





~ PROLOCUE
L]
9 'WR.ITTEN’ AND SPOKL\' BY ME. %ARRILE‘

IN THE CHARACTER OF A DR[}‘)KEN F@ET.

ALL, all shall out—all that I know and feel;

I will, by Heav’n—to higher powers appeal l=—

RBehold a bard !-—-no author of to-night—-
"f’Is’fg,;, no,—they cant’c say that, with all their sp!te .
iy, you may frown (Iuo&wg behind the Jcenes} I’ma at you,
- preat and smaﬂ»—— : 5
Your Poet, Players, Mnmgers and alll—
These fools within here, swear that I'm in tiquor,
My passion warms me—makes my utt'rance thicker s
T totter too—~but that’s the gout and pain,—

French wines, and living high, have been my bane,—

From all temptations now. I wisely steer me

Nor will 1 suffer one fine woman near me.
i And this I sacrifice, to give you pleasure—

I‘or you I've com’d my brains,—and here’s the treasure’

[ Pulls out 2 manum*p&.
A tleasure this of pmﬁt and delight!
2 by for his o st tc:-mvbt —
& play would water evlry eyel =
1f Bt look upen’t, it makes me cry :
"This play would tears from blood-stain’d soldiess dra.w,
And melt the bowels of hard-hearted law:!
Vtwtd fore and aft the storm- proof sailor rake;
Keep turtle-eating aldermen awake !
- Would the cold blood of ancient maidens thrill,
- And make ev'n pxe«ty younger tongues lie still,. =

“This Play not ev’n Managers would rcfuse, = 7 e

Mad Heay'n but gtvcu ’em any braxm, to chuse {— =

& : LPuts up his manuscripts
= 5
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’Mongs@fnenc&'w
So very classm, add 50 very

- No trumgets—thlmd
Bat all your fine poetic :
“The plot is this—A la y—
¢ Long before the beginn of khe play 3’ gt
And they are taken by a fisherman,

The lady and the child—tis Bays’s glam—- -
So on he blunders—FHe’s an Irishman,—
*Tis all alike—his comic stuff T mean—
™ hate all humour———n gwes me the plecﬂ

Flatter Fean with any of thc ;

~ Can cut and slash~indeed I cannot bribe

What must I do then i’-—-beg you to- subscrtbe

Be kind, ye boxr‘s, gall}enes, and plt-—-

*Tis but a crown a-piece for all this wit

All Sterling wit—to puff myself I ha

- You'll ne'er supply your wants at such &
*Tis worth your money, I would swrﬂ Qe

You smde cunsent——vl it acm!. my hat among ye. %E;fk

- (Guing, e

8o much bm. ond all praaac your ounties swclU
Neot my own tongue, my gra-ti-tude can tell-—
¢ A Little fattery sometimes does well, ™ i
i : S : £5mggfﬂﬂ

= The V&ay = Keep. !rlun, in thr-:; n&», wes ;premx&aﬁ a5 | ﬁ‘“ Al
Blece: on ;be same mg‘m 3
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The Desert Isicm"d.ﬁ

M. sureEY, the author of this beautifil drematic Poem,
which was brought before the public in the season of 1759,
acknowledges that the ground-work of his fable is taken from a
Gitle picce of one all, entituled L’Isola Disabitata, or The
© TIninhabited Island, whick came from the elegant and inte~
Hamtmg fien of the Abbe Metastasio ; and it 15 worthy of remarik,
that Mr. Murphy's comedy of The Way to Keep Him, and his

I~

dramatic tale of The Ducrt Jsland, were r:ére.m.tcd _ﬁ:r s!zc

ferst timg on the Sane ngt.
Whilz we have a Siddons ; a Pope; a Powc]l, and last,
ot least in love—a Kemble, to persomfy the sorrowing heroine

gf The Desert Island, its revival at one of our 'three theatres .

»  might prove a:ccptatle to the public, and profitable to the 'Ma.
nagers z

0&7 Poet has been peculmr’y habpy in the jn&‘ure: he Ius

nature.  The descriplions, which he has given

a, of the caplivating scemery which surrounds her,

Tl
eﬁmﬁa produtlion wmt}ly of the T HESE encORIUmS gf rﬂy
Jover of refined sentiment and genuingfoesy.

We flatter curselves that. our gcrarou":];lﬂrmm will approve of -
our presenting themy occasionally, with subjedls similar tvlbe .
present s and that such subjells will be tonsidered as adding to - |

"

the value of their volumes, by giving to them that varicty Whick
% ought to form g grand feature in emry ;ollcﬁidn.

a. 0 Ry .
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THE DESERT ISLANI

ACT L

i

B s == : B S

- SCENE1.—The Scene represents a Vale in the Desert
Island, surrounded by Rocks, Caverns, ﬂmztm; Flow-
ering Shrubs, Exotic Trees, and Plenls growing
wﬁzd. On one side is a Cavern 1a @ Rock ; over ihe
entrance of which appears, in large Charallers, an

 unfinished Inscription. Constantia is discovered ai.

