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ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM.

AL LT - S CEN E-=T:
Tihe Street Lefore ARDEN’s Houfe.

Mossy alone.

HE morning’s dark, and horrid, as my il
{  purpofe,— i
Thrice have my fnares been laid for Arden’s life, I
And thricehath he efcap’d.—I-am not fafe: i
The living may revenge.—Oh ! cou’d I win il
Alicia to confpire her I Thafband’s fall,
Then might I fay, fecurity, thon’rt mine,
And laugh at all to come. For other inftruments,
Tl‘ﬂrt’s Green: he bears’him' hard about this {uit
For th> abbey lands, to which the hot youth'pleads i
Some fancy’d right.,  Michael,the tr encher-fav’ Tites L
A baltard, bred of Arden’s charity ; bl
He has been privy to our fecretjoys,
And, on that truft prefuming, loves my fifter —
f Winks at adultery, and may at murder. - ‘
Maria 1s his pucc I’ve plac’d her here, |
Comp"mmn of m) {weet L\hcn s hours,
To fprcad her charms for everin his eye : I
To herare all my vifits. ~ Buat Alicia— |
She muft, fhe fhall co*npl r: when to my arms
Her honom fhe refign’d, her fond relutance whif~
per’d,
She cou’d deny me nothing —This totry,
[Exitiinto ARDEN’s Houfe.

Vor, IL Q SCENE ‘ .';‘i

~
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: SCENZE = 1l:
A Chamber.

ARDEN in his night-goavn.
‘Unhappy Arden, whither canft'thou wander
To lay thy heavy load of forrows down !
Will change of place relieve th’ afilicted mind,
Or does all nature yield a balm to cure
"The pangs of flighted love and broken faith ?
Ungrateful, falfe Alicia! falfe with Moiby,
The vile dependent of my foe profefs’d,
il Lord Clifford’s full-fed flatt’rer !=—O damn’d!—
Qe Come, Franklin, come: Arden, thy friend, invites
thee ;
And let me pour my griefs into thy bofom,
And findin friendfhip what I’ve loft in love.

Enter ALICIA.

ALICIA, ‘
Why, Arden, do you leave your bed thus early¥
Have cold and darknefs greater charms than I?
There was a time when winter-nights were fhort,
And Arden chid the morn that call’d him from me.

ARDEN.
This deep diffembling, this hypocrify,
(The laft worft ftate of a degen’rate mind)
Speaks her in vice determin’d and mature. © [ 4fides

AT 1 €1 As
What maid, that knows man’s variable nature,
Wou’d fell her free eftate for marriage bonds ?
From vows and oaths, and every fervile tye,
The tyrant man at pleafure is fet free ;
The holy nuptial bond leaves him at large ;

et

$
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Yet vefts him with a power that makes us flaves,
’Tis heav’nly this—
ARDE N.
To ftop my juft reproach
Art thou the firft to tax the marriage ftate ?
ALICILA,
Are you not jealous?. do you not give ear
To vain furmifes and malicious tongues,
That hourly wound my yet untainted fame ?
ARDEN.
And wou’dit thou make me author of the fhame
Thy guilt has brought on us ?~I’ll bear no longer.
The traitor Mofby, curs’d, detefted Mofby,
Shall render an account for both your crimes.
ALTCIA,
What do I hear ! [ dfide.
ARDEN.
T'hat bafe mechanic flave
Shall anfwer with his blood.

ALICIA.
O hear me {peak.
ARDEN.

No, I am deaf: as thou haft ever been
To fame, to virtue, and my juft complaints.
ALICIA,
Thus on my knees.
ARDEN.
Adult’refs ! doft thou kneel,
And weep, and pray, and bend thy ftubborn heart
(Stubborn to me) to fue for him?—away,
Away this inftant, left I kill thee too.
[Recowering him/feif.
Qz No
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No—not the hell thou’ft kindled in this bofony
Shall make me fhed thy blood.
ALICIA,
I do not hope it.
AR DEN.,
For me, be as immortal as thy fhame.
A'LTCIA.
1 {ee your cruel purpofe : I muftlive, :
To fee your hand and honour fain’d with blood.
Your ample fortune feiz’d on by the ftate,
Your life a forfeit to the cruel laws.
O Arden, blend compafiion with your rage,
And kindly kill me firft.
ARDEN.
Not for my fake
Are all thy tears (then had you felt them fooner,)
Plead not the ruin you have made ; but fay
Why have you driven me to thefe extremes ?
Why facrific’d my peace, and your own fame,
By correfponding with'a menial flave?
AL I CTA,
Thou canft not think, that I havewrong’d thybed?
ARDEN,
Wou’d I con’d not !
ALICIA.
By heav’n!—
A RDEN.

No perjuries.
But now, as you lay flumb’ring by my fide,
1 #ill awake, anxious and fullof thought,
(For thou haft banifh’d {leep from thefe fad eyes)
With gentle accents thrilling with defire,
> Fou




You call’d on Molby ; love made medoubt myears,
And quqhon if the dar& and filent night
Confpir’d not with my fancy to deceive me :

But foon I loft the painfulpleafing hope ;

Again you'call’d upon your minion Mofby.
Confirm’d, Iftrove to fly your tainted bed,

But, wanting ftrength, funk lifelefs on-my pillow.
You threw your eager arms about my Pcck,

You prefs’d my bloodlefs cheeks with your warm

lips,
Which nhw d, adult’refs, with infernal hea
And call’d a third time on the villain Moiby.

A LT CI=A,
A dream indeed, if I e’er call’d on him.
ARDEN.
Thy guilty dreams betray thy waking thoughts.
‘ ALICIA:
Iknow I’'m fimple, thoughtlefs, and unguarded
And what is cam]umg.ﬁ, you conltrue nuut.

Yet were I weak as thofe fantaftic ..uam
sure I cou’d never have condemn’d you, Arden,

On circumitances and an idle dream.

>

ATRTDIE Ne
But fuch a dream,—
AL T O Ay

Yet was it buta dream,
Which, the’ I not remember, I abhor;
And mourn with tears, becaufe it gives you pain.
Arden, yon do not wifh meinnocent,
Or on fufpicions con’d you doom me guilty ?

AR DE
Not wifh thee innocent! do h'lﬂ‘l“‘ mariner:,
When froggling with thex raging feas for life,

Q.3 With
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Wifh the aflitance of fome friendly plank ?
is that, and that alone; can bring me comfort,

ELTCLA,
O jealoufy! thou fierce remorfelefs fiend,
Depen’rate, moft unnatural child of love;
How fhall I chace thee from my Arden’s bofom?
ARDEN.
There is a way, an eafy way, Alicia.
il o]y Gl ey
O name it—{peak.
ARDEN,
1 What’s paft may be forgotten.
Your future conda&t—
ALTCITA.
You diftra& me, Arden.
Say, how fhall I convince you of my truth ¢
AR DEN.
1 afk but this: never fee Mofby more.  [He flarts,
g i By heav’n, fhe’sdumb!
‘ i ATLICT A,
O how fhall I conceal \
My own confufion, and elude his rage ? [ Afide.
ARDEN.
Thow'st loft, Alicia!—loft to me—and heav’n.
A'LICTA;
1 Indeed ’m loft, if you unkindly doubt me.
' AR D E N.
_ Wilt thou then ne’er converfe with Mofby more?
R - A TGRS

£

£ e’erI do, mayheav’n, and you, forfake me!

ARDEN,
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ARDEN.
You'll keep your waord, Alicia l—prithee fay—
ALICIA,.
You’ll break my heart.
ARDEN.
I'd rather break my own.
Then thou art innacent, and lov’ft me ftill.
ALICIA,
And ever will,
ARDEN.
Give me thy hand —thy heart,
O give me that!
ALICIA.
That always was your own.
ARDEN.
Thou fatteres— then whence this cruel ftrife ?
Still art thou cold: nor warm are thy embraces,
Nor fparkle in thine eyes the fires of love:
Cold, cold, and comfortlefs.
ALICTIA.
Indeed you fright me.
ARDEN.
’Tis poffible,—
AL TCI A
What ?
ARDEN.
That thou may’ft yet deceive me.
ALICIA.
O! I am wretched !

