
 



 



PROLOGUE. 
WRITTEN BY «A FRIEND. 

SPOKEN BY MR. BARRYMORE. 

    

‘a W arn novelty’s the rage, and love of change, 

And things are-doated on becaufe they’re ftrange ; 

When frasi received opinions to depart, 

Is the-firft-canon of dramatic art, 
How fhall he fare whofe unafpiring hack 
Jogs on the broad way and the beaten track, 

Leaps o’er no moral fence, nor dares to prance 

Ia the wild regions of untried romance? 
Though bards more bold like devious comets fly | 

In paths eccentric through the boundlefs fly, 

Scorn not our Author’s Jefs ambitious fight, 

Whofe orbit’s humbler, if more true his hght; 

Think not his morals too feverely nice, — 

If not one tear be claimed for fufering vice ; 
If no falfe virtue’s dangerous difguife 
Veil her loath’d image from your cheated eyes, - 
Not ours the maxims of the liberal {chool, 

Whofe bold exceptions (uperfede all rule; 
But Virtue here, throughout each trying fcene, 

Rears ’midft the ftorm her high commanding mien; 

Say mu/} he fail who makes his fole appeal 
To paffious which the fimpleft heart may feel? 
Has Guilt, redeem’d by fentimental fhow, 
Monopoliz’d each fource of tender woe? 
And muft your eyes on principle be dry, 
When chafte Affection heaves her purer figh? 
No—Afull your hearts fhall fympathizing fhare 
The pious anguith of a Sire’s defpair, 
Who weeps, yet glories in a blamelefs Son, 
‘By laws too rigid, not by guilt undone, 
And own the palm well-earn’d o’er Love by Honor won. J. 
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THE POINT OF HONOR, 

AC TL 

SCENE I. 4 Room in Mrs. Merrort’s boufe.— 
Tables, chairs, Se. Se. 

Mrs. Metrort and STEINBERG meeting. 

% STEINBERG. 

S., fo, fo! fine times thefe! foldiers without — 

end; infantry, cavalry, dragoons, light troops, 
huflars, baggage-wageons, and the devil knows 
what, pouring in upon us! Well, I forefaw ic all! 
Don’t you remember, Mrs. Melfort, what I pre- 
dicted laft Wednefday was two years, when I read. 
you the gazette of the fixth of March? I forefaw 
that this would become the feat of war—I forefaw 
the whole phan as well as they who defigned it: 
I make no doubt, now, bute the enemy will 
compel us to fhew our joy at their arrival, by a 
voluntary illumination and public rejoicings. 

Mrs. Metrorr. 
Better fo than to behold our ftreets ftreaming 

with blood; and the four corners of our poor little 
town delivered to the flames. 

STEINBERG.. 
What! admit the foe without refiftance? I love 

my country, madam; I am a patriot; you under- - 
ftand me? 

Mrs. Me.rort. 
Indeed, fir, I do not; pray explain yourfelf, 

: _ STEINBERG, Bae 
Well then, madam, the protection you have 
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Mrs, MELForT. we 

J believe, fir, you have frequently heard mie fay, 
that I thought no facrifice too great to fecure my 

daughter’s happinefs: 1 am now about to do it: 

- imagine, then, how great mnuft be, my {atisfaction 

in reflecting, that inlead of raifing a blufh on my: 

daughter’s cheek, in beholding the ceremony of 

her mother’s nuptials, I hall now appear with 
- honour at the celebration of héts. 

STEINBERG, 
Then I have been completely deceived in my 

expectations £ I who never-——~ 

Mrs, Meirort, ்‌ 

We cannot know everything, fir; and he who; in 

reading a gazette, knows fo well how to predict the 
future revolutions of Europe, often prophefies ex- 
tremely ill whgn he reads in the eyes of a young 
girl—but fhe is here; I will inform her of what 
has paffed, and Should you be fortunate enough to 
facceed with her, I promife you I will not in any 
way oppofe her inclinations. 

Enter BERTHA. | 
_ My dear Bertha, you are come very 4-propos é 

Mr. Steinberg infifts on having you for his wife. 
What fay you? Do you approve of him for your 
hufband? 

றாக, 
For anything elfe in the world—but for a huf= 

band, oh, no, dear madam. 

Mrs. Menrorv. 
‘What are your objections ? 

a மிரா, * 
Oh! donot afk me: you know as well as I do: 

to you I confide the moft fecret wifhes of my foul; 
-and I have already avowed ———- 

a Mis: Metron, 
Proceed. ட்‌ ்‌ 
ete A 4 ்‌ BerTHA.
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that I fometimes fear a change in your fein 
This place is fullofenvy. 

on Mrs. MeEtrort. 
 Banifh your fears, my child: I believe himto 
be worthy of your love: and, in uniting your for 

tunes, how fweet will it be to me to pay the debt 
of gratitude I owe hira, in a manner fo congenial 
with my feelings! Be to him equable, complai- 

fant, and affable: difpel the fmalleft cloud which 

threatens to obfcure the funfhine of your peace: 

women have not force for, their inheritance; can- 

dour and an affecting foftnefs are their only arms. 

