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And form fuch founds? If thefeheart-racking thoughts

Precede the horrid a&, what muft enfue?

Worfe plagueT cannot fear from Arden’s death,

But from his life the death of him I love.

Perifh the hated hufband.—— Wherefore hated !

Is he not all that my vain fex couw’d with ?

My eyes, while they furvey his graceful form,

Condemn my heart, and wonder how it ftray’d.

He fighs — he ftarts — he groans. His body fleeps,

But reftlefs grief denies his mind repofe.

Perhaps he dreams of me; perhaps he fees me.

Thuslike afury, broke from deepeft hell,

Luft in my heart, and murder in my hand
[Avicra drops the dagger. ARDEN flarts up,

ARDEN.

Her dagger, Michael feize it, and ’m fafe.

How ftrong fheis ! —Oh! whata fearful dream ]

Before me ftill! {peak, vifion—art thou Alicia,

Or but the cpinage of my troubled brain ?

ALICIA.,
O Arden—hufband —lord
ARDEN,.

Art thou my wife?
Thou’rt fubftance —I am wrap’din wonder---hence
Hatt loft all fenfe of fear, as well as fhame,
That thou durft haunt me thus, afleep and waking,
Thou idel, and thou torment of my foul ?

ALICIA,

My bleeding heart
ARDEN,
Away, begone and leave me ;
Left, inthe tranfports of unbounded rage,
Irufh upon thee, .and deface thofe charms,

That firt enflav’d my foul ; mangle that face
‘Where




