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il G Let me not do what honour muft condemn,
AR And friendfhip blufh to hear.
) b FRANKLIN,
That Arden never will,
[ : MARIA.
i Did you but know her grief—
(R 40 : AR DEN,
‘ Am I the caufe?
Have I, juft heaven, have I €’er injur’d her!
Yet I’'m the coward—O prepoft’rous fear !
See where fhe comes—Arm’d with my num’rous
wrongs,
I T’1l meet with honourable confidence
i Th’ offending wife, and look the honeft hufband.
FRANKLIN.
Maria, we’ll withdraw—even friendfhip here
it Wou’d feem impertinence.—
i : [Exeunt FRANKLIN and MaR1a.
ARDEN,
. Be ftill my heart.
Avic1A enters, not feeing ARDEN.
" | ATBC AL
How fhall I bear my Arden’s juft reproaches!
Or can a reconcilement long continue,
k) ! That’s founded on deceit! can [ avow
| My fecret guilt —No —at fo mean a thought
Abandon’d infamy herfelf wou’d blufh.
Nay, cou’dI live with public lofs of honour,
Arden wou’d die to {fee Aliciafcorn’d.
! He’s here, earth open—hide me from his fight.
B herit ARDEN.
[ ‘ Guilt chains her tongue. Lo filent, felf-condemn’d,
ik With tearful eyes and trembling limbs fhe ftands.
ALICI1A.




