — 

night! 

© Eternal terrors in a "OR of life ! ! 
Poor, wretched ſufferer ! Accept the tears 

Of one, like thee, purſued by fortune's frown, 

Yet leſs unhappy! _ CES 
Phantom. O, Adeline! ( faintly viſible.) 
Adeline. Ha! ſure I'm call'd ! No, all are now | 

at reſt, 
How powerful is fancy ! Fl proceed. 
At length I can renew this narrative. 
“ To leave no means untempted of eſcape, 
I climb'd theſe grated windows, but I fell 
6 ' Stunn'd and much 99 inſenſate to the 

ground. 
The day allotted dawns! Ye boding terrors, 
l feel to-morrow I ſhall be as nothing! 
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Great God of mercy ! could there none be found 
To aid thee ? Then he periſh'd— 

Phantom. Periſh'd here. | | 

Adeline. My ſenſe does not deceive me! awful 

ſounds! n 
Twas here he fell! | 

| [ The phantom here glides 4550 the dark part of 

the Chamber, Adeline ſhrieks, and ow. back, 

The Scene cloſes upon her. 

TEE END OF THE THIRD ACT, 
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' SCENE—T he Hall (ark) 

V. -olent Thunder and Light ning, the Abbe MY and 

through the diſtant Windows one of the Turrets 5s 
een to fall, firuck hy the Lightning, 

x the Marche, wild and di dera. 

My 
-— 

Marguia. | 

Away! ! Purſue me not! Thou Phantom, 

hence! 
For while thy form thus haunts me, all my powers 
Are wither'd as the parchment by the flame, 

And wy Joints fra as nerveleſs infancy. 
| (Light ning. ) 

See, he unclaſps his mangled: -breast, and pointy 

The deadly dagger.—O, in pity, firike - 

Deep i in my heart, and ſearch thy expiation ; > 
Have mercy, mercy ! f. falls upon his knee.) Gone ! 

tis all illufion ! 

O no! If images like theſe are fanciful, 
The griding rack gives not ſuch real pain. 

My eyes have almoſt crack d their ſtrings | in won- 
der, | 

And my ſwoln heart ſo heaves within my breaſt, 
As it would bare its fecret to the day. 

I was fleep that unawares ſurpriz'd me yonder, 

And mem'ry lent imagination arms, 
| 6 

* 
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To probe my ulcerous ſpirit to the quick. 
Fl tarry here no longer. Ho! Lamotte ! 
Awake! awake! The horrors of the night 
Alone would baniſh flumber from the * 
Of quiet innocence. 

Enter LAMorrE. AED 

Lamotte, forgive me, | 
For thus diſturbing you! I've juſt rememb'red 

A prefling buſineſs, that now elaims me hence, 
And will not bear the leaſt delay.-1'll on. 

| Lamotite. The ſtorm is yet tremendous ! wait 
15 awhile, 
Until the fury of its rage be paſt. 

Marquis. Not a moment ! Without ! Prepare 

my horſes! 
Lamotte, to-morrow I'll return by noon. 

Now then, good night to both. 
| Lamotte. Good night, my. Lord. [Exit Marguis 
How deadly pale he looks! ( 72 

Ay, ay. tis ſo. (Afiade.) 5 | Exit. 

SCENE. 

Enter ADELINE and Louis. 

Adeline. Thus have I made you the depoſitary 
Of all I think or know of yonder villain. 

Now then determine, as your love of juſtice, 

With any ſofter argument to aid it, 

May lead you. | 

Louis. Lovely Adeline, my father 
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I fear ſo ſtrictly in this monſter's gripe, 
That we muſt act without his privity. | 

Do you entruſt this parchment to my care; 
I am bound for Paris, there to await N emours, 5 

My father's advocate: unto his honeſty ; ._ 

We may confide this evidence of wut. 

Adeline. 1 think with you—But, O my friend, 
I doubt not 

Attempts will yet be made to ſhake my purpoſe, 
Perhaps to wound my honour. 

Louis. Shall I ſtay, | 

And bulwark with my life, its deareſt bleſſing? . 

No- danger can be terrible for thee. 
Speak but the word, and I refuſe the journey. 

Adeline. Nay, let no thought * me withhold | 
your purpoſe; 

My 10 ſpirit tells me that a great, 
A mighty vengeance works to puniſh guilt ? 
Shall my weak fears prevent or thwart its aim? 

No! For againſt all artifice I am ſteel'd 
By horror and averfion ; and the force 

Thar violates my honour, quenches life ; ; 

They never can be ſunder'd, 

Louis. O my Adeline, „ 
Thus bowing to your will, ere I depart, 
Let me breathe out the fervour of one pray'r, 
For your proſperity and laſting peace. | 
And might my death even prove the happy means 
To give your merits their due ſhare of homage, 
The martyr's crown were not more welcome to 

him. 
G a 
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Adeline. Adieu, my brother, pron e be your 

| i | journey! £2305 

| Logis. May Fw not more fair, bene can 
they Be n lein in ! 