Work at the Iuscription, in' a romantic Habit of
Skins, Leaves, and Flowers ; in her Hand she holils

& broken Sword, and stands in ail to Jinish the cu~
perfedd Inscription. : '

O After @ skort pause, ,5]aérbregz'iz5'; :

L

HEQT rest my arm-——ye weary Sinews, rest—
%mhxle forget your office—0n this rock

Here sit thee duwn, and think. thyself to stone.

[ Sits douwn. |
Would Heav’n I could |- Rises. ) Ye shrubsy

e ye nameless plants,

That wildly gadding xmdst the rlfted rock SQ?

[
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My dear, my loveliest fa: v

" No corner of the isle tmsearcl

~ Stood trembling in his eye, and seem’c

Const.; What incident, my s
Syl My little fawn,

Whose loss Uve moum’d -far W v
Jeft g

O’er the dc.w-,spangled lawn, with print
Came bounding to-me ; playful frisk’

With inexpressive airs of glad surpris
With eager signs of transport—Big round

His fond regret stxll mingling with his joy.
Const. And is it that, my love, delights thea 80 i
Syl. And can you wonder, ma'am r-——yes, c

lights me, :

Transports me, charms me --—he’ my dar]ing- car

My dear companion, my sweet little friend,

‘That loves me, gambols round me, watches still

With anxious tenderness my ev’ry motion, ‘

Pants on my bosom, leaps into my arms,

And wanders o’er me with a thousandiféisses..

And can you wonder I’m transported thus?
Const. Oh! happy state of innccence l—how S‘W"t

Thy joys, simplicity e’er yet the mind

With artificial passions learns to glow ;

- Ere taste has ta’ €n our senses to her schooly

Has given each well-bred appetite her laws,

s T - & il%‘
Before this time he never once stray’d from meg 2
- —I thought I lost him,—but he's found again! %
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dat, THE DESERT ISLAND. 1z
Taught us to feel imaginary bliss,

Or else expire in elegance of pain.

Syl. Nay, now, again, you're growing grave-—'Tig

% you ’
Give laws to appetite ;--forbid each sense

To minister delight ; your eyes are dimm’d

With constant tears; theroses on your cheek
‘Fade like yon vilets, when excessive dews

Have hent their drooping melancholy heads:

Soon they repair their graces ; soen recal

&L heir aromatic lives, and smiling yieid

To sighing Zephyr all their balmy sweets.

To grief yow're still a prey; still wan despair

Sits with’ring' at your heart, and ev’ry feature

Has your direétions to be fix’d in woe.
« Nay, prithee dry those tears—you make me sad—
~Will vou, at length, forget your cares }—
 Const. Forget!l———

Sh! sweetoblivion, thy all-healing balm

To wretches you refuse ~—Can I forget

Perfidious Ferdinand :—His tyrant form

1s ever present—The deluding looks,

Ené&anrxg acceats, and the soft regards.

With which he led me to yon moss-clad cave,
: Therg@to repose awhile—Oh ! cruel man!
Amﬁff*you, ye conscious wilds, I call you falsel
Acconiplices in guilt!—The Zephyrs bland
That pant upon each leaf ;—the melody
That warbles thro’ your groves; the falling fountaias
“That at each deep’ning cadence lull the mind,
Were all suborn’d against me; all conspir’d
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T sit, and ‘pitie o
T roll these eyes o’er all the su‘!en main,

Some mark of so

~ From thy sweet joys, sotiety,

Full many a time L've hean

there for}om -
awlmv waves beneath

Lash the xe»mmdm hore-—-your brimful eye

®till fiv’d on that sad quarter of the heav’ng

‘Where my hard futher disappear’ “d.

Jonst. th, there :

ancholy lovesto dwell; there loves
its hmrd of grief:

Inihopes some sail may this way shape 1ts-course,

- With the ¢lad tidings of the human race |-
@Could 1 behold that dear, that wished-for-sight;

Could { but sce some vesu/ es of man,

life; ev’o tho' the ship

Siould shun this isle, and court propitious gales

(eath some happier clime ; yet still the view

i ould cheer my soul, and my heart. baund with joy -
At t}!‘lt faint prospeét of my fellow-creatures.

B‘)ﬂ“ ‘not for me such tmnsp@rtl-—not for me—

Dear ‘bative land, I now O MoTe N see thee;
uoqdemn d in ever-duri ing solitude 1

8yl. But to your happines

wantmg hert?

