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MILLWOOD.

I never fhall trouble you more: I’m come to take
my leave for ever. Such is the malice of my fate,
Igo hopelefs, defpairing ever to return. T his hour
is all I have left. One fhort hour is all I have to
beftow on love and you, for whom I thought the
longetft life too fhort.

BARNWELL.

Then we are met to part for ever ?

MILLWOOD.

Tt muft be {fo. Yetthink not that time or-ab-
fence fhall ever put a period to my grief, or make
me love you lefs; tho’ I muft leave you, yetcon-
demn me not.

BARNWELL.

Condemn you? no, I approve your refolution, i
and rejoice to hear it; ’tis juft—"tis neceflary— |
I have well weigh’d and found it {o.

L U .C Y.
P’m afraid the young manhas more fenfe than fhe
thought he had: [4fsds,

BARNWELL,
Before you came, I had determin’d never to fe¢ |
you more.
MILLWOOD.
Confufion!— [ 4fides §
LUCY.,
Ay! we are all out; thisisa turnfo unexpeted,
that I fhall make nothing of my part; they muf
¢’en play the fcene betwixt themfelves. [ 4fides
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