ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM.

ALICI A,
Fain wou’d I kifs his footfteps — but that look,
Where indignation feems to firive with grief,
Forbids me to approach him.
ARDEN.
Who wou’d think
That anguifh werenot real ?

AL CET5AY
I’m rooted here.
A RDEN.
Thofe tears, methinks, even if her guilt were cer-
tain,
Might wafh away her pains.
ALICIA. :
Support me, heaven !
ARDEN.

Curfe on the abjeé thought. I fhall relapfe
To fimple dotage. She fteals on my heart,
She conquers with her eyes. IfI buthear her voice,
Nor earth nor heaven can fave me from her {nares.
O! let me fly—if I haveyet the power.
ALICIA.
O Arden! donot, do notleave me thus.
[ Kneels, and bolds bim.
ARDEN.
I pray thee loofe thy hold,
' ALICIA.
O never, never,
AR DE N.
Why fhou’d [ ftay to tell thee of my wrongs,
To aggravate thy guilt and wound thy foul ?
Thyfelf, if all thefe agonizing firuggles
T3




