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fing foul at once with grief and horror, pity and
averfion. I will indulge the thought, The wife
man prepares himfelf for death, by making it fd-
miliar to his mind, When ftrong refleGtions hold
the mirror near, and the living in the dead behold
their fature {felves, how does each inordinate paftion
and defire ceafe; or ficken at the view? the mind
fcarce moves; the blood, caurdling and chill’d,
creeps flowly thro’ the.veins: fix’d, ftill, and mo-
tionlefs we ftand, fo like the folemn obje@ of out
thoughts, we are almott at prefent—what we mult
be hereafter; till curiofity awakes the foul, and
fetsit oh enquiry. [Zuter GEORGE BARNWELL 4
2 diffance.] O death, thou ftrange myfterions
power; feen every day, yet never underffood but by
the incommunicative dead, what art thou? the
extenfive mind of man, that with a thought circles
the earth’s vaft globe, finks to the centre, or
afcends above the ftars, that worlds exotic finds, or
thinks it finds, thy thick clouds attempt to pafsin
vain : loft and bewilder’d in the horrid gloom, de-
feated fhe returns more doubtful than before; of
nothing certain—but of labour loft.

[During this fpeech, BARNWELL fometimes pre-

Jeuts the piftol, and drows it back again.
BARNWELL.:
Oh, ’tis impoflible!: [throaving down the piftol
Uzcle flarts and attempts to draw his fword.—
UNCLE,
A man {o near me, arm’d and mafqu’d !—
BARNWELL.
Nay, then there’s no retreat.
[Plucks a poniard from his bofom and fabs bit.
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