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  This comedy is partly imitated from an English piece, called the Plain Dealer. It does not suit very well for the French stage; the manners are too rough and bold, though much less so than in the original. The English seem to take too much liberty, and the French too little.




  ACT I.




  SCENE I.




  Marseilles.




  Darmin, Adine.




  Adine: [Dressed like a Turk.] O my dear uncle, what a cruel voyage! what dangers have we run! and then my dress and appearance, too: still must I conceal under this turban my sex, my name, and the secret of my foolish heart.




  Darmin: At last we are returned safe: in good truth, niece, I pity you; but, your father dying consul in Greece, both of us left, as we were after his death, without money or friends; your youth, beauty and accomplishments but so many dangerous advantages; and, to crown all our misfortunes, that wicked pasha desperately in love with you; what was to be done? you were obliged to disguise yourself, and make your escape as soon as possible.




  Adine: Alas! I have yet other dangers to encounter.




  Darmin: Dear girl, be composed, nor blush at what can’t be prevented; embarking with me in such a hurry, and forced to disguise yourself in that manner, you could not with any decency resume your sex on board a ship before a hundred sailors, who were more to be feared than your old debauched pasha; but happily for us, everything has turned out well, and we are safely arrived at Marseilles, out of the reach of amorous pashas, near your friends and relatives, amongst Frenchmen, and good sort of people.




  Adine: Blandford is certainly an honest man: but how dearly will his virtues cost me! that I should be forced to return with him!




  Darmin: Your deceased father designed you for him: he had set his heart on that match when you were but a child.




  Adine: There he was deceived.




  Darmin: Blandford, my dear, when he is better acquainted with you, will do justice to your charms: he can never be long attached to a prude, who makes it her perpetual study to deceive and impose upon him.




  Adine: They say she is handsome: he is constant in his nature, and will always love her.




  Darmin: Constant! who is so, in love, child?




  Adine: I am afraid of Dorfise.




  Darmin: She has too much intrigue about her: her prudery, they say, has a little too much gallantry in it: her heart is false, and her tongue scandalous; never fear her, my girl, deceit can last only for a time.




  Adine: Ay, but that time may be long, very long: the thought makes me miserable: Dorfise deceives him, and Dorfise has found the way to please.




  Darmin: But, after all, niece, has Blandford really got so far into your heart?




  Adine: He has, indeed; ever since that day, when the two Algerine vessels attacked us with such violence: O how I trembled for him! I think verily I was as much frightened for him as for you; I wished to be a man, indeed, that I might have defended him: don’t you remember, uncle, it was Blandford alone who saved us when our ship was on fire? good heaven! how I admired his courage, and his virtues! they are deeply engraved in my heart, and never to be effaced.




  Darmin: A grateful heart cannot but be prejudiced in favor of such distinguished virtue. I don’t so much wonder at your choice: fine eyes, a noble demeanor, a good shape, and scarce thirty years of age, these are great recommendations to his—virtue: but then his strange humor and austerity can surely never be agreeable to you.




  Adine: Why not? I am naturally serious myself, and perhaps in him may be fond even of my own faults.




  Darmin: He hates the world.




  Adine: They say he has reason.




  Darmin: His temper is too easy and complying, he relies too much on others, and is too generous; and then his moroseness makes his freedom disagreeable.




  Adine: The greatest fault he has, in my opinion, is his passion for Dorfise.




  Darmin: That’s too true; why, then, won’t you endeavor to open his eyes, disabuse him, and shine in your true character?




  Adine: How is it possible to shine in any character till we are able to please? alas! from the first day he took us both on board, I have been afraid he should discover me, and now I am on shore I have still the same apprehensions.




  Darmin: I had intended to discover you to him myself.




  Adine: For heaven’s sake, don’t; but join with me in my design upon him: sacrificed as I am to the adored Dorfise, I would wish to remain still unknown to him, and would have him continue a stranger to that victim which he offers up to love.