But, pure a as thou art, bleſs ns and profeive this. 
e GA 

' SCEN E—The Hall. 

Enter Las, and Mane AF 4 

Lamotte. Louis Toy here be ſpar'd. —Hortenſia, 
tell me, Yo 

Has it neꝰer ſtruck you, that my fon had felt 
The charms of Adeline ? become their captive? 

I have obſerv'd he gazes oft” upon he- _ 
Has frequent abſences; while —— 
Preſſes his ſpirit to her ſullen breaſt, 
And chains the gay, and quick mera tl 

. Of his once happy nature. 

. Madame. It may be ſo, 

i For ſhe has beauty might allure the feet | 

ma | Of laggard age, to pace the round of courtſhip, 

| = And virtues that would give the firmeſt baſe, 
| For wedded bliſs to ſpring from—And were I 
= To choole a daughter from nee maids, 
1128 | My choice 

| Lamotte.: Should never fall on Adeline; ; 

1 ſent the boy hence to avoid the ruin, 

A paſſion ſo perverſe wou' d bring on us. 
The Marquis dvats upon her: think the reſt, 

Were he to find a rival in my ſon ! © 
* 8 is 

BO 
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Madame. Something of this before you toueh'd T 
deln 0 We 3. 

But I am yet to know Montault 5 ane Ie 
For to eſpouſe her, that, my fears inform me, 
His dignity diſdains and ought below this 
Would be, deſervedly, by her rejected. 

Lamorte. He may be . to wed. * A, 

Hortenſiaaͤa a 

Has the i in confidence e'er given you up 
The nature of his firſt propoſals to her? 
Madame. Never: Indeed her hatred ſeems fo 

 reeted; 175 

That I avoid the ſubject, Mitch wal 1 

Her placid temper from its calm of ſweetneſs. 
Lamotte. The ſex, the progious AF: fill apt 

to fly l GO 

The object, wiſdom woos them tc to accept, 
And court, in madneſs, beggary and love 1 
Spurning all <a but ſuch: as en them 

. wretched ; 7 10 5 

1 folly — theis fans. | 

Is the epitome of womankind, g. 
Madame, Then you would ed the Marquſe 0 

defigns ? 

1 Would! N ay, I RY 
Madame. Lamotte, conſider firſt 

Whether that beſt friend, Conſcience, will allow 3 
| Lamoite. J have no time for craven houghts 

like theſe. 

A lot like mine needs powerful a 3 

— 
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Chance throws them in my way, and would'ſt 
thou have | 

A ſchool- -boy's terror make me ſhrink to claſp 
them? | 

Madame. Chance, threw, too, in your way a 
helpleſs orphan, 

You did not ſnatch her from the ruſſian” s dagger, 
Nor bear her from a moſt diſnatur'd father, 
To yield her beauty to the luſt of greatneſs, 

And fave her life but to deſtroy her honour. 
 Lamotte. O, what I find you are of their myſtery, 
The confidante of this illuſtrious paſſion ! 
Which, to indulge the mother's hopeful boy! 
Devotes the needleſs Sire to certain ruin. 

Madame. Not ſo, my huſband. — bave here 

obtain'd . 1 
A ſhelter from the perils which. you fled; 

. 

But greater may be found even in ſafery, 

If feeling fall a ſacrifice to intereſt. 
Lamotte. No more of this 1 e you.—Muſt 

1 ſtand, 

And hear with temper lectures thus compos d 
By kindred frailty and injurious fondneſs? ??: 
Madame. Neither of theſe have led me to ſuggeſt 

What you thus taunt.—I am myſelf a mother, 
J feel the crowding hopes, the anxious fears, 

The forrows, and the tranſports of a mother ! 
I were unworthy of that ſacred name, 

Could I ſtand by, and ſee one mother's joy 
Baſely betray'd to miſery and guilt. Exit. 
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Lamotte. Confuſion! So, Hortenſia then ſuſpects 

The Marquis may play falſe and hints diſhonour 
On ſuch as tamely give his paſſion ſcope. 
My crimes have wound his toils ſo faſt arvund me, 
I dare not thwart his purpoſe —Tempt her for 

him! * 

Poiſon her mind! ! that whe the real ſnake 

Encircles her fair form, he may be weleom d! 

No, by my guilt J will not be that fiend. 
What, if I truſt to further explanation? 
He may defiſt from fondneſs miſapplied, 
And quit with high aa cold rejection.— 

Enter PETER. 

