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confefs’d himfelf a 'murderer; fhould I let. him
efcape, I juftly might be thought as bad as he.
[Exit Serwant.

BARNWELL.,

O Millwood ! fure you do not, cannot mean it.
Stop the meflenger, upon my knees I beg you’d
call Him back. *Tis fit I die indeed, but not by
you. I will this inftant deliver myfelf into the
hands of juftice, indeed I will; for death is all I
wifh : butthy ingratitude fo tears my wounded foul,
’tis worfe ten thoufand times than death with tor-
ture,

MILLWOOD.

Call it what you will ; Iam willing to live, and
live fecure; which nothing but your death can war.
rant.

BARNWELL.

If there be a pitch of wickednefs that feats the
author beyond the reach of vengeance, you muft
be fecure.  But what remains for me, buta difmal
dungcon, hard galling fetters, an awful trial, and
an ignominious death——juftly to fall unpitied and
abhor’d.—After death to be fufpended between
heaven and earth, a dreadful {pettacle, the warn-
ing and horror of a gaping crowd.— This I cou’d
bear, nay wifh not to avoid, hadit byt come from
any hand bat thine. :

Lnter BLunt, Officer and Attendants.
MILL WO0.0D. ;
Heaven defend me ! conceal a murderer ! here,
Sir, take this youth into your cuftody. ‘I accufe
him of murder, and will appear to make good my
chafge. : [They feize bim,
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