Q4 ARrpDEN,
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ARDEN.
Both perhaps are fo.
But if thou ever lov’dft, thou’lt not defpife me,
And wilt forgiveme, if indeed I've wrong’d thee,
As I’ve forgiven thee —Pity, I’'m {fure, I need.
[Exit ArDEN,

ALIC.TA.
Thou haft it, Arden, ev’n from her that Wrongs
thee.

All, all fhall pity thee, and curfe Alicia.
CanT feel this, and further tempt the ftream
Of guilty love! O whither am I fallen!

Enter Maria.

MARTIA.
An hdppy day, Alicia—and may each morn
Of coming life be ufher’d with like joy.
Franklin, from court return’d, has bTought the
grant

Of the'abbey lands confirm’d by the young king,
To Arden for his life:: nor will deliver
But to himfelf the deed.

ALICIA.

A worthy friend !

The grant is not more welcome tomy hufband, |
Than Franklin’s company. “

MARIA. \

He’s flown to meet him. {

Enter a fervant.
SERVANT.
Madam, your brother Mofby—
AL I CIA,
Where is Mofby ?
SERYANT
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|

|

SERVANT, I

He waits below.— i
ALTICIA,

O hafte, and lead me to him. |

SERVANT, , I

Madam, he but defires to fee his fifter. I

ALICIA.
His fifter! what! did he not afk for me?
' MARIA, it
Perhaps ——e 11
ALICIA. I

Pray, give me leave—looks he in health ? |
SERVANT. ‘
He {eems in health — il
ALICIA,
. Here, and not afk for me!
Seems he or angry then, or melancholy ?———
Anfwer me, itock, ftone.—
SERV ANT. |
Truly, Ican’tfay. '
ALIC I-A.
Thou canft fay nothing—get thee from my fight. o
Yet ftay —no matter. I’1l myfelf go {eek him. il
[Exeunt Avicia and fervant,
r MARTIA.

Where reafon is, can paffion thus prevail!
[Exir MARIA,
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SCENE I

A Parlour in ARDEN’s Houfe,
Enter Av1c1 a meeting Mos By,
A'TIC EA,
Molby, that brow befits our wayward fate.
The evil hour, long fear’d, is fallen upon us,
And.we fhall fink beneath it. Do not frown—
If you’re unkind, to whom fhall I complain !
MOSBY. |
Madam, it was my fifter I expefted—
ALICIA.
Am1 forgotten then! ungrateful man!
This only cou’d have added to my woes.
Did you but know what I have borne for you,
You wou’d not thus, unmov’d, behold my tears,
MOSBY,
Madam, you make me vain.
ALICTIA,
Infult not, Mofby.
You were the firft dear objet of my love,
And cou’d my heart have made a fecond choice,
I had not been the objec of your {corn :

. But duty, gratitude, the loveof fame,

And prideof virtue, were too weak t’erafe
Thedeep impreflion of your early vows.
MOSBY.
Therefore you kindly chofe to wed another.
ALICIA.
Reproach me not with what I deem’d my duty.
Oh! had I thought I cou’d affume the name,
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And never know the affe&ion of a wife,
] would have died ere giv’n my hand to Arden.
MOS BY¥,.
You gr.vchim all,—
AN TACREAY
No, no, I gave him nothing:
Words without truth—an hand without an heart.
But he has found the fraud—the flumb’ring lion
Atlength hath rous’d himfelf.
MOSBY,
And I muft fall
The victim.
ALICIA,
No, he knows not yet his wrongs.
MOSBY.
But quickly will.
ALICIA.
That, that’s my greateft fear.
MOSBY.
Then, branded with a firumpet’s hated name,
The caufe abhor’d of fhame, of blood, and ruin,
Thow’lt be expos’d and hooted thro’ the world.
A'LTICI-A:
O hide the dreadful image from my view !
Chafte matrons, modeft maids, and virtuous wives,
Scorning a weaknefs which they never knew,
Shall blufh with indignation at'my name.
MOSBY.
My death——Dbut that—tho’ certain——-—
Bt 0T AL
' Labour not

To drive me to defpair. Fainwou’d I hope—
MOSBY.
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MOSBY
You may—and be deceiv’d. For me I know
My fate refolv’d——and thee the infirument
"T'he willing inftrument of Mofby’s ruin.
Incorftant, falfe Alicia!
ALICI]IA.
Falfe indeed,
But not to thee, cruel, injurious Mu}by!
MOSBY,.
Injurious ! falfe one! might not all thefe dangers,
]
That threaten to involve us both in rain,
Ere this have been prevented ?
ALICIA,
Ha !—{ay on.
MOSBY.
And not preventing, art thou not the caufs ?
ALICIA,
Ah! whither,Mofby--whither wow’dft thou drive mef
MOSBY.
Nay, didftthou love, or wou’dft fecure thy fame,
Preferve my life, and bind me yours for ever;
t within your power.—

ALICIA,

By Arden’s death!
Mean’ft thou not {o? {peak out, .m\l be a devil,
MOSBY.

Yes, ’tis for thee, T am fo. But your looks
Declare, my death wou’d pleafe you better, madam,
ALICIA.

F\"’r'm‘ri*m" fiend ! be dumb for ever.

His death! I muft not caft a glance that way.
MOSBY,
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MOSBY.
is there another way ! O think, Alicia.
ATLICTIA.
Iwill; for that will make me mad : and madnefs
Were fome excufe. Come, kind diftraétion! come,
And Arden dies—my hufband dies for Mofby.
[Shricks, and runs to NlOSBY,
Enter ARDEN and FRANKLIN.
He's here ! O fave me! tell me, did he hear?
ARDEN farting.
franklin, fupport your friend. I fhake with horror.
FRANKLIN,
What moves you thus ?
ARDEN.
See — Molby —with mywife !
MOSBY.
But, madam, T fhall fpare you farther trouble!
In happy time behold my neighbour here.
[/fj trz/(‘.;f.’g leave .7 ALriCIA.
ALTCIA,
Mifchief and wild eonfufion have begun,

And defolation waits to clofe the fcene.
[Exit AL1CIAS

—

FOSB Y.
hether vour crant

of Feverfham

Sir, I wou’d gladly knov
Of the rich abbey-land
Be yet confirm’d or not
A R IDE'N,
What if T tear

Her faichlefs heart, ev’n inthe traitor’s fight,
Who tanght it falthood. [ Afide.

FRANKLIN,
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FR-ANEKLTN.
Heisloft in thought.
But I can anfwer that: itis confirm’d—
I brought the deed, with the great feal annex’d,
Sign’d by our pious Edward, and his council,

MOSBY.

I’m fatisfied.
A'RDEN.
So am not I~ by hell,
There’s juftice in the thought. I'm ftrangely
tempted. [ Afides
MOSBY.
My friend feems wrapt in thought—I came to ad-
vife him,
That Green, by virtue of a former grant
His father long enjoy’d ——
A R DEN.,
For my eltate
Thelaw, and this good feal is my fecurity;
To them Ileave Green and his groundlefs claim.
But my jufl right to falfe Alicia’s heart,
(So dearly purchas’d with a hufband’s name,
And facred honour of a gentleman)
I fhall affert myfelf, and thus fecure
From further violation. [ Draws.
MOSBY.
Her known virtue
Renders the injury your fancy forms,
A thing of air,
FRANKLIN.
Impoffible to thought.
Whence, Arden,comes this fudden madnefs on 't]hﬁc.
“hat
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Thatyour Alicia, ever dear efteem’d,
And deeply lov’d —=
ARDEN.
Out on the vile adult’refs !
But thou demure, infinuating {lave,
Shalt tafte my vengeance firft. Defend thyfelf.
MOSBY.
I fcorn to take advantageof your rage.
ARDEN.
A coward too! O my confummate thame !
MOSEY.
This I can bear from you.
ARDE N.
Or any man.
Why hangs that ufelefs weapon by thy fide,
Thou fhame to manhood }—draw.—Will nothing
move thee ? [ Strikes bim.
FRANKLIN.
Hold, Whither wow’d your mad revenge tranf-
port you ?
ARDEN,
Shall fhameful cowardice prote&t a villain ?
MOSBY.
You chufe a proper place to thew your courage!
ARDEN.
Go on. Tl follow to the ocean’s brink,
Or to the edge of fome dread precipice,
Where terror and defpair fhall ftop thy flight,
And force thy trembling hand to guard thy life.
MOSBY.