Peter. One of the Marquis's attendants now 

15 juſt arriv'd He brings intelligence 
His Lord will « on the inſtant reach the Abbey. 3 

| [ Exit. 

| Lamotte. l will attend him. Sew. it ſhall be fo ; 

Tho deeply ſunk by wrongs of leſs account, 
| Conſcience, not quite extinguiſh'd, ſtarts with 

horror 

At ſuch a crime as this! 0 may it work, 

Till ſweet contentment heal my tortur'd breaſt. 
; Sat 

SCEN E—Adelines Apartment. 

ADELINE alone. 

Adeline. From the Oriel e I diſcern'd 

juſt nov 
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The Marquis's arrival, and Lamotte 

Haſtening to give him welcome—Some ſtrong 
E „ 

So links him to yon villain' 8 n 1 
I dare not flatter me, his pity e'er 1955 ED 

Would croſs his patron's will, to ſuccour me. 

'Tis likely I ſhall ſoon be ſummon'd down 

To meet new inſults—Some one now approaches— 
Tis my tormentor—tis Montault himſelf. 

. Euter Mancu!s. 

Aral. You will, no * feel cpewhat 
of ſurprize, 

— 

That, after the contempt which WS met me, 
J court again unwilling conference, 
But the rude treatment which my paſſion found, 
Convinces me its tenour was miſtaken, 

And I forget indignity unmerited. 
Adeline. I'm glad, ev'n nom to hear i its ſting 

diſclaim'd! 

an as groſs as ſenſual man eꝰer utter "WM 
Found from me but the ſcorn it well deferv'd 

Marguis. Believe me, lovelieſt Adeline, no 
thought, 

But ſuch as modeſt Hymen well 1 andi, 
Eber ſprung within the boſom that adores you. 
Explicit declaration beſt may ſerve 
To aid my love, and ſhape your reſolution. 
I offer you my fortune with my hand. 

Adeline. Were the gay knot to ns me to the 

wealth 
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Of all the world, ev'n at the offer'd inſtant, 
I ſhould at once inflexibly reject i it. 8 4 #4 

« # 

, Marquis, 'Tis then- as I ſuſpected; ; prepoſ- 

| © ſeffion | 1 

© $o rooted and unyielding, takes i its s date be 
8 From ſome more argue d paſſion—Ay, why : 

, "not 
© Yon Boy, my eaſy pature has permitied : 
Jo ſting my breaſt uncruſh'd, _ 
Aline. Nay, hear me, Marquis, 

IJ May there not be ſome other cauſe more ſtrong | 

© Than preference, to ſtimulate rejection ? 

Marquis. None. When the courted ſhrine of 
Es — NO 

Is heap'd with offerings of 8 "ah. 
© If prudence did not dictate their acceptance, 
© Virtue would thus ſecure the ſplendid means 
Of ſuccouring the miſeries arround her.” 

Adeline. What! to become more miſerable far 

Than any cauſe external e'er cou'd make her ? 

Know, that a tranquil boſom is the good 
| Which virtue deareſt prizes, and when wealth 
Courts her reluctant gratitude i in vain, 
She ſpurns it, and remains in peace, tho” poor, 

Marquis. You but deceive yourſelf. — Survey 
the world, 

Its daily tribes of wedded ſacrifices ! 

Moſt to ſuppoſed neceſſity giveup _ | 
The boon withheld from humble, faithful love, 
The Great are intereſt's perpetual ſlaves, 
And live, and act, and think alone for others. 
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6 Adeline. T his 1 Is no novel docttine, nor [ need 
not 

8 Suck arguments as theſe to mould wy Yy ppl 
© I never can be yours. 

y Marquis. You muſt—You will, 

8 By all my love, I charge you tempt me not 
By ſuch rejection, to abuſe my power. 

I would perſuade by honourable means, 
* But once defied, may fatl on lower forms.” 
FA. My Lord, 1 beg 708 leave me! nop 

* provoke 
The language muſt diſpleaſe you. 

Marquis. No! Ev'n now 
My paſſion chides me for this dull delay, 
And bids me ſeize the tempting treaſure here, 
Nor idly waſte entreaties when my pow'r 
May force compliance. 

Adeline, Hear me, I conjure you. 
Marquis. 1 have heard too much ; and my'1 im- 

petuous love | 

Now graſps its choiceſt good— 
ſtruggle ! | 

How lovely is this terror! By my tranſport 

It heightens the bewitching charm of beauty, 

And lends ten thouſand graces to that boſom. 
Aaeline. Help! help! for mercy's ſake. 
Marquis. You call in yain. 

None dare intrude, Know, here, that 1 command; 

No power on earth ſhall ſnatch you from my arms— 
(He purſues her, and ſeeing the picture of ber 

mother, ſuatches it from her boſom.) 

