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tliickens, the iinlmppy Cataftiophe is at II.iik!.

The Cries of the People already (hew that their

Feclin«»s are touched, their Arta^ions moved,
their Pnffions wrought upon in fo much,
my Lord, that what is to come, I fear, will

prefs too hard upon their animal Spirits.

The bloody Scenes as yet remain imreprc-

fcnted to the Sight ! Thefe, thefe, my Lord,

will fliock Humanity, perhaps more than

Humanity can bear. Diftreis, carried beyond

a certain Pitch, turns into Rugc and Madnefs;

and Rage and Madnefs know not what is palt,

what is prefent, or what is to come. Think a

little then, my Lord, during the lail Interlude,

on theTemper and Difpolition of the Audience.

Obferve, ^/'ui valeant humeri, quid ferre

recufent. It is not too late to give a Turn to

this Drama, that may convert Catcals into

Plaudits, Tears into Smiles. One of our

greateft Playwrights, and beft Judges of the

human Heart {a\ has proved, that the deepeft

Tragedy may fyftematically be made to have

a happy Ending {b). Of this Allufion, my
Lord, there needs no Application. Ferbitm

fat Saplenti. In your Lordlhip*s Hands the

Taik is already done.

But, my Lord, w'ithout Allegory, and in

plain limple Language, placed as your Lord-

Jhip is, at the Head of Britifh Jurifprudence,

I cannot help looking up to your Lordfhip,

upon the prefent Principles of the Conftitution,

as

(i) Cf! geve. •

(J>) Mourning Bride,
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