What T endure to fave a lady’s honour! -
: {70 Franklin.
FRANKLIN,
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FRANKLIN.
Your longer ftay will but incenfe him more ;
Pray quit the houfe.
MOSBY.
Sir, I fhall take your counfel:
[Exiz Mosny.
ARDEN.
He hath efcap’d me then—but for my wife—
FRANKLLN.
What has fhe done ?
ARDE N.
Done ! —muftI tell my fhame?
Away, begone—Ileft from my prey withheld
I turn, and tear th’off icious hand thatlets me.
Soft! artthou Franklin? pardon me,{weet friend 3=
My fpirits fail —1 fhake —I muft retire.
FRANKLIN.,
To your Alicia.
ARDE N.
To my lonely couch ;
ForI muftlearn to live without'her, Franklin.
FRANKLIN.,
Pray heaven forbid !
ARDEN,
To hate her, to forget her—if I can:
No eafy tafls for one who doats-like ‘me.
From what an height Pm fallen ! Once{miling love
Of all its horrors m‘)b Ll the blackeft night,
And giltwith gladnefs ev’ry ray of ]' ght
Now t tyr ant-like his cc ongueft he rna.mt ')m,
And o’er his groaning {lave with rods of iron reigns.

AL
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A-CT=1.
SCENE L

The Street.
GREEN anxp MOSBY.
G R E E N.
You pity me, and know not my cftate.
I'm ruin’d, Mofby ; thoughtlefs and iil advis’d,
My riotous youth will leave my age a beggar.
Thefe abbey lands were all the hopes 'd left;
My whole fupport.
MOSEY.
Bafe and ungen’rous Arden i
To force a man, born equal to himfelf,
To beg, or ftarve.
GR EEN.
By heaven, I will do neither:
I'll let the proud oppreffor know —
M.O'S BY.
: How blind is rage |
Who threats hisenemy, lends him a fword
To guard himfelf, —
GREEN.
Robb’d of the means of lifes
What’s life itfelF! an ufelefs load, acurfe:
Which yetI’1l dearly fell to my revenge.
MOSBY.
You mean to kill him then ?
GREEN.
I do, by heaven.

R Moszy.
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MOSB Y.
Suppofe you fail —
GREEN.
I can but lofe my life.
MOSBY.

Then where 15 your' revenge, when he, fecure,
Riots unbounded in his ill-got wealth ?

G REEN.

What can I do?
MOSBY.
'Tis plain you wifth him dead.
G R E E N.
Each moment of his life is to my foul
A tedious age of pain; for while he lives,
Contempt and all the ills a lazar knows,
Muft be my wretched lot, and lengthen out
The miferable hours. What groveling wretch
Wou’d wifh to hold his life on fuch conditions?
MOSBY.
But change the fcene: fuppofe but Arden dead,
Your land reftor’d, and fortunein your pow’s ;
Honour, refpe&, and all the dear delights
That wait on wealth, fhall wing the joyful hours
And life contrated {feem one happy day.
Ihate this Arden, and have ftronger motives
Than any you can urge to wifh his death ;
He has accus’d, infulted, ftruck me,
Nay, his fair virtuous wife, on my account—

GREEN.
If fame (peaks true, you're to be envy'd there.

MOSBY.
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MOS BY.

The world will talk—Dbut be that as it may,
I want notcaufe, nor will, normeans, nor friends —

G R EEN.
Nor opportunity fhall long be wanting.
MOSBY.

Enough: hisfate is fixt—See! Bradfhaw’s here.
Enter BRADSHAW,
BRADSHAW,

Save, fave you, gentlemen.

MOSBY.
We thank you, neighbour.

But whither in {uch hafte;?

BRADSHAW.
To the ifle of Shippey,

Towait on good Lord Cheyney. Ashe holds

. In high efteem our worthy town{man Arden,

I'fhall firft call on him.—"Tis well I met you,

For yonder two were but bad road-companions,

G REEN.
They feem of defp’rate fortunes.
MOSBY.
Have they names ?
BRADSHAW.

One I know not: but judge him from his comrade.
The foremoft of the two L knew at Boulogne,
Where in the late king’s reign If{erv’d myfelf.

He was a corporal then, but fuch a villain—
Beneath a foldier’s name.—A common cut-throat,
That preys on all mankind, and knows no party.

R 2 Mossy.
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MOSBY,
An horrid chara&er you give him, Bradfhaw.
BRADSHAW.
No worfe than he deferves.
MOSBY.
[ Afide.] (An ufeful hint:
He fhall not want employment:) What’s his name?
ERADSHAW,.
Black Will. His family name I never heard.
MOSBY.
A word—write you a letter to Alicia :
Difguife your hand.——this honeft fool may bearit,
Hint at thefe men.—Tn cafe her courage fail,
She will be glad to fhift the deed on them.
GR EEN.
I am inftruéted.
Enter BLack WILL and SuaxEeRAG.

BLACK WJILL.

What, comrade Bradfhaw ! how fare you,
man ? S’blood ! doft not remember honeft Black
Will ¢ Why thou’rt grown purfe-proud, fure.

BERADSHAW,

Why you’re not eafily forgotten, Will, But pris

thee, what brings thee to Feverfham ?
108 G S e ] B 4

A foldier, you know, is at home wherever he
comes.  Omne folum forti patria. There’s Latin
—Give’sa tefter,

BRADS H AW,

In time of peace we fhould apply to fome honeft

creditable bufinefs, and not turn the name of

feldier into vagabond,
: BLACK
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BLACK V«"ILL.
Yes, as you have done. I’m told you keep a |
gol ldfmith’s fhop here in ]*everﬂmm, and, like a
mcch‘uncal rogue, live by e 1c*lt1nf“ 1 hwe more [
honour. 1
BRADSHAW. |
Wou'd thou hadft honelly.
BLACEK WILL. !
Where do our honefties differ? Itake'a purfe be- | :
hind an hedge, and you behind 2 counter. (it
BRADSHAW,: -{
Infolent {lave !
BLACK WILL,
You cent. per cent. rafcal! I may find 2 time teo
teach you better manners. .
BRADSHAW. . it
Go, mend thy own. ‘
BEACK WILL. i
Thou wert always a fneaking fellow, Bradfhaw, e
and cou’dft never f{wear, nor get drunk. Come, I
fhall I and my comrade Shakebag tafte your ale? ‘
BERADSHAW, il

My houfe entertains no {'uch guefts. Farewel,
| gentlemen.
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MOSBY.
Along with Bradfhaw,
And Iewe the managementof thefe to-me
[Afde to Greeén.
_ GREEN, _
[ I It fhall be done,—Bradfhaw, a word with thee.

R3 BraDsHAW. e
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ERADSHAW,

Your pardon, gentlemen,

[Exeunt GREEN and BRADSHAW.
BoL7AGCEK oW I:L L.

THe was a cadet in the laft French war, like other
foldiers then ; but now he has gota neft, and fea-
ther’d it a little, he pretendsto reputation. S’blood!
had this beena fit place, He had not {cap’d me fo.
You have furvey’d us well [z Mofby] How do
you like us?

MOSBY.