—In vain this 
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Ha! what is this? Hell! do my eyes deceive me ? 

My brother's wife! Even as ſhe liv'd once more ! 

Adeline. Then my father's murderer T0 be- 
fore me. 

Marquis. Thou ſhadowy Miniſter « pudiſh- | 
ment! 

Why does thy W r of cured refem- 
blance | 

Now ſtart before my-ſighr to \ blaſt FR Sue, 9 
Art thou ſent here by him, whoſe phantom form 
In horrid vengeance hurtied me to/thadneſs dn 
Or is there yet ſome living inſtrument” 
To puniſh fratricide > Thou, ho haſt hes 

Vnmann'd my ſoul, tell me, I charge thee, * 
Whoſe the reſemblance that is ndw . me? 

Adeline. My mother's ! SETS. 

Marquis, Dreadfut certuinty!l A S660 el 

How to reſolve, as yet I know not; but 
My better angel bids me to beware, 
And make all ſure. "ww this ſhall be ber pu. 

ſon. 

Diſtracting chooghts 10 crowd upon my bre, 
That all is chaos, frenzy and deſpair. - (Exit. 

Adeline. Amazement wraps my ſenice? ! _ 
ous God, 04056 

In awful ſorrow I adote thy juſtice ! 
Protector of the Orphan, O direct me! 
And lead the Child, miraculouſiy n 
To pull down vengeance on her father's murd'rer, 

| 1.62 of Bebe. - 
H 2 



I added fraud, at length, in all the forms | 

Grown weary of protecting varetac'd guilt, 

Purſued us to our ruin eſcap'd 

52 © FONTAINVILLE FOREST. 

SCENE—Tbe Wood. 

Enter the MaRqu1s and LAMor rz. 

Marquis. Lamotte, I think I can n upon 
you. 

| Lamoite. You may, my Lord, fecurely—h 1 
there aught ö 

Vet lies within my power to further what | 
Your paſfion may intend on Adeline? 

Marquis. Nothing. It wn mot. for i a 5 

like that tel 164: $1583 84 40) 

1 aſk'd this ies: Corning * 

Lamorte. What then, my Lord? . 

Marquis. Tell me, my friend, for it excites 

ſurprize, BY 3 

How one like you, with powers by. no means 

humble; 21 7 24 3 y 

Has thus been driv'n from Paris and your friends? 
Lamotte. My Lord, with * and with 

truth I'll tell you. 

My meäns for ever ſunk below my wiſhes— F 0 0 

I languiſh'd ſtill for ſplendour out of rench, 
Never by induſtry to be obtain'd. 

By which the ſharper preys on inexperience. 
Confederate with a bold and lawleſs band, 

In time detection found us—Juſtice ſoon 
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Her fangs, and 7 77 hs time to ſoothe her 

fury. | 

Marquis. Could there no wy be found to wile 
/your peace . 

At home ? If it be in the ſcope of — 
You may command my fortune and my int'reſt 
In your atonement to the parties injur G. 

Lamotte. Your generoſity, my Lord, o vor rs. 
BL |. Md 

Would but the means could offer Wis my with, 
That I might ſhew my gratitude in deeds, 
And ſpare theſe idle words. 14 
Marquis. My worthy friend, 

Such means do offer They demand, indeed: 

A mind ſuperior to all common forms; . 

One prompt at friendſhip's bidding, to advance 
The lingering ſtep of vengeance. 

Lamotte. Good, my Lord, ; 

Speak plainly, and at once, what tis you point at; 
It will not ſtart me. | 

Marquis. Know, I have a foe; 
Deadly, irreconcileably my foe. 

Lamotte. O give him to my ſword- this ready 
2 arm 13 5 | | | ; | ; 

Shall inſtant dare him to the field of death, 
"And rid my benefactor of his dread. 

Marquis. Not ſo, Lamotte—This open- brd 7 
revenge ä 

Has danger frequently to him who aims it. 
The idle chivalry of modern manners 

on - 
* % 

\ 

—— 

a * 
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And ſlay the fool complaining for atonement. 

Allows the adverſary 15 who has once 
Committed injury, to add a ſecond, 

* 

The ſavage unperverted follows e 8 
And ſtabs his unſuſpecting enemy, 
Purſues occaſion of ſecure revenge, 

And firikes the blow, when harmleſs to himſelf 
© Lamotte.: Say on, wn Lord... * 
Marguis. No one, I think, obſerves us. 
Lamotte. Not ev'n the zephyr ſtirs the ke trembling 

leaf, 
All nature ſcems to 1 

Marquis. Nature! why, aye, 

She pauſes when her children's ſtreaming blood 

Moiſtens in death her moſt inhuman breaſt; 

But ne'er takes cognizance of why they ſuffer. * 
Lamotte. 1 know her ſyſtem. is continued | 
laughter 

The ſtrong devour the weak, and life 3 18 beld 

But by the tenure of ſurrounding groans. 

