164 T-HE HBISTORY OF
MILL WOOD.,
My arts!—I don’t underftand you, Sir! if he
has done amifs, what’s that to me? was he my fer-
vant, or yours ? —You fhou’d have taught him
petter.
THOROWGOOD.

Why fhou’d I wonder to find fuch uncommon
impudence in ‘one arrived-to {uch a height of wick-
ednefs ? when innocence is banifh’d, modefty
{oon follows. Know, forcerefs, ’'m not ignorant
of any of thy arts, by which you firft deceiv’d
the unwary youth: I know hew, ftep by itep,
you’ve led him. ‘on, (selu@tant and unwilling)
from ‘crime to crime; to this laft horrid aét, which
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.you contriv’d, and by your curfed wiles even

forced him to commit.
MILLWOOD.

Ha ! Lucy has got the advantage, and accufed
me firft; unlefs I can turn the accufation, and fix
it upon her and Blunt, Iam loft. - [ 4fide:

THOROWGOOD.

Had I known your cruel defign fooner, it had
been prevented ; to fee you punifh’d as the law di-
re@s is all that now remains. . Poor fatisfacion !
for he, innocent as he is, compar’d to ‘you, mauft
{uffer too. Bat heaven, who.knows our frame, and
gracioufly diftinguifhes between frailty and prefump-
tion, will make-a difference, tho’ man cannotj,
who feés not the heazt; butonly judges by theout-
ward action.

e,

ML LWOOD,

Ifind, Sir, we dreboth unhappy in our fervanits.
I'was furpriz’d at fuch ill treatment,” without caufe,
from a gentlemanof your appearance, and th;re-
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