ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM.

A CER STV
S CEN EL

An Inn, the FLOWER-DE-LUCE.

MOSBY anxp MICHAEL.

MICHAEL,:
HO’ I withoathsappeal’d toconfciousheay’n,
& That Arden rofe and fhut the doors him{elf,
Yet; but for Green, thefe bloody rogues had kill’d
me.
We muft defit—Franklin and {weet Maria
Have promis’d, .at Alicia’s own requeit,
To interfere—
MOSBY.
Such ever be the employ

Of him I hate.
MICHAEL.
The mourning fair, all chang’d,
Byme conjures you, (and with tears {he {fpake it)
Not toinvolve yourfelf and her in rain,
By feeking to renew a correfpondence,
She has renounc’d for ever.
MOSRY.
How! confufion !
M-1.C H-A E L
And hopes, as heaven, in anfwer to her prayers,
Hath reconcil’d her duty and affection :
You will approve her refolution—
MOSBY.
Doubtlefs!

MICHAEL!