Doubt not my zeal, nor aim thus to ſuſtain 
My rugged temper by ſuch trite remark. 
Whate'er your intereſt calls for on your . 
By every power, or good, or bad, I'll do it. 

Marguis, Then take this dagger. 

Lamotte. How ſhall.I employ it? 

Marquis. Plunge it— 
Lamotte. Where? 
Marquis. Deep 1 in the heart of Caine: 

| Lamorte Als 
Traitor; is this thy friendſhip ? 
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| Lamotte. Allow me but ern moments of re- 
flection. 

The death of Adeline! of her ſo lov'd, "1 

Her whom you follow'd with ſuch ven of 
_ - fondneſs? 

Marquis. Aye. She is now the rancour of wy 
peace, 

And while ſhe lives, plants Pr in my breaſt 
She muſt be dead, and inſtantly—Now anſwer. 

Lamotte. My Lord, altho on act with ſudden 
horror 

Startled my fix'd e 6 to do your Nang 
Vet ſhew me how it may be done with ſafety, 
And 1 conſent. 

Marquis. Nothing more eaſy—thus. 
My good Lamotte, it muſt be done this night— 
You can with eaſe enter. her chamber, and 

There rid me of my ſole remaining fear 
I will return to-morrow, and then think 

How I can beſt reward my kindeſt friend. 
Lamotte. Conclude it done, my Lord. 
Marguis. Lamotte, good dax. [Exit. 

\ Lamotte, O moſt accom pliſh'd villain! wretched 

, flave!l 
There can be no alternative but this— 
Or ſhe muſt be deſtroy'd—or I ſhall periſh. 

Behold the miſerable lot of guilt! 
One crime but pulls another on our heads, 
And ſtill the laſt is weightier than the former. 

O, never let the luxury of life 
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FONTAINVILLE FOREST. „ 

ACT V. 

/ Enter Mar qvy1s. 5 

1 55 a. 

WIEN can ambition lay him dons ſecure 

Of ill-got power, and dread no retribution? = 
While one ſlave lives who miniſterd his purpoſe, 
He is not ſafe—Witneſs that curs'd Laval 

The villain ſtarted not to ſlay his prince - 
At my command - but for the infant child, 
He ſpar'd her to defeat my proudeſt hopes. 
She lives in Adeline Furies of Hell! 
To tempt me thus with damning inceſt too! ! 
And bid me cruſh the form I would enjoy! 
Jaques How now? What! Have you found 7 

Laval? | 

Enter Jawvss. 

| Pagues, No, my good Lord, nor heard late ti- 
dings of him.— 55 i 

His townſmen ſay he left the country ſuddenly; „ 
And ſince he went, nothing has e er of’ ? „ 

To lead them to the knowledge of his courſe. | 
Marquis. Make more enquiries ſtil—He muſt 

'be found, 

And filenc'd by the only certain means. 
OL 

+ 
at 
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Lamotte may play me falſe<If fo, he dies; 
And this firm hand {hall ſea” down Adeline 

In fleep eternal—Jaques, command your fellows 
To guard the lanes that ifſue from the wood— 
And on their lives, permit no one to paſs, 
If they do intercept, during the night, 
Any thing human, ſee the fugitive 
Be reconducted to the abbey yonder, 
For there I ſhall expect you. 
* Well, my Lord. . [ Exeunt. 

SEEN E—The Hall. A ſmall Gate 1 

1 Ls and MADAME. 

Madame. Why have you left your chamber thus, 
my hufband ; 

Wherefore theſe haggard looks, as though deſpair 
Uſurp'd the ſeat of murderous ſuggeſtion ? 
Your vacant eye rolls its ſtill cheated ſenſe, 

And you ſeem wrapt in horror. 

Lamotte. Frenzy, wife, 

Preſſes upon my brain — Hark, ſome one knocks ! 

Look out! It is the, Marquis! Lo! He comes! 

In fierce reſentment puniſhes my pity, 
And now I cannot fave her. 

Madame. No one comes; 

Throꝰ the till abbey not a murmur breathes, 

Lamotte. My ſenſe returns—make batte, my 

Adeline! 

Oh ſave me, by thy flight, eternal abb 

She comes! She comes! 
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Enter ADzLing and PETER. | - | 

Lamotte. Peter, is all prepared? 
Give me the cloak—this will be neceſſary; 
The weather elſe will chill my angel ! There! 
Peter, be ſure you take the road to Paris.. 
Peter. I know a narrow e track 

That leads out to the road the way's direct. 

Madame. Adieu, dear Adeline! 

