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MARTIA.
T fear as much, and therefore would never have
my father know it.
TRUEMAN.
That’s impofiible.
MARIA.
What’s the fum ?
TRUEMAN.
’Tis confiderable : Dve mark’d it here, to thew
it, with the letter, to your father at his return.
; M AR IA. :
If I fhould fupply the money, cou’d you {o dif-
pofe of that, and the account, as to conceal this

"unhappy mifmanagement from my father ? .

TRUEMAN.

Nothing more eafy.—But can you intend it ? will
you fave a helplefs wretch from ruin ? Oh ! ’twere
an att worthy fuch exalted virtue as Maria’s—
Sure heaven, in mercy to my friend, infpired the
generous thought. : \

MARIA.
Doubt not but I wounld parchafe fo greata hap-

pinefs at a much dearer price : —but how fhall he
be found ?

TRUEMAN.

' Truft to my diligence for that. In the mean
time, I’ll conceal his abfence from your father, or
find fuch excufes for it, that the real canfe  fhall

- - never-be {ufpected.

MARTIA.
In attempting to fave from fhame, one whom
we hope may yet return to virtue, to heaven, and
you,