Methinks I read truth, prudence, fecrecy, and

courage writ upon your manly brows.
BLACK WILL.
What hellifh villainy has this fellowin hand,
that makes him fawn upon us? [ Afide.
MOSBY.
T fear the world’s a ftranger to your merit.
If this may recommend me to your friendfhip—s
[Gives a purfe.
BLACK WIL L.
Of what damn’d deed is this to be the wages{
SHAKEBAG.
Haft ever an elder brother’s throat to cut?
BLACK WILL.
Oranold peevifh father to be buried?
MOSBY.

Neither of thefe.
SHAKEBA G,

A rival then mayhap—
MOSBY.
There you come nearer {0 me,

SHAKEBAG
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SHAKEDB AG.
Then {peak out.
We’re honeft, fir.
BLACK WILL.
Trufty, and very poor. £
MOSBY.
Metal too fit for me. [4fide.] Thenhear me, fir.
But you muft both, ere Idifclofe my purpofe,
Promife and bind that promife by youar oaths—
Never — [They both laugh.] Why this unfeafonable
mirth ?
BLACK WILL.
You’d have us {wear ==
MOSBY,.
Elfe why did I propofe it?
BLACK WILL,

There’s the jeft.  Are men who ac in defpite of
all law, honour, and confcience; who live by
blood (as it is plain you think wedo) ; are we free-
thinkers, like filly wenches and canting priefts, to
be confin’d by oaths ?

SHAKEBAG.

Wouw’d you bind us, let the price equal the pur-
chafe, and we’ll go to hell for you with pleafure.

MOSBY.
Horrid ! they fhock ev’a me who wou’d employ
’em. [Afide.

Iapprehend —the bufinefs then is this:

In Feverfham there lives a man, call’d Arden;

Ingeneral effteem, and ample means;

And has a wife the very pride of nature.

[ have been happy long in her affetions,
R4 And,
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And, he once dead, mightwith her fhare his for-
tunes. ;
He’sjealous too of late, and threatens me.
Love, int'reft, {elf-defence, all afk his death—
BLACK WILL.
This man you’d have difpatch’d?
MOSBY.
I woud.
BLACK WIEL
Rich, you fay?
MOSBY.
Immenfely fo.
BLACK WILL.
And much belov’d ?
MOSBY,
By all degrees of men.
BLACK WILL.
George! this will be a dang’rous piece of work,
SHAKEZBAG.
Damn’d dangerous. A man fo known ; and of
his reputation too.
BLACK WILL.
And then the power and number of his'friends
muft be confider’d.
MOSEBY.
What! does your courage fhrink already, firs? |
SHAKESBAG,
No. .
BLACK WFELL.
This is ever the curfeof your men of truevi-
Jour; to be the tools of crafty cowardly knaves,

3 who
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who have not the heart to execute what their
heads have projected. - It is a damn’d ungrateful
world—What money have you more about you ?
MOSBY.
Ten pieces:
B LA C K WILL L,
T’ve had as much for ftealing a dog.
MOSBY.
I give you thatas a retaining fee:
When the deed’s done, each fhall have twice that

fum,
And a good horfe to further his efeape.

BLACK WILL.
Sir, will you have him murdered in a church ?
SHAKEBAG.
Or on the altar? fay the word, and it fhall be
done.
MOSBY.
Some fafer place, the ftreet, highway, or fields,
Will ferve my turn as well.
SHAKEBAG.
Juft as you pleafe.
MOSBY.
Where may I find you,  gentlemen ?
BLACK WILL.
At Adam Fowl’s, the Flower-de-luce.
MOSBY.
I have confederates in this defign ;
When we’ve contriv’d the manner of his death,
Ul fend you word.
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BLACK WILL.
You’ll find us always ready.
MOSBY,

And determined.

BLACK WILL,
Ay, fear it not, Farewell. [Exeunt feveralavays.

S CEN-E:S10.
A Room in ARDEX’s Houfz.
Enter Avic1a avith a letter.
He doubts me; yet he dares not tell'me {o,
But thus,by Green,whets my unfettled mind.[ Reads,
¢¢ Strike home, ornotatall. In cafe you fail,
¢“We have foundinftruments bymeans of Bradfhaw.”
He fhall not find me undetermin’d now.
Hark ! —Michael’s onthe watch. — If Arden fleeps,
(For fo he feem’d difpos’d,) he’ll bring me word.
That, that’s the {afeft time. This promis’d marriage
With Moiby’s fifter, has remov’d his qualms.
Enter MICHAEL.
Why doft thou break upon me unawares ?
What of your mafter ?
MICHAEL.,
He’s fcarce {unk to reft,
But full of meditated rage ’gainft Moiby.
ALICIA,
He’ll {leep in peace ere long.—
MICHAE L.
Think not on that, J
O did Maria blefs me with her {miles, !
As you do Mofby, hadI twenty livesy, ° ‘
I'd rifque ’em all to win her to my arms. ‘
ALICIA.
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ALICIA.

I prithee leave me, Michael. [Exit MicHAEL.]

What is nature !
There is a pow’r in love, fubdues to itfelf
All other paflions in the human mind.
Thiswretch, more fearful than the lonely murderer,
Whom with inquiring eyes fome ftranger views;
Wou’d meet the king of terrors undifmay’d,
For her he loves, and dare him to the combat.
And {hall not I preferve my Moiby’s life,
And thall not I— A hufband !—What’s a hufband ?
T have a foul above th’unnatural tie,
That tells me I’m his right, and only his,
Who won my virgin heart.—Ye tender parents,
Whofe cruel kkindnefs made yourchild thus wretched,
Turn not your eyes towards earth toview this{cene;
"Twill make you fad in heav’n. [ Exit,

SCENE IIL
Another Room. ARDEN fleeping on a Couch.
Enter Arnicia awith a dagger in ber hand.
ALICIA.
Seel — Jealoufy o’erwatch’d is funk to reft,
While fearful guilt knows no fecurity,
But in repeated crimes. My weary eyes,
Fach moment apprehenfive of his vengeance,
Muft feck for reft in vain till his are clos’d.
Then for our mutual peace, and Mofby’s love
[ Approaching to ffab bim, flarts.
He walkes —Defend me from hisjuft revenge !
And yet he fees me not, nor moves a finger
"T'o {ave his theaten’d life. Then whence that voice,
That pierc’d my ears, and cry’d, Alicia, hold!
Canmimic fancy cheat the obtward fenfe,
4 And
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And form fuch founds? If thefeheart-racking thoughts

Precede the horrid a&t, what muft enfue?

Worfe plague’T cannot fearfrom Arden’s death,

But from his life the death of him [love.

Perith the hated hufband. Wherefore hated !

Is he not all that my vain fex con’d wifh ¢

My eyes, while they furvey his graceful form,

Condenin my heare, and wonder how it ftray’d.

He fighs — he ftarts — he groans. Hisbody fleeps,

But reftlefs grief denies his mind repofe.

Perhaps he dreams of ‘me; perhaps he fees me.

Thus like afury, broke from deepeft hell,

Luft in my heart, and murder in my hand
[Aricta drops the dagger. ARDENX flarts up,

ARDEN.

Her dagger, Michael {eize it, and I’m fafe.

How firong fheis | —Oh ! whata fearful dream |

Before me fiill ! fpeak, vifion—art thou Alicia,

Or but the coinageof my troubled brain?

AT IC T-A,
O Arden-—hufband — lord ——
ARDEN.

Art thou my wife?
Thou’st fubftance —T am wrap’d in wonder---hence
Hatft loft all fenfe of fear, as well as thame,
That thou durft haunt me thus, afleep and waking,
Thou idel, and thou torment of my foul ?

ALICIA.

My bleeding heart

ARDEN.

Away, begone and leave me ;
Left, inthe tranfports of uwnbounded rage,
Irufh upon thee, and deface thofe charms,

That firft enflav’d my foul ; mangle that face
Where
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Where, {pite of falfhood, beauty triumphs fiill 5
Mar that fair frame, and crufh thee into atoms.
Avoid me, and be fafe Nay, now you drive me
hence. [Avicia kneels, be turns away.
Cruel and falfe as thou haft been to me,
I cannot fee thee wring thy fuppliant hands,
And weep and kneel in vain. [Exit ArDEN.
ALICIA.
This, thisishe
{ came prepar’d to murder. Curft Alicia !
[Takes upthe dagger.
\In thy own bofom plunge the fatal fieel,
Or his, whorobb’d thee of thy fame and virtue —
It will not be—fear holds my daftard hand :
Thofe chafter pow’rs that guard the nuptial bed
From foul pollution, and the hand from blood,

Have left their charge, and Iam loft forever. [ Exiz.

