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BLUNT.
I amamaz’d! whatcan it be ?
LEU=CEYs,

You will be more fo, to hearitis to attempt the
life of his neareft relation, and beft benefactor.—

BLUNT. :
His uncle! whom we have often heard him
fpeak of as a gentleman of a large eftate, and fair
chara&ter in the country, where he lives,

LUCY.

The fame. She was no fooner poffefled of the
laft dear purchafe of his ruin, buther avarice, in-
fatiate as the grave, demanded this horrid facri-
fice.—Barnwell’s near relation, and unfufpected
virtue muft give too eafy means to feize the good
man’s treafure: whofe blood muft {eal the dreadful
fecret, and prevent the terrors of her guilty fears.

BLUNT.

Isit poflible fhe cou’d perfuade him to do an a&
like that? he is by nature honett, grateful, coms-
paflionate and generous: and tho’ hislove and her
artful perfuafions, have wrought him to practife
what he moft abhors; yet we all can witnefs for
him, with what relu@®ance he has fall comply’d:
{o many tears he fhed o’er each offence, as might,
if pofiible, fanctify theft, and make 2 merit of a
crime,

LU CY.

’Tis true, at the naming the murder of his uncle,
he ftarted into rage ; and breaking from her arms,
where fhe’till then had held him, with weil diffem-
bledloveand falfe endearments, call’d hercruel, mon-

-

L2 fter,




