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I'will not doubt my happinefs. Thou art,
Thou wilt be mine, ever, and only mine.

A L/I-CIsA;
Iam, I will. Tne’er knew joy till now.
A RDEN.
This is our trueft, happieft nuptial day.
To-night, thou know’it according to my cuftom,
Our yearly fair returning with St.” Valentine,
I treat my friends. I goto countenance
Their honeft mirth, and chear them with my bounty.
Till happy night farewel. My beft' Alicia,
How will our friends rejoice, our foes repine,
Tofee us thus!
AL TITCIA,
Thus ever may they fee us !
The wandering fires that have fo long mifled me,
Are now extinguifh’d, and my heart is Arden’s.
The flow’ry path of innocence and peace
Shines bright before, andI fhall ftray no longer.
Whence then thefe fighs, and 'why thefe floods of
tears ?
Sighs are the language of a broken heart,
And tears the tribute each enlighten’d eye
Pays, and muft pay, for vice and folly paft.
And yet the painful’f virtue hath its pleafure :
Tho’ dangers rife, yet peace reftor’d within,
My {foul collected fhall undaunted meet them.
Tho’ trouble, grief, and death, the lot ofall,
On good and bad without diftinéion fall;
The foul which confcious innocence fuftains,
Supports with eafe thefe temporary pains;
But ftung with guilt and loaded by defpair,
Becomes itfelf a burden none can bear.  [Exeunt.

SCENE