Adeline. My beſt of parents! 
Lamotte. Enquire Nemours out on arrival there— 

Nay, no leave taking! we have not a moment. 
a [ Exeunt Adeline and Peter. 

Madame. Alas! Lamotte, I tremble to enquire 
The cauſe of this confuſion but our Adeline—_ 

Lamoite. Was on the precipice's very verge, 
And but this flight, no power here could ſave her. 

| Hortenfia, O thou never wilt believe _ 

To whata wretch accurs'd, thy fate has join'd thee. „ 

1 pledg'd my hopes, my life to 1 Marquis, f 
To murder her this night. "+ 1 

Madame. Whom, Adeline? 

Her you ſo lately ſnatch'd from brutal force ? 
 Lamotte. Ev'n her. There's ſuch a coil around 

me, wife, . 

That, not to have done it, may be fatal to us 

Know, that to fave thee from the gripe of hunger, 
One fatal morn I ruſh'd into that wood 

Bent upon plunder—Damning infamy _ 
Soon pointed out a ſubject, and he prov'd= | 

12 | 
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* 60 | FONTAINVILLE WORST, . | 

Madame. The Marquis of 9 

good Lamotte, ä 
Thus goaded by a villain, how I grieve 

That confidence denied me, ſhould thus fink thee ! f 

Oh, never let one wedded wanderer bluſh 
Fo give his errors to connubial truſt ! 
The boſom of a.wife's a ſanctuary, 

Where ſad confeſſion may repoſe his weakneſs, 

And thence derive comfort that leads to virtue. 

Lamotte. Town my error; deareſt love, forgive me. 

Madame. What's beſt now to be done? 

'Lamotte. Fly. with the dawn. 

1 dare not meet the . e 
Madame. Vet, at worſt, 

His fear of your diſcloſure may preſerve you. 

Lamotte. Well thought on. Come, we'll make 

| ſhort preparation ; 
Then, if this ſavage, eager after blood, 
Roam not the foreſt, ere the peep of day, 

We'll truſt ourſelves on foot to mercy's care. 

Madame. 1 ſhall not feel farigue while. you are 

er. 

4s they are goiug out, enter the Marevis. 

Marquis. Lamotre ! Well, my friend ; 

Exit Madame. 
Say, am I web thou done the deed ? 
Lamolte. I have, my Lord Here Adeline wakes 

no more. 

The fiereeſt ſpirit of the murdering fiends, 
I think inſpir'd me. 

' 



FONTAINVILLE FOREST. 61 

Marquis. Friendſhip ſuch as this 

Demands the warmeſt gratitude ; - command me, 

And all my fortune's means to do you ſervice. 
Lamotte. But hear the manner of it—In her bed 

She lay all diſcompos'd by Fancy's viſions, 

And in her ſleep ſhe call'd on me by name; 
Implor'd my pity, and beſought my aid 

To ſnatch her from the power of you, her tyrant- 5 
I bade her wake, and thunder'd in her ear, 

»Twas in your cauſe I came thus to deſtroy her. 
Would you had ſeen her then ! In rage I ruſh'd, 
Enring'd theſe fingers in her golden hair, 
And plung'd the thitſting poniard in her breaſt ; 
She ſtruggled not—forgave me—and expir'd. 

Marquis. Ha! this o'erſtrain'd deſcription bids 

mee doubt him. {Afaae.) | 
Where is the body Bring me to the place. 

Lamotte. My Lord, for fear of a diſcovery, 
I cramm'ld it into an old cheſt within 
Which ſeem'd before to haye ſerv'd 95 ſame oc- 

caſion, 5 

And buried it in haſte, without your orders, 
Deep in a cave, hard by here in the foreſt. 

Marquis. What ſhould I think! Jaques not t yet 
returnꝰd 

Yes, here he comes. (Goes to him.) 

Enter Jaques. 

Well, have you captur'd any ? 
Jaques. A lady and an old man ſeiz'd on horſe- 

back, 

* 
1 5 * 14 

— — . 
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62 FONTAINVILLE FOREST. 
Marquis. Conduct them to our preſence in- 

ſtantly. | [ Exit Faques. 
Impudent villain ! thy high-labour'd tale 
Gave thee at every word the cleareſt falſehood; 

But 1 have other Proof. Thou haſt diſpatched, 
her 

With Peter hood the foreſt, — 
Lamotte. Well, I own it. 

I know the greateſt peril of the at; 

The die is thrown, and I abide the hazard, 
Marquis. Wretch, whom my fooliſh nner 

once has ſpar'd, 

Hope not to ſcape again thy juſt deſerts. | 

Thy life is in my power, and by my vengeance 
Shall expiate the robbery on our perſon. 

| Lamoite. I fear you not.—Proclaim your ac 
cuſation, ö 

Ev'n on the inſtant, I will brand your honour 
With the ſeduction of my ſoul to murder. 

