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ALICIA.

I prithee leave me, Michael. [Exizt MiCHAEL.]

What is nature !
There is a pow’r in love, fubdues to itfelf
All other paffions in the human mind.
This wretch, more fearful than the lonely murderer,
Whom with inquiring eyes fome ftranger views,
Wou’d meet the king of terrors undifmay’d,
For her he loves, and dare him to the combat.
And fhall not I preferve my Mofby’s life,
And fhall not I— A hufband ! —What’s a hufband ?
T have a foul above th’unnatural tie,
That tells me I’m his right, and only his,
Who won my virgin heart.—Ye tender parents,
Whofe cruel kindnefsmade yourchild thus wretched,
Turn not your eyes towards earth toview this fcene;
"Tywill make you fad in heav’n. [Exiz.

S CENE IIL
Another Room. ARDEN fleeping on a Couch.
Enter Avricia «with a dagger in ber hand.

AL CYT Ag
See! — Jealoufy o’erwatch’d is funk to reft,
While fearful guilt knows no {ecurity,
But in repeated crimes.. My weary eyes,
Each moment apprehenfive of his vengeance,
Muft feek for reft in vain till his are clos’d.
Then for our mutual peace, and Mofby’s love——
[ Approaching to fab him, farts.
He wakes —Defend me from hisjuft revenge !
And yet he fees me not, nor moves 2 finger
To {ave his theaten’d-life. Then whence that voice,
That pierc’d my ears, and cry’d, Alicia, hold!
Can‘mimic fancy cheat the obtward fenfe,
A And




