ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM.

MOSBY.
P’ve thought a way—
That may be ealy under friendfhip’s niafk,
Which to'a foe fufpected may be hard.
GREEN.
Friendfhip! impofiible—
MOSBY.
You know him not.
You, with your ruffians, in the ftreet thall feek him.
I follow at fome diftance. They begin,
No matter how, a quarrel, and at once :
Affault him with their fwords. — Straight I appear,
Forget all wrongs, and draw in his defence;
Mark me, be fure, with fome flight wound ; then fly,
And leave the reft to me.
MITCHAYET.
I know his temper.
This feeming benefit will cancel all
His former doubts, and gain his eafy heart.
GR EEN.
Perhaps fo—yet—-—
MOSBY.
Further debates are ncedlefs. [ Exeunt.

SCENE IL
A Room in ARDEN’s Houfe.
FRANKLIN anp MARIA. (
FRANKLTIN.
Well, in what temper did you find Alicia?
MARIA.

Never was anguifh, never grief like hers:

She eats, nor fleeps. Her lavely, downcaft eyes,
YVeor Il e That