  Darmin: What then is your design?




  Adine: This very night to retire to a convent, and avoid the sight of an ungrateful man whom I cannot help loving.




  Darmin: Indeed, niece, those who go to a convent in haste, generally live to repent it at leisure: I tell you, child, time will do all things: in the meanwhile, a more dreadful misfortune calls for our attention: the very instant that this new Du-Gué so nobly got off his ship, both his fortune and mine went to the bottom: we are both involved in the same calamity, and have come to Marseilles full of hope, but without a shilling! and must therefore look out for some immediate assistance: love, my dear niece, is not always the only thing to be thought of.




  Adine: There, uncle, I differ from you; when you are in love, I think it is.




  Darmin: Time will open your eyes: love, my dear, at your age is blind, but not at mine; and where there is no fortune, and nothing but grief and poverty with it, it has very few charms; only the rich and happy should be in love.




  Adine: You think, then, my dear uncle, that now you are in distress you can have no mistress; and that your widow Burlet will forsake you as soon as she knows your circumstances.




  Darmin: My distress perhaps may serve her for an excuse; such, my dear, is the custom of the world; but I have other cares to afflict me: I want money, and that’s the most pressing calamity.




  SCENE II.




  Blandford, Darmin, Adine.




  Blandford: So! so! in the age we live in everything may be had of everybody but money: what a heap of close embraces, kisses, fulsome compliments, false oaths, joyous welcomes, have I received from this whole city! but no sooner were they acquainted with my distress than every soul forsook me: such is this world.




  Darmin: It is indeed a base one: but your friends come in search of you?




  Blandford: Friends? know you any such? I have looked for them, and have found a number of scoundrels of every rank and degree: I have found honest men, too, that live in the bosom of indolence and plenty, like their own marbles, hard, polished, and always wrapped up in themselves, and their own interests; but worthy hearts, elevated souls, who were not the slaves of fortune, such as take a generous pleasure in relieving the unhappy, these, Darmin, I have seldom, very seldom met with: there is naught but vice and corruption on every side: Mammon is the god of this world; and I wish with all my heart, that all mankind had sunk with our vessel, and was buried in the waves.




  Darmin: Be so good as to except me from your general sentence.




  Adine: The world, I do believe, is false: and yet I think there is in it still a heart worthy of you; a heart that can boast of courage with sensibility, and strength with softness; which would resent the unkind treatment you have met with, by loving you, if possible, but the more for it: tender in its vows, and constant in its attachment to you.




  Blandford: Invaluable treasure! but where is it to be found?




  Adine: In me.




  Blandford: In thee! away, deceitful boy, am I in a condition, think you, to listen to such idle tales? prithee, young man, choose a fitter time to jest in: yes, even in this world, I know there are pure and uncorrupted hearts, who will cherish my misfortune, and pity my distress: even in this low condition I have the happiness to reflect, that Dorfise at least knows how to love and to distinguish virtue.




  Adine: Dorfise then is the idol of your heart?




  Blandford: She is.




  Adine: You have tried and proved her then?




  Blandford: I have.




  Darmin: My late brother, before he went to Greece, if I remember aright, designed my niece for you.




  Blandford: Your late brother, my friend, made a bad choice then: I have made a much better: I have determined in favor of that virtue which, banished from the world, hath taken up its residence in the breast of my Dorfise.




  Adine: Merit like hers is rare indeed; I am astonished at it, but, great as it is, it cannot equal her happiness.




  Blandford: This youth is of a noble nature, and I love him; he takes my part even against you.




  Darmin: Not so much perhaps as you think: but pray tell me, how happened it that this Dorfise, with all her attachment and love for you, never wrote to you for a whole year?




  Blandford: Would you have had her write to me through the air, or the post travel by sea? I have received large packets from her before now, letters written in such a style too—so much truth, so much good sense, nothing affected, embarrassed, or obscure, no false wit, nothing but the language of nature and the heart; such is the effect of real love.
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