&
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A EslE T
SCENE L
A Road or Highway near Fewcrjbam.
BLACK WILL anp SHAKEBAG.

SHAKEBAG.
AMNATION! pofted as you were, to
let him ’fcape !
BLACK WILL.

I pray thee, peace.

SHAKEBARG.

Green and I beheld him pafs careleflly by within
reach of your dagger. If you had held it but
naked in your hand, he would have ftabbed him-
{elf as he wall’d.

BLACK WILL.

I had not power to doit; a fudden damp came
over me;—1I never felt fo in my life—A kind of
palfy {eized me.

SHAKEBAG.

Palfy! when you are upon your duty! go, go
and {leep, or drink away your fears. You trem-
ble fill.—

BLACK WILL.

I tremble! my courage was never yet call’d in
queftion, villain. When I fought at Boulogne un-
der the late king, botharmies knew and feared me.

SHAKEBAG.

That might be, becaufe they did not know you.
Dog, I'll thake you off to yourold trade of filching
in

-
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in a throng—Murder’s too genteel a bufinefs for
your capacity .~—Sirrah, I have taken more gold
at noon-day, than ever you filch’d copper by can-
dle light.
BLACK WILL.
Cowardly flave, you lye.
SHAKEBAG.
A coward ! s’blood ! that fhall be proved. Come
on.
BLACK WILL,
To thy heart’s blood.
SHAKEBAG.

To thine. [They fighte
3 Enter G R EEN.

GREEN.
What! are you mad! for fhame, put up your
{words.
SHAKEERAG.
Not till T have had his life.
BLACK WILL.
Fool, guard thy own.
GREEN.
Pray hear me, gentlemen.
BLACK WILL.
Stand farther off.
SHAKESBAG.
Away.
GREEN.
This broil will ruin all.
SHAKEZEBAG.
He hegun it.
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BLACK WILL.
Ay, and will end it too.
GREEN. .
Arden, you know, returns, and will you let him '
elcape a fecond time?
SHAKEBAG.
Who did the firft ?
GR E'E N.
No matter, that may be repaired.
BLACK WILL.
Brand me with cowardice!
GREEN.
Come, come, you’re both to blame. Speak,
will you lay afide this fenfelefs broil ?
BLACK WILL.
Nay, let him fpeak.
SHAKEBAG.
Why, rather than lofe this opportunity ——
[ Puts up his faword,
BLACK WILL.
Ay— We'll defer.it till Arden’s dead. I am for
doing bufinefs firft, and then for play—
SHAKEBAG.
Challenge me when thou aareft.
GREEN.
The night draws on. Are you refolv’d ?
SHAKEBAG.
We are. I
GREEN.
Enough.—See where he comes. I muft withdraw;

Butwhen you’vedone the deed, and fent/his {uul--N
[
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Ng matter where—I'll come to yon again.
[Exit GREEN.
BLACK WILL.

Something rifes in my throat—I can fcarce
breathe——I’d rather poifon halfa dozen cardinals,
than kill this honeft man, but—Pll do’t, for my
reputation.

SHAKEBAG.

He comss. Retire a little. Let him advance,
then bury your dagger in his heart. If you fail,
Pl fecond you.

BLACK WILL.
Stand further off, I fhall not need your aid.
SHAKEBAG.,
Now firike

Enter ARDEN firft, and then Lord CHEYNEY af-
fended.

BLACK WILL.
Again prevented ! ten thoufand devils take them

all !

L O RD=C'H-E Y N'E ¥
Arden, ‘well met. You’re to the ifle of Shippey
Grown quite a ftranger. Shall we fee you there?

ARDE N,
I purpos’d foon t’have waited on your lordfhip.
L OERVDI S CIH - ENY-NTE 1Y%
Well, will you fup with me to night at Shorlow 2
ARDEN.
Franklin, my lord, who is my gueft at prefent,
Expetts me at my houfe.

N oL, 11z S Lorp
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LORD CHEYNEY.
Then will yon dine with me tomorrow ?
ARDE N.
T’11 not fail your lordfhip.
T.ORD CH E Y N E-Y.
Believe me, worthy_‘ﬁ'iend, I'm glad to fee you.
Walk you towards Feverfham?
ARDEN,
So pleafe your lordfhip.
[Exeunt Lord CHEYNEY and ARDE N,
BLACK “WIL.JIL.
uft as I’d taken aim too!—S’blood I could kill
myfelf for vexation.
Enter GREEN.
G R E EN.
Well, Arden is at laft difpatch’d?
SHAKEBAG.
Yes; {afe to Feverfham.
GR E E N.
Safe, fay you! his good fortune mocks us all.
Thefe firange efcapes have almoft ftagger’d me;
But thinking of my wrongs, I'm more confirm’d.
BLACK WILL.

Well faid, my man of refolution! A gentle-
man cormmits 2 murder with double the fatistaction
for {uch a heart.—We muft lay our {nares more
cunning for the future.

GR-E E N.
We fhould confult with Michael, Arden’s man.—
The pigmy-hearted wretch, though long ago
He {wore his mafter dead, a&s with reluctance. ‘
SHAKE-
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SHAKEBAG,
The coward muft be fpurr’d. —He does it, orhe
dies.
CREEN.
1 wonder at his abfence, as he knew
Of this attempt, and promis’d to be here,
Enter M1CcHAETL.
MICHAEL.
I faw my mafter and lord Cheyney pafs,
And my heart leap’d for joy. [4parz.
BLACK WILL,
What fays the villain?
MICHAEL.
Won’d 1 were gone. [4fide.] Sir, if I give of-
fence— [Going.
GREEN,
Michael, come back, you muft notleave us fo.
MICHAEL.
What 1s your pleafure ?
G R E E N.
Why, we underftand
You are in love with Mofby’s beauteousfifter.
MICHAEL,
Suppofe I am.
B.LACK, W-T Ll
You deal too mildly with the peafant. You
fwore to kill your mafter, villain. Be an honeft
manof your word, anddo’t then, white Tiver\
: MICHAEL.
Sir, I repented.
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BLACK WILL.
Repented ! what’sthat? dog, know yourrank,
and aét as we command, or your heart’s blood —
MICHAEL.
What muft Ido? [Frighted,
BLACK . WILL.

Do! you muft fhew us the houfe, appoint the
time and place, and lure your mafter thither—
We’ll take care of him without your trouble.

GREEN.
So fhall you purchafe noble Mofby’s friendfhip,
And by his friendfhip gain his fiter’s love,
MICH AE L,
They’ll murder me too, fhou’d I not comply—
[ Afide.
GREEN.
Think on your love, yourintereit.
BLACK WILL.
Oryour death.
: MICHAEL.
To-night, {oon as the abbey-clock firikes ten,
[Trembling.
Come to his houfe: T’ll leave the doors unbarr’d:
The left-hand ftairs lead to my mafter’s chamber;
"There take him, and difpofe him as you pleafe.
GREEN.
This cannot fail.
SHAKEBAG.
Unlefs this love-fick coward thinks to deceive us.
M CH A E L.
I will not, by heaven !

BLACK



BLACK WILL.
I believe thee ; for by hell thou dareft not.
[Exount,

MICHAEL.
Matfter, thy conftant love and daily bounty
Deferve more grateful offices from Michael.
[ Exit aweeping,

SCENE IL
A Room in ArRDEN’s Houfe.

