ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM.

Where, {pite of falfhood, beauty trinmphs flill 5
Mar that fair frame, and crufh thee into atoms.
Avoid me, and be fafe——Nay, now you drive me
hence. [Avicia kucels, be turns away.
Cruel and falfe as thou haft been to me,
I cannot fee thee wring thy fuppliant hands,
And weep and kneel in vain. [£xit ARDEN.
ALICIA.
This, thisishe
I came prepar’d to murder. Curk Alicia !
[Takes upihe dagger.
\In thy own bofom plunge the fatal fieel,
Or his, who robb’d thee of thy fame and virtue —
It will not be—fear holds my daftard hand :
Thofe chafter pow’rs that guard the nuptial bed
From foul pollution, and the hand from blood,

Have left their charge, and Iam loft forever. [ Exiz.
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