Marquis. Do ſo.— Thou wretched fool, whe 
will believe thee ? 

When grac'd with all the eloquence of rank, 

I ſtand to anſwer to the ſullied charge 

Made by an outlaw'd gambler, and a robber, 
Can you &'er hope it will be credited? | 

Lamotte. If I have ſav'd lun, 1 ſhall die with 

tranſport. 
Marquis. See her brought back to thank ha 

for that ſaying. 
by 1 

— : - 
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Enter ADELINE, and PETER guarded. 

Adeline. O, good Lamotte, my e fate 
has ſunk thee! 

How ſhall I bear to- Tee my injur'd mother 

Enter Mapa. 

Madame. What horror meets me, - Adeline 
return di! 

| Marquis, Madam, üer tie ſtriet demands 
| of juſtice 85 | | 

Have too much terror, when they reach a huſ- 
| band. | Madame about to ſutplicate. 

Lanoite. Hortenſia, not one word in my behalf! 5 
I go to anſwer to offended juſtice; 
But, Marquis, ſhould thy fatal thirſt of blood 
Perſiſt in the deſign to me entruſted, 
Unheard of miſeries muſt await ſuch outrage. 

. Marquis, Bear her to cloſe confinement in- 
_Rantly- 

Madame. Never, my wy child, my darling 
friend, f 

O, I can never loſe thee Man of- terrors, 

I charge thee, ſee thou wound not innocence 

Pure as the ſhrines of. ſaints. 
| Marquis. Bear off the women! 

| In War anden le them ſtrieu⸗ guarded. 

| | [Taken apart. 

1 you that ruffian Lo, the very wretch, 

Who lately robb'd us in the wood adjacent. 

* 
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Raſh Minion, ſhalt repent this bold intruſion; 

64 FONTAINVILLE FOREST,” . 

Enter Lovis. 

Tonis. Hold off your hands, ew ſervile Mi- 
niſters, 

| Or my quick rage ſhall TESTS you to earth. 

Marquis. Audacious Aripling? ow, within 

my power 
Is placed the fate of yonder wretched teas, 
Or give my pleaſure way, or thou thyſelf, | 

Louis. What, is it thus in F ance? that a foul 

murderer, i 

Harden d in crimes himſelf, and ſtain d with 

blood, 

Shall deal his ſentence out on virtuous men, 

And write his ruffian vengeance in their hearts 

O ſoil accurs'd ! I know thee then no more. 

Marquis. Inſolent villain! Silence for thy life ! 

Louis. My life is plac'd under too high a guard 
For the aſſaſſin's ſteel to reach at it. 
It is devoted to diſcloſe thy crimes, 
And ſo appeaſe a murder'd brother's ſhade. 

Come forth, Nemours N 

Enter NEMOURS. 

Marquis. Now, Sir, what make. you here) 
Nemours. Behold in me the delegate expreſs 

Feen from thy Sovereign veſted with the powers 
To bring thee Rraight to anſwer to a charge 
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Of moſt unnatural murder.—If thou refuſe, 
A guard at hand ſhall drag thee to our courts. 

| [ Enter a guard behind. 
Marquis. Sir, as a miniſter of juſtice, ſent _ 

With powers I muſt reſpect, I yield in all things. 
But may I aſk what proofs you have of this, 
Which boldly I pronounce a falſchood ? Say, 
Did not yon boy provoke this fond procedure? 
Nemours. So far you're right: He did, and on 

ſure grounds. 0 
Marguis. You will not think ſo, when you hear 

my tale; | py 

Know that his father robb'd our r very perſon, 5 
For which offence, no doubt, this wretched plot 
Was hatch'd againſt my honour and my life; 8 

But Juſtice mall avenge me on them all. 
Nemours. Sir, you deceive yourfelf—Lo, here 

a witnels, | | 

Even in your brother s hand, whereby he charges . 

You and your ſlaves ſuborn'd, with his en 
Here i in the very Abbey. Es 

Marguis. Forgery all. 
By Heav'n, my brother fell in Hungary, 
A valiant champion for the Holy Croſs. 
Nemours. Nay, tis no late impoſture—View i it 

well !- 80 „ . 
Its characters obliterated half, Toy IS. 
And faded what remain, by time and damps. | 

Marquis. Sir, 1 affirm again *tis deſperate for- 
gery. 1 175 
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4 | Give me a living witneſs to confront me. 

l | Nemours. Know you one, nam'd Laval? What, 
[ WP ; does it ſhake thee ? | 

| Enter LAVAL. 
| hay the wretch brought before thee, 
1 Marquis. Furies ſeize him! | 

| | Lamoite. By Heav'n, the very man who gave 
i me Adeline! 
3 Marquis Then I am cqughs indeed 0 chat wy 
| rage | 

4 Could cruſh, at once, mankind i in general ruin. 
4 No! tho? all hell ſeems arm'd againſt my life, 
= I will not yield me to your torturing ruffians, 

I | Nor, like a ſlave, expire upon a ſcaffold, 
"Tb way alone, does not degrade ambition. 

