GEORGE BARNWELL 133
BARNWELL.

I hope it was, yet it is kind, and I muft thank
you for it.

MILLWOOD,

My friend, your arm. [70 Lucy.] NowIam
gone for ever. [Going.
BARNWELL,

One thing more—fure there’s no danger in my
knowing where you go ? if you think otherwife—
MILLWOOD.

Alas! [ecping.

B OICYYA

We are right I find 5 that’smy cue. [A/de.] Ah!
dear fir, fhe’s going fheknowsnot whither; but go
the muit.

BARNWELL,

Humanity obliges me to with you well ; why

will you thusexpofe yourfelf to needlefs troubles ?
LU €Y%

Nay, there’s no help forit: fhe muft quit the
town immediately ; and the kingdom as foon as
poffible ;. it was no {mall matter, you may be fure,
that could make her refolve to leave you.

MILLWOGOD.

No more, my friend; fince he for whofe dear
fake aloneI fuffer, and am content to {uffer, iskind
and pities me. Whene’er [ wander through wilds
and deferts benighted and forlorn, that thought fhall
give me comfort.

BARNWELL.

For my fake! O tell me how; which way am I

focurs’d as to bring fuch rain on thee ?

K 3 Mirz-




