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BLACK WILL,
And fhall that fawning, white liverd coward,
Mofby, enjoyall thefe?
SHAKEBAG.
No doubt he wou’d, were we the fools he thinks us.
GREEN.
Had he as many lives as drops of bload,
I’d have them all..— [7o Aricia.
ALICTA,
But for one fingle night—
GREEN.
P’d not defer his fate a fingle hour,
‘Tho’ I were fure myfelf to die the next.

So, peace, irrefolute woman — and be thankful
For thy own life, :

ALICIA.
O mercy, mercy=——

GREEN.
Yes,

Such mercy as the nurfing lionefs,
When drain’d of moifture by her eager young,
Shews to the prey that firft encounters her.

BrLA CIREW-T'L L
Who talks of mercy, when I am here?

GRE E N.

She wou’d prevent us ; butour fteady courage
Laughs at her coward arts.

[Knocking gently at the Gate.
Why, Michael!

MICHAEL.
Sir!

GREEN,