B



it
The pohsh d s manners, and gay scpnes
Which Europe yields—yet ever and amm
1 from%our gwn discourse can gather too,
That happiness is all unknown to Europe 3
That envy there can dwell, and d}scon‘n"m -
- The smile, that wakens at another’s wna,,
The heart, that sickens at another’s pmlsw e
The tongue, that carries the malignant tale s
The little spirit, that subverts a friend ;
Fraud, perfidy, ingratitude, and murder.
Now sure, with reason, I prefer these scenes’
Of innocence, tranquillity, and joy ! ‘
Const. Alas! my child, ’tis easy to forego
Untasted sweets, pleasures you never Knew.
8yl. Are wenot here what youyourselfhave tuld mﬁ
In Europe sovereigns are t—Here we have fis'd!
Dur little sylvan reign.—The guxltless race
Of animals, that roam the lawnsand wood%\l\
Are tractable and willing subje&ts =Py
Passive obedience to us—and yon sea
Becomes our tributary; hither rolls ’
In each hoarse-murm’ring tide his’varims stores
Of daintiest shell-fish—The unbidden earth,
Of human toil aliignorant, pours forth it
Whatever to the eye, or taste, can prove %
Rare, exquxsxte, and goad—Atonce the spring =
Calls forth its green delights, and summer’'s b]u"?h o
‘G}O'Wa on zach purple braach. The seasons hem
On the same tree, with glad surpnze, : ‘
Behold each other’s gifts arise ¢ e
Spontaneous fruits arounid us grows
For ever here the Zephyrs blow :

e
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- From filial piety. A fathers mandate

ch. d}lo trace appears,
No vestige he?e is seen of human

Thxs cannot be the place.
Fer. Oh! my Henrieoy— -
This is the fatal shove. The well- Lﬂown L
Yon bay, yon rocks, yon mountains, from 'gvhasc
Th’ imbowring forest overhangs the d
Each well-remember’d obje® strikcsmy view
Answers the image in my mind preserv’d,
Engraven th‘_ 2 by love’s recording hand,
And never, but with life, to fade from thence.
‘Hen. And yet thy love-enfeebled soul ma}' fﬂ
Ima’rmary tokens of resemblance, :
The soil unbeaten seems by mortal step.. :
Fey My heart in ev’ry pulse cozxﬁrm it to me
This is the place, the dreary spot; wl
Began to wave the tissue of my woes,
Oh! ¥ was curst, abhorr’d of Heav’n, or eisc
I ne’er had trusted the contentious weaves,
But kept my store of happiness at liome.
Hen. Repine not for an action that arose

Requird obedience from you.
Fer. To hissummons ,
I paida giad attention,  Yet, good Heav'n!
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steer’d. a h'uppy c«)lmse, umﬂ
¢ burning line, from whence the sun

3
o dny st direction pours his ardent blaze

* @n.ev'ry fever'd sense; a storm arose,

Suddes zmd wild; as if a war of nature =
Were thund'ring 4‘% ‘er our heads. . Full twenty days :

It drove us headlong on the dashmg surge

- Tar from our destin’d way, iuntil at kength

2 evil hour we landed on this isle.
SYLVia returns, and peeps from behind o hedge.
8yl Methought I heard a sound, asif they both

Held mutual converse.  Yonder, lo ! they stand =

They do not follow me,  What can they be ?

Ler. There is the spot, just where yon aged tree
Tmbrowns the plain beneath, on which the vxl].xms,
“The unrelenting band of pirates, seiz’d 1 me, =
Thre 1 receiv’d my wound, and there T fought
Till tny sword shiver’d in my hand. Worn out,
Oppress'd by numbers, pow’rless, and disarm'd,

- Ajey bore me hradlong to the beach ; in vain

Piefting the air with horrid cries; in vain
Back tow'rd the cave, wherge poor Constantia siept,
With ker Jov'd infant-daughter in her arms,
Straining my ardent eyes ; my eyes alone !

For oh t. their cruelty had bound ray arms,

Aind tears and looks were all T then ‘could use.

§4d. The voice but indistinétly strikes DY eats
V& ould they would turn this way.
Fer. Fetteﬁd ty’d down,
; <
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May gain the place where with assiduons hand
She works, and teaches the mde rocks to tell
He? mournful elegy. 'What mean my. feetib -

' Why stand they thus forgetful of thetr office ¥
Why heaves th’ involuntary sigh? And why

f ok s in quick pulses beats my heart? My eyes

A misty dimness covers: in my ears
Strange murmuis sound; my very bref%;tl is lost,
What can it be»—I know thee, Fear !-—tis thots
‘That causest this | And yet it can’t be fear.

s Fear cannot thrill with pleasure thrd’ the veins;
Kdows not this dublous JOY;s these s;ra.teful trem-

blings.

I cannot guess what these émotions miean,
Nor what this busy thing my heart would want!

~ Let me seek shelter in my mother's arms, [ £z,

SCENE 1I1. ‘Changes to the first View of the Islandy
@ where ConsTaNTIAS nseription ts seen.
Eater FERﬁ"iNAND
= Fer. Noj neyer more shdlltheae fond eyes behold
o her. .
Eost, lost, my,poor Coustantia 105:' In vain
1scarch these gloomy woods ; in vain call out
Hc% honous? rx name to ev’ry hill and dale.
Myleyes are false, or on the craggy base
Of yonder rock some mstrqmenf appears,
The mark of human kind. A broken sword!
- ©n1 all ye Heav'nly pow’rs I—the very same!
? * This once was minel Unfaithful to its trusty
Tt faild me at my utmost needs . see
C3
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