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fier, devil, and told her fhe was born for*his de-
ftru&tion—fhe thought it not for her purpofe to
meet his rage with rage, but affeted a moft paffi-
onate fit of grief; rail’d at her fate, and curs’d
her wayward ftars, that ftill her wants fhould force
her to prefs him to a&t fuch deeds as the muft needs
abhor, as well as he; but told him neceflity had
10 law, andloye no bounds; that therefore he ne-
ver truly lov’d, but meant in her neceflity to for-
fake her ;—then kneel’d and {wore, that fince, by
his refufal, he had given her caufe to doubt his
Tove, fhe never wow’d fee him more ; unlefs, to
prove it true, he rob’d his uncle to fupply her
wants, and murder’d him, to keep it from difgos
very.
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BLUNT,
T am aftonifh’d ! whatfaid he?
L UE€ Y.

Speechlefs he ftood ; but in his face you might
have read, that various paflions tore his very foul.
Oft he, inanguifh, threw his eyes towards heaven,
and then as.often bent their beams on her; then
wept and groan’d, and beat his troubled breaft;
at length, with horror, not to be exprefs’d, he cry’d,
thou ccurfed fair! havel not given dreadful proofs
of love ? what drew me from my youthful inno-:
cence, to ftain my then unfpotted foul, but love ?
what caufed me to rob my worthy gentle mafter,
but curfed love? what makes me now a fugitive
from his fervice, loath’d by myfelf, and fcorn’d by
all the world, but love # what fills my eyes with
tears, my foul with torture, never felt on this fide
death before ? why love, love, love. And why,
aboveall, doT refolve (for tearing his hair he cry’d
1 do refolve) to kill my ungle:?
BLUNT.
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