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ARDEN.
Villains come back, and finith your defign,
MOSBY.
Shall I purfue them, fir?
ARDEN.
Not for the; world —
Moiby ! amazing generofity!
MOSBY,
I hope you arenothart.
ARDEN.
Pierc’d to the heart---
MOSBY.
Forbid it, heaven! quick, let me fiy for help.
ARDEN.
With fharp refletion :—Mofby, I can’tbear
To be fo far oblig’d to one P’ve wrong’d.
MOSBY.
Who wou’d not venture life to {ave a friend ?
ARDEN.
From you I’ve not deferv’d that tender name.
MOSBY.
No more of that---wou’d I were worthy of it!
ARDEN,

Iown my heart, by boiling paffions torn,
Forgets its gentlenefs—yet is ever open

. 'To melting gratitude. O fay what price

Can buy your friendfhip ?
MOSBY.
Only think me yours.

ARDEN.



