278 ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM.
Of tears, of fighs, of groans, of{peechlcfs {orrow,
Be but fincere -- thyfelf will do it better.
One thing P11 tell thee,for perhaps twill pleafe thee,
Thou’ft broke my heart, Alicia.
AL ICE As
Oh! [She falls tothe ground.
ARDEN.
And canft thouy,

Can woman pity whom fhe hath undone ?
Why doft thou grafp my knees ? what wou’dft thou

fay,
If thou cow’dft find thy fpeech?
AL YA
O! mercy, mercy!
ARDEN.
Thou haft had none on me, let gomy hand :
Why doft thou prefs it to thy throbbing heart,
That beats— but not forme ?
ALICIA.
Then may it ne’er beat more.
ARDEN.
At leaft, I’m fure it did not always fo.
AL CoI=AN
For that my foul is pierc’d with deep remorfe,
For that T bow me to the duft before thee,
And die to be forgiven. O Arden! Arden!
ARDE N.
Prefumptuous fool! what bufinefs haft thou here?
Did I not know my weaknefs; and her power!
Rife—rife— Alicia.
ALICIA.
: No: herelet me lie
On the bare bofom of this confcious earth,
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