Avoid caprice ; it-is the rock on which our happi- 

‘nefs is often wrecked ; and, in the married ftate, 

trifles light, and even imperceptible at firft, con- 

tain the dreadful feed of dangerous difcord: contl- 

nue, then, your confidence in me, that my AP 
rience may aflift you to prevent oF diffipate une 

_ ftorms which may arife. ee 

ae _ Berrua. né thn 

I fee no clouds, nor do! dread a form; tne 1 

of happinels fhines full upon me, and brightens 
my profpects. 

Mrs. Metrort. 
You are now, dear Bertha, on the 

உ ட 

point of entel- 

ing into duties, the fweeteft, fure, of life a 
the lefs important : fammon, then, all oe 

rage ; be prepared for all events, for to-m 

you become the wife of Durimel. 

BERTHA- 

With what care, with what anxious rendernes 

you watch over my happinels. 

va Mrs. MeLFort- 

Here he comes: we fhall raife hin “i cura 

fummit of felicity ; but | fear the begat 1. 

his brain. த... ஹர” 
on ஞ்‌
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BERTHA. ப 

Tis he; -but I dread to—I have not power— — 

T—permit me to withdraw. = | Exit BrrtHa. — 

Mrs. Metrort (calling). 
Bertha! Bertha!—Ah! the’s gone. 

~ Enter Durimezt. 
Why did you not hold her? 

DuRiMEL. 
My prefence was perhaps the occafion of her 

flight, madam : if fo, it would have been a rude- 

neis to have held her. I fear I have interrupted 
you. a 

ட > Mrs. Merrorr. 
Not in the leaft, not in the leaft; fhe will not 

always fhun you thus ( fmiling). Tear me, Du- 

rimel; it is time to beftow upon your merit, your 
attachment to our Interefls, and a fentiment, the 

rife and growth of which I bave with pleafure 
mark’d, the {weer reward which you expect, and I, 

அற்பம்‌ truth, can fay, is but your due. What ails 

you ?—why are you filent?—have you any dif- 
agreeable news to communicate? —fome delay, 
fome failure, emong our correfpondents! _ 

_ Durie. 

No, madam; your affairs are in a more flourifh- 

ing condition than ever 1 remember them; the 

books, which I delivered.to you yelterday, muft 
have convinced you of the truth of what I fay. 

Mrs. Metrort. 
What can this mean; to be fo fad at fuch a mo- 

ment, when all things fmile around you! Tell 
me, Durimel, has not your heart a fecret prefage 
of the happinefs which now awaits you? 

Durimer ( fighs). 
No, madam; | can no longer cheat myfelf into 

a belief that there is any happiaels for me. 
Mrs.
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Mrs MeLrorn 0 ட்‌ 

Reje&t you ! Oh! no, dear Durimel; I cannot 
be deceived: if I have never fought to make you — 
break the filence you have impofed upon your- 

felf, «was from a firm conviction that the virtues — 
you poflefs could never fpring from a corrupted 
heart: from what you are, | judge of what.you 
have been—what you will be. The hufband of 
Bertha, you become my fon: now guard your-fe- — 
cret, or confide it to a mother’s breaft: you are at 
liberty to choofe. 

se DuRIMeEL. ம்‌ 
I am unable to refit. 1 was about to quit you. 

Start not, but fummon all your fortitude to hear, — 
as 1 muft to relate my ftory. Rear’d far from 
the tender eyes of a parent, it is but rarely I’ve _ 
enjoy’d the bleffing of embracing him. at fixteen 
years of age, deprived of all refource, and animated 
by the example of my father, [ follow’d the career 
of arms: in performing the painful duties of my 
ftation, my courage never fail’d; and yet, how 
frequent were the occafjons to exercife it! It was 
my lot to ferve under a colonel the moft oppref- 
five, the moft inflexible of men : five years of pa- 
tience had I pafs’d beneath his iron yoke, when, 
oh! fatal moment, unjuftly molefted, my blood 
began to boil; T-anfwer’d fharply, and receiv’d a 
blow—difgraceful outrage! which, at this diftant 
period, covers me with blufhes. 

Mrs. Metrorr. 
Moderate this paffion, I entreat you ; it terrifies 

TG ம. nae 
Durimet, © 

No; I could not bear it; an involuntary motion 
carried my hand to my fword, and in the moment — 
when I thought vengeance within my reach, 1 be- _ 

10 : : - came”



 