Avicra alore.
When vice has fpread her poifon thro’ the foul,
How lifelefs, {low, confus’d, and infincere
Are our refolves in the purfuits of virtue!
What wonder then heaven fhou’d refufeits aid
To thoughts, thatonly blofflom for a time ;
Look blooming to the eye, but yield no fruit,

Enter M OsBY.

MOSBY.
I come, Alicia, to partale thy griefs;
For fire divided burns with leffer force.
ALICITA.
Iknow thee : thou art come to fan the flame,
Thy breath hath kindled here, till it confume us,
But tears and fighs fhall ftifle in my heart
The guilty paffion —
MOSBY.
+——Is heroic love,
That form’d the bright examples of thy fex,
Made their lives glorious and their fame immortal,
A crimein thee? Art thou not mine by oaths,
By mutual fufferings, by contra&t mine?

S 3 Avicia,

ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM. z6r1
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R | g ALICIA,
Why do you urge a rafh, 2 fatal promife,
Ihad no right to make, oryou to afk?
Why did you practife on my eafy heart?
Why did Lever liften to your vows ?
In me ’twas foolifh guilt and difobedience s
In you ’twas avarice, infolence, and pride.
MOSBY.
1 ’T'was love in me, and gratitude in you.
ALICIA,
’M'was infolence in you, meannefs In me,
And madnefs in us both. My careful parents,
In fcorn of your prefumption and my weaknefs,
Gave me in marriage to a worthy gentleman,
Of birth and fortune, cqu:'.l to my own,
Three years I liv’d with him without reproach,
And made him in that time the happy father
Of two moft lovely children. I too was happys
At leaft I liv’d in hopes I might befo:
| For time and gratitade, and Arden’s love,
3 1 hop’d might quench my guilty lame for you,
‘ And make my hearta prefent worthy him.
MOSBY.
And doft thou glory in thy perjuries?
I | In love, inconitancy alone’s a crime.
| Lt | Think on the ardor of your youthful paffion,
e | Think how we play’d with love; nor thonght it
ruilt,
i "Till thy firlt falthood, (callitnot cbedience)
i il Thy marriage with this Arden made me defperate;
g Think on the tranfports of our love renew’d,
And——

AL TG it
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ALICIA.
Hide the reft, left li’ning winds fhould hear,

And publifh te the world ourfhameful tale.

Here let remembrance of our follies die.
MOSBY.

Shall our loves wither in their early bloom?
ALICIA.

Theirharveft elfe will be to both our fhames.

Haft thou not made a monfter of me, Mofby ¢

You fhou’d abhor me, Iabhor myfelf.

When unperceiv’d I ftoleon Arden’s fleep,

(Hell fteel’d my heart, and death*wasin my hand)

Pale anqm.n brooded on his afhy cheek,

And chilly fweats ftood fhivering on his brow.

Relentlefs murder, ata fight fo fad,

Gave place to pity ; and as he wak’d, I ftood

Irrefolute, and drown’d in tears.

263

MOSBY.
She’s loft,
And I in vainhave ftain’d my foul with blood
[ Afide.
AL TG AL

Give o’er in time: in vain are your attempts
Upon my Arden’s life ; for heaven, that wrefted
The fatal we: apon from my trembling hand,
Still has him 1in its charge.
MOSBY
Little thethinks,
That Arden’sdead ere now.—It muftbe {o;.
I’ve but that game to play, ere itbe known. [ 4/de.
ALICIA.
I know our dang’rous ftate; I hefitate;
I tremble for your life ; I dread repro&ch.
But we've offended, and muit learn to {uffer.
S 4 Moszsy

.
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MOSBY.
Then Arden livein his Alicia'bleft,
And Mofby wretched. Yet fhould chance or na-
ture
Lay Arden gently in a peaceful grave,
MightI prefume to hope? Alicia, fpeak,
AL CilAs
Howfhall I look into my fecret thoughts,
And anfwer what I fear to atk myfelf?
A long paufe.
MOSBY.
Silence {peaks beft forme. His death once known,
I muft for{fwear the faét, and give thefe tools
To public juftice—and not live in fear [ Afede.
Thy heartismine. T afk butfor my own. [¥o her.
Truth, gratitude, and honour bind you to me,
Or elfe you never lov’d.
ALICTIA.
—Then why this frugg
Notlov’d! O had my love been juftly plac’d,
As {ureit was exalted and fincere,
I fhou’d have gloried in it, ‘and been happy.
But I’ll no longer live the abject flave
Of loofe defire—1 difclaim the thought.
MOSBY.
I’ll afk no more what honour fhou’d deny;
By heaven, I neverwill.
ALICTA,
Well then remember,
On that condition only, I renew
My vows. If timeand the event of things
[Giving ber hand.
Shon’d ever make it lawful, P’ll be yours.

le?

MOSBY.,
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MOSBY,
O my full joys l—
ALICIA,

Supprefs thy frantic tran{ports,
My heart recoils, Iam betray’d, O giveme back
My promis’d faith.
MOSBY.
Firft, let the world diffolve.
ALICIA.
There isno joy, nor peace for you, or me:
All our engagements cannot but be fatal.
MOSBY.
The time may come whenyou’ll have other thoughts,
Till then, farewel.— [ 4fide.] Now, fortune, do
thy worft. [Exiz.
AL TCTI-As
Mofby, return—He’s gone, and T am wretched
I thou’d have banifh’d him my fight for ever.
You happy fair ones, whofe untainted fame
Has neveryet been blafted with reproach,
Fly from th’appearancé of difhonour far.
Virtue is arbitrary, nor admits debate:
To doubt is treafon in her rigid court ;
But if ye parley with the foe, you’re loft. [Exit.

SCENE IIL
Awother Room in ARDEN’s Houfe.
Arven and FRANKLIN fitting together on @
conch ArDEN  thoughtful.
FRANKLIN,
Nay, wonder not.-—Tho’ ev’ry circumftance

Thus ftrangely met to prove the lady falfe,
And
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And juftify the hufband’s horrid vengeance;
Yetit appears to ev’ry honeft eye,

(Too late for the poor lady) fhe was wrong’d,
ARDE N,

Is’t poffible?
FRANKLIN,
Ay very poffible :
He lives that proves it fo. Conceal’d from juftice,
He pines with ceafelefs {forrow for his guilt,
And each hour bends him lower towards his grave,
ARDEN.
I know thy friendfhip, and perceiveits drift.
LIl bear my wrongs— for fure I have been wrong’d.
Do I but think fo then ! what fools are men,
‘Whom love and hatred, anger, hope, and fear,
And 2ll the various paffions rule by turns,
And in their feveral turns alike deceive?
FRANKLIN.
To caft away, and on {ufpicion only,
A jewel, like Alicia, were to her
Unjuft, and cruel to yourfelf. 'Good nis]

Res ten,
The clock has firucken ten.
ARDEN,
I thought it-more.
E-RANKL E'N:
1 thought it not fo much.
ARDE
Why, thusitis: !
nd fly fo fwift,
20l LO count "em &
ry opprefs’d,
_‘"]llg }]ltl,L’J
Vy moment 1s an age.
: FRANKLIN,

inand r
ing time’s u

We think each hea
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FRANKLIN.

Come, let’s to reft. Impartial as the grave,
Sleep robs the cruel tyrant of his power,
Gives reft and freedom to the oerwrought flave,
And fteals the wretched beggar from his want.
Droop not, my friend, fleep will fufpend thy cares,
And time will end them.

yRD E N.

True, for time brings death,
The only certzin end of human woes.
Sleep interrupts, but waking we’re reftor’d
To all our griefs again. Watching and reft
Alternately fucceeding one another,
Are all the idle bufinefs’of dull life.
What fhall we call this undetermin’d ftate,
This narrow ifthmus ’twixt two boundlefs oceans,
That whence we came, and that to which we tend 2
Is it life checker’d with the fleep of death?
Or death enliven’d by our waking dreams ?
But we’ll to bed. Here, Michael, bring the lights.

Enter MICHAEL awith Lights.
19

Heaven fend you agood repofe.
[Gives FRANKLIN & Candle.
FRANEKLIN.
The like to you.
MICHAEL.
Shall T attend you, fir?
FRANEKLIN.

