ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM.

ACTE TV

SCENE L

A rp e N’s Houfe.
Avicra alone.
H AT havel heard! is this the houfe of
Arden!
O! that the power which has fo often {av’d him,
Wou’d fend his guardian angelto him now,
To whifperin his ear his prefent danger !
Fly, Arden, fly, avoid this fatal roof,
Where murder lurks, and certaindeath awaits thee:
Wander — no matier where—turn but from hence,
Thou canft not mifs thy way.—The houfe is theirs.—
I am ful‘pc&ed-—Michacl guards the door—
And ev’n Maria’s abfent. Bloody Mofby,
Thefe are the fruits of thy detefred luft.
But hark, the fiends ztpproach.———Grccn had hu-
manity.
Enter GREEN, Brack WiLL, SHAKEBAG, and
MicHAEL.
Cou’d I prevail on him 1— O fir—
[Talks apart with GREEN.
BLACK WILL.

What a fair houfe! rich furniture! what piles of
mafly plate! and then yon iron cheft. Good plun-
der, comrade. =

SHAKEBAG,

And madam Arden there——a prize worth them

all to me.




