GEORGE BARNWELL. 131

MILLWOOD.

’T'was fome relief to think, tho’ abfent, you
would love me ftill; butto find, tho’ fortune had
been indulgent, that you, more cruel and incon-
ftant, had refolved to caft me off—This, as I ne-
ver cou’d expe&, I have notlearnt to bear.

BARNWELL.
I am forry to hear you blame in me a refolution
that {fo well becomes us both.
MILLWOOD,
I have reafon for what I do, but you have none.
BARNWELL.

Can we want a reafon for parting, who have fo

many to wifh we never had met?
MILLWOOD.

Look onme, Barnwell ; am I deform’d or old,
that fatiety {o foon fucceeds enjoyment? nay, look
again ; am I not the whom yc"ten.m you Lhour ht
the faireftand the kindeft of her fex? .whofe hﬂnd
trembling with extafy, you preft and moulded thus,
while on my eyes you 017c<‘ with fuch c.(.h”‘it as
if defire increas’d’ by ann fed.

BARNWELL.
No more ; let me repent my former follies, if
poflible, without remembring what they were.
MILL WOOD,
Why ?
BARNWELL.
Such is my frailty that ’tis dangerous.
MILLWOOD.

Where is the danger, fince we are to part ?
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