No, no, I choofe to be alone. Good night.
3 2 g
[Exit FRANKLIN.

[MicuaEL attends his mafter avith the other
light, and returns. )

MICHAE L.
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{ MICHAEL.
i I, who fhou’d take my weapon in my hand,
And guard his life with hazard of my own,
With fraudful {miles have led him, unfufpeding,
Quite to the jaws of death —But I’ve an oath.
Mofby has bound me with an horrid vow,
Which ifI break, thefe dogs have fworn my death,
P’ve left the doors unbarr’d. — Hark | *twas the latch,
"They come —1Lhear their oaths, and {ee their daggers
Infulting o’er my malfter’s mangled body,
While he for mercy pleads.—Good  mafter, live:
, T’ll bar the doors again. But fhou’d I meet ’em—
L ; What’s that ?—1I heard ’em cry, where is this cow-
i 1 ard?
i Arden once dead, they’ll murder me for {port.
Help—call the neighbours—mafter — Franklin—

. = help.
i _ Enter ARDEN and FRANKLIN, undre/sd, at
f i Seweral doors.
ARDEN.

What difmal outery’sthis ?
FRANKLIN.
What frights thee, Michael?

i MICH AEL.

i | My mafter !—Franklin !

i | ARDEN.

His Why do’ft tremble {o?

I ; MICHAEL,

i I dream’d the houfe was fall of thieves and mur- !
{ | derers, [Trembling.

ARDEN.
Dream’d ! what, awake ! are all the doors made faft?

MICHAEL
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MICHAEL
Ithink they are.
ARDEN.
I’ll go and fee myfelf. [Exit ArDEW,
FRANKLIN.
You made a fearful noife.
MICHAEL.
Did I?
ARDEN auithin.
Why Michael !
FRANKLIN.
You tremble ftill.— Has any one been here ?
MICHAEL.
No, Thope not. My mafter will be angry.

Eunter ARD EN.
AR DEN.
This negligence not half contents me, fir:
The doors were all left open.
. MICHAEL,
Sir———
ARDEN.
To bed,
And as you prize my favour be more careful.
[Exit MicBAEL.
FRANKLIN.
"Tis very cold. Once more, my friend—
A R°D E N.
—Good night,
[Exit ARDEN,

Scene
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=

Scene changes to the Street before Arpex’s Dosr
(=3 ]
the Door fbut.
Enter BLack WiLL and SHAKEBAG.
BLACK WTILL.
Zounds! Michael has betray’d us—

The doors are faft, Away, away—difperfe.
[ Exeunt,

EBATE A HNTD

o]
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ACCEFS TV
S-C-E-N BT
Arn Inz, the FLOWER-DE-LUCE4
MOSBY axp MICHAEL.

MICHAEL;
HO’ I withoathsappeal’dtoconfciousheav’n,
# That Arden rofe and fhut the doors him{felf,
Yet; but for Green, thefe bloody rogues had kill’d
me.
We muft defit—Franklin and {weet Maria
Have promis’d, at Alicia’s own requett,
To interfere—
MOSBY.
Such ever be the employ

Of him I hate.
MICHAEIL.
The mourning fair, all chang’d,
Byme conjures you, (and with tears {he {palke it)
Not toinvolve yourfelf and her in ruin,
By feeking to renew a correfpondence,
She has renounc’d for ever.
MOSEY.
How! confufion !
Mela & -T1-AGE Lis
And hopes, as heaven, in anfwer to her prayers,
Hath reconcil’d her duty and affettion :
You will approve her refolution—
MOSBY.
Doubtlefs !

MICHAEL
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MICHAEL.
Andlearn by her example, to {ubdue
Your guilty paflion—
MOSBY.
Ha, ha, ha, exquifite woman!
So! ratherthan notchange, the’ll love her hufband!
But fhe will not perfevere.
MICHAEL.
Yes, fure, fhe will.
MOSBY.
Have I'then flighted her whole fighing fex,
Bid opportunity and fortune wait;
And all to be forfaken for an hufband!
By heaven, I’'m glad he has fo oft efcap’d,
That I may have him murder’d in her fight.
Enter GR EEN.
GRE EN.
How ftrange a providence attends this man!
*Tis vain to ftrive with heaven—let’s give it o’er.
MOSBY,
No: whenI do, may I be curs’d forever,
Hopelefs to love, and hate without revenge :
May I ne’er know an end of difappointment,
Bug preft with hard neceffity, like thee,
Live the cantempt of my infulting foe.
G R E EN.
I fcorn the abjeét thought—had he a life
[7o MicHAEL.
Hung on each hair, he dies—If we fucceed,
This very night Maria fhall be thine.
MICHAETL.

Iam a man again.
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MOSBY. ‘|
I've thought a way— (il
That may be ealy under friendfhip’s niafk, il
Which to a foe {ufpeéted may be hard.
GREEN,.
Friendfhip! impoflible—
MOSBY.
You know him not.
You, with your ruffians, in the ftreet fhall {eele him,
I follow at fome diftance, They begin,
No matter how, a quarrel, and at once - i
Affaulthim with their fivords. — Straight I appear, i
Forget all wrongs, and draw in his defence; |
Mark me, be fure, with fome {light wound ; then fly, 1
And leave the reft to me. |
MICHAEL. Mt
I know his temper.
This feeming benefit will cancel all
His former doubts, and gain his eafy heart. Hit
GREEN. il
Perhaps fo—yet—— 1
MOSBY. i)
Further debates are needlefs, [ Exeunt. it e

o CoES NS =T
A Room in ArpEN’s Houfe. ‘
FRANKLIN anp MARIA. : ‘

FRANKLTIN.
Well, in what temper did you find Alicia?

MARIA. (it
Never was anguifh, never grief like hers: i
She eats, nor lleeps. Her lavely, downcaft eyes, i

i
Vor, IL 1 That i
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That us’d to gladden each beholder’s heart,
Now wath the flinty bofom of the earth.
Her troubled breaft heaves with inceflant fighs,
‘Which drink the purple ftreams of life, and blaft
Her bloom, as ftorms the bloffoms of the fpring.
But {ure her prayersmuft quchy reach hwghhew n,
Relenting Arden kindly {footh her forrows,
And her loft peace reftore.
FRANKLIN,.
Their mutval peace, Maria!
For his can ne’er be found but in Alicia.
Afham’d to view the face of manor day,
As Mofby’s name was written on his brow,
He cheerlefs wanders ; fecks the darkeft gloom
To hide his drooping head, and grieve alone.
With a full heart, fwoln eyes, and faltring tongue,
He fometimes, feeking to beguile his grief,
Begins a mournful tale: -but ftraight a thought
Of hisimagin’d wrongs croffing his memory,
Ends his fad ﬂorv e thehalt be told.
O may our pains with wifh’d fuccefs be crown’d!
Enter ARD EN,
ARDE N.
No, Franklin, no; your friendly cares are vain
Were I but certain fhe had wrong’d my bed,
I then might hate her, and thake off my woes;
But thus perplex’d, can never tafte of comfort.
FRANKLIN.
O jealoufy ! thou bane of focial joys!
Oh! {he’s 2 monfter made of contradiétions!
Let truth in all her native charms appear,
And with the voice of harmony itfelf
Plead the juft caufe of innocence traduc’d ;
Deaf as the adder, blind as upftart greatnefs,
She fees nor hears. And yet let flander whifper,

Or




|
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Or evil-ey’d fufpicion look oblique, |
Rumour has fewer tongues than fhe has ears; il
And Argus’ hundred eyes are dim and {low, ‘
To piercing jealoafy’s.— 1
ARDEN. j
No more, no morg—
I know its plagues, but where’s the remedy ? |
MARTA,