[ Stabs himſelf and falls, 
Lamotte. Deſperate to the laſt, 

Nemours. A dreadful judgment. 
| He makes @ fign, and exit Laval. 

Marquis. The hand of death has clear'd my 
cheated fight Wn | 

Lamotte, draw nearer, and mark my lateſt words— 

I have done all I'm charg'd with; Adeline 
Is that wrong'd brother's child—I know it 

Moſt horrible conviction made it certain 

All that I have is hers.—Is ſo by right, 
J would not now withhold it! Could ſhe forgive 

EE 39 9 

But that's ee mercy, Heaven! 
| 2 
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Tonis. My Adeline! [Kneels. 
Madame. My huſband thus reſtor d. 

My darling ſon the means too! 
Nemours. Even ſo ; 

Lamotte, a ſecret Providence, no doubt, 
Directed this diſcloſure—That Laval; 

About to ſuſſer for another crime, 
Begg'd reſpite to diſcloſe this ſcene of horrors. 
Your ſon arrived to give it truth undoubted. 

Lamorte. Joy beams at length on All but me, 

fintere {+ 35 

Pure and unclouded ; but my penitence 
Will, I truſt, expiate-my former errors, 

And chear the exile they have fore'd upon me. 
Nemours. Lamotte, for you a brighter proſpect 

dawns, 

Nor ſhall your future aays be dimm with ſor- 
row. 4 * 

The King, to recompenſe the valiant deeds -* 
Of your brave ſon, recalls you to your home, 
And with free pardon blots out paſt offences. 

Lamotte. My ſon! my ſon! I have no words to 

= thank thee. [ Embraces him. 
Nemours. For you, dear Lady, Juſtice has pre- 

par d 

The full poſſeſſion of your lineal rights. 
Adeline. Tis here I owe their ſplendour; and 

thus pay | | 
The gratitude at once for life and Bc 

[Gives ber hand to Louis. 
K 2 

„ 
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I'm bound for ſuch advent'rous ſympathy -_ 
As ſcorn'd the claims of age, to fave a ſtranger. 

The beſt reward that I can hope on earth. 

1 

/ 
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. Madame. My children, may ſuperior ) Joys await 

ye, 
And lengthen out a date of real toda 

Adeline. My worthy venerable guide, to ou 

Peter. I ſee you innocent and happy, Madam; 

Adeline. The great Avenger of perverted nature 
Before us has diſplay'd a ſolemn leffon, 

How he diſpels the cloud of myſtery, 
With which the ſinful man ſurrounds his crimes 3 

It calls us to adore in awful wonder, 1 
And recommend ourſelves by humble virtue. 

4 A 54 ¶ Ereunt omnes. . 

THE END. 
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BY THE AVTHOR OF THE PLAT, 

oA MRG POPE. | 
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Wer, bo n te A I have  eſcap'd at lf, 

And all my woman's doubts and fears are paſt. 

Before this awful criſis of our play, 

Our vent'rous bard has often heard me ſay— 

Think you, our friends, one modern ghoſt will ſec, , 275 

Unleſs, indeed, of Hamlet's pedigree: : | | 

Know you not, Shakſpeare s petrifying pow'r : 

Commands alone the horror-givin g hour? 

\ 

* 

cc Mali, ſaid he, wich mingled awe ad 1 

I think of Him, the brighteſt ſpirit above, 
Who triumphs over time and fickle forms, | 

The changes of caprice, and paſſion $ ſtorms ; 

« Whoſe mighty muſe the ſubject world muſt bind, 

% While ſenſe and nature charm the willing mind. 

But Sir, I cry'd, your eulogy apart, 

Which flows from mine, indeed from every heart. 

You mean to ſanction then your own pale ſprite, 

By his ©* that did uſurp this time of night "wn ne 0 

I do, he anſwer'd, and I beg you'll ſpare ; 8 5 

« My injur'd phantom ev'ry red-ſea prayr: | 

0 Why ſhould your terror /ay my proudeſt boaſt, 

* Madam I die, if I give up the ghoſt.“ 55 
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The jeſt. which burſted from his motley mind, 

Anxious as it muſt be, has made me kind; 

I come his advocate, if there be need, 
And give him ah/olution for the deed. | 
You'll not deny my. ſpiritual power, 5 

But let me rule at leaſt one little hour 

Be your's the ſceptre every future day, : 

And mine the tranſport humbly to obey. 

* 

1 

—_ 




