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CHARACTERS.

Hesry VIIIL

Sin Jouw Mong, Father to Sir Thomas.
Tussract, Bihop of Durbam,

Duge or NorroLK.

Bowvize,

51k Thomas Mous.

Rorer.

Daxcr.

Herow.

Lapy Moux.
MancangT.
Eriza.
CEciLia.
Axye BurLew,
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SIR THOMAS MORE,

A TREAGEDY,
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ACT 1.
SCENE—The Thames.

Luter Bowvise and HEnax.

Bowvise,
HERE we take water; bat muft wait awhile,
The boatman is oot come,

Heroxs.

A lucky panii.

Let us refume the flory we bhad dropp'd,
And More be all the fubjeft of difcourie.

Bonvise.
Aye More alone, with now and then a glanﬂ:'
Toward his youngelt daghter—her I mean
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G SIR THOMAS MORFE,

Whoie fprightly wit has almoit won the heart
Of a young Oxford fcholar, juft retarn'd
From {chools and tutors with his firlt degree,
To iteal a fmile from fweet Cecilia’s brow,
Aund dine with Bonvife,
Henox,
Meaning me, 1 think,
Boxvize.
Yes, Sir, and much commending your difcernment.
Herow.
Why, to be honeit, in my fecret heuart
I long have lock'd a more than duc regard
To [weet Cecilia,
Bonvise.
Sir, not more than due.
Were it unbounded, it were all deferv'd.
There is in that {weet maid fuch ealy mirth,
Such fenfible good-bumour, fuch an eye,
For ever langhing, and a heart fo good,
That could [ fiom thele fhoulders, with a wifh,
Shake off fome thirty years, I Thould become
Unce more a wooer, and, to win her love,