In your Alicia.
FRANKLIN.
She fhall heal thefe wounds.
ARDEN. i
She’s my difeafe, and can fhebe my cure?
My friends fhou’d rather teach me to abhor her, il
To tear her image from my bleeding heart.
MARIA. it
We leave that hateful office to the fiends. |
FRANKLTIN.
If you e’er lov’d, you’ll not refufe to fee her:
You promis’d that.
A RDEN.
DidI?
FRANKLIN,
Indeed you did. :
ARDEN, i
Well then, {fome other time.
FRANKLIN.
No, fee her now,

ARDEN. :

Franklin, Iknow my heart, and darenot fee her. i
I have an hufband’s honour to maintain, i
I fear the lover’s weaknefs may betray. [‘b
ez !
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Let mé not do what honour muft condemn,
And friendfhip blufh to hear.
FRANKLIN.,
That Arden never will,
MARTIA.,
Did you but know her grief—
- AR DEN,
Am Ithe caufe?
Have I, juft heaven, have I e’er injur’d her!
Yet ’'m the coward—O prepoit’rous fear !
See where fhe comes—Arm’d with my num’rous
wrongs,
I’ll meet with honourable confidence
Th’ offendine wife, and look the honeft hufband.
o
FRANEKLIN.
Maria, we’ll withdraw—even friendfhip here
Wou’d {feem impertinence.—
[Exennt FRawkL1N and Maria,
ARDEN.,
Be ftill my heart.

276

Avric1a enters, nof fecing ARDEN,

ALICIA.

How fhall I bear my Arden’s juft reproaches!

Or can areconcilement long continue,

That’s founded on deceit! can I avow

My fecret guilt —No —at {fo mean a thought

Abandon’d infamy herfelf wou’d blafh.

Nay, cou’dI live with public lofs of honour,

Arden wou’d die to {fee Aliciafcorn’d.

He’shere, earth open—hide me from his fight.

ARDEN.

Guilt chains her tongue. Lo filent, fel f-condemn’d,

With tearful eyes and trembling limbs fhe ftands.

ALICI1A.
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ALY CrEoA
Fain wou’d I kifs his footfteps — but that look,
Where indignation feems to ftrive with grief,
Forbids me to approach him.
ARDEN.
Who wou’d think
That anguith were not real ?

ALICIA.
I’m rooted here.
A RDEN.
Thofe tears, methinks, even if her guilt were cer-
tain,
Might walh away her pains.
ALICIA.
Support me, heaven!
ARDEN.

Curfe on the abje thought. I fhall relapfe
To fimple dotage. She fteals on my heart,
She conquers with her eyes. IfI but hear her voice,
Nor earth nor heaven can fave me from her {nares.
O! let me fly —1f I haveyet the power.
ALICIA.
O Arden! donot, do notleave me thus.
[ Kneels, and bolds bim.
ARDEN.
I pray thee loofe thy hold,
‘ ALICIA.
O never, never,

ARDEN.
Why fhou’d [ ftay to tell thee of my wrongs,
To aggravate thy guilt and wound thy fonl 2
Thyfelf, if all thefe agonizing firuggles
I 3 Of
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Of tears, of fighs, of groans, of {peechlefs {orrow,
Be but fincere - thyfelf will do it better.
One thing P’ll tell thee, for perhaps *twill pleafe thee,
Thow’ft broke my heart, Alicia.
ALICIA.
Oh! [She falls tothe ground,
ARDEN.
And canft thou,

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

{ay,
If thou cow’dft find thy fpeech?
AL TeeiE A
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 ?
AL IEEA.
Then may it ne’er beat more.
ARDEN.
At leat, I’m furc it did not always fo.
ALICIA.
For that my foul is pierc’d with deep remorf{e,
Forthat I bow me to the duft before thee,
And dieto be forgiven. O Arden! Arden!
ARDE N.
Prefumptuous fool! what bufinefs haft thoun here?
Did I not know my weaknefs, and her power!
Rife—rife— Alicia.
ALICTIA.
No: herelet me lie
On the bare bofom of this confcious earth,

3 Till
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Till Arden fpeak the words of peace and comfort,
Or my heart break before him.

ARDEN.

O Alicia,

Thou inconfiftent {pring of grief and joy,

Whence bitter ftreams, and {weet alternate flow,

Come to my arms, and in this too fond bofom

Difburden all the fulnefs of thy foul.
ALICTA.

Let me approach with awe that facred temple,

Refume my feat, and dwell for ever there.
ARDEN.

There ever reign, ason thy native throne,

Thou lovely wanderer.

AL CTEAN
AmI1 atlaft,

In errot’s fatal mazes long bewilder'd,
Permitted here to find my peace and fafety !

ARDEN.
Dry up thy tears; and tell me, truly tell me:
Has my long-fuffering love at length prevail’d,
And art thou mine indeed ?

ALICTA.

Heaven is my witnefs,

Ilove thee, Arden; and eftcem thy love
Above all earthly good. Thy kind forgivenefs
Speaks to my foul that peaceful calm confirm’d,
Which reafon and reflettion had begun.,

ARDEN.

Thou’rt cheaply purchas’d with unnumber’d fighs,

‘With many a bitter tear, and years of patience,
Thou treafure of more worth than mines of gold.

T 4
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I will not doubt my happinefs. Thou art,
‘Thou wilt be mine, ever, and only mine.
ALA-ClnAs
Iam, I will. Tne’er knew joy till now.
A REDIEEN S
This is our trueft, happicft 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 chearthem with my bounty.
Till happy night farewel, My beft Alicia,
How will ourfriends rejoice, our foes repine,
‘Tofee us thus!
ALICIA,
Thus ever may they {ee us !
The wandering fires that have fo long mifled me,
Are now extinguith’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 langnage of a broken heart,
And tears the tribute each enlighten’d eye
Pays, and muft pay, for vice and folly patt.
And yet the painful’ft virtue hath its pleafure :
Tho’ dangers rife, yet peace reftor’d within,
My foul colleéted fhall undaunted meet them.
Tho’ trouble, grief, and death, the lot ofall,
On good and bad without diftinétion fall;
The foul which confcious innocence fuflains,
Supports with eafe thefe temporary pains;
But ftung with guilt and loaded by defpair,
Becomes itfelf a burden none can bear.  [Exeunt.

SCENE
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SECIBINGE S Ve
The Street. People at a Diftance as at a Fair.
Enter ARDEN on one Side, and Brack WirLt and
SHAKEBAG on theother, GREEN direfting them.
BLAECK WILL.

Shal-:ebng, you’ll fecond me —S’blood, givc the
way. {Foftles ArDEN.
SHAKEBAG.

May we not pafs the ftreets ?
ARDEN.
I {faw you not.
BLACK WILL,

Your fight perhaps is bad, your feeling may be
better. [Strikes bim.

ARDEN.
Infolent villains! [Draws,
BLACK. WILL.
Come, we’ll teach you manners.
ARDEN,
A Both at once! barb’rous cowards!
Enter MOSB Y.
MOSBY.
O bloody dogs! attempta life fo precious!—
BLACK WILL.
This is a fury, George.
[BLack WiLL aad SHAREBAG beafen off.
SHAKEBAG.
Tve pink’d him tho’—

ARDEN,
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il ey : ARDE N.

[EAMIEN | et : Villains come back, and finifh your defign,

B MOSBY.

‘ Shall I purfue them, fir?

(13 1 ARDEN.

| e Not for the; world —

i Moiby ! amazing generofity!
MOSBY.

I'hope you arenothurt.
ARDPEN,.

‘ | Pierc’d to the heart---

bl | MOSEY.

' Forbid it, heaven! quick, let me fiy for help.
ARDE

With fharp refle@tion :—Molby, I can’tbear

. To be fo far oblig’d te ene I've wrong’d,

E MOSBY.
' Who wou’d not venture life to {ave a friend ?

, ARDEN.

il From you I've not deferv’d that tender name.

| | MOSBY.

H ‘ No more of that---wou’d I were worthy of it!
ARDEN,

TIown my heart, by boiling paffions torn,

. Forgets 1ts gentlenefs—yet is ever open

R i . 'Tomelting gratitnde. O fay what price

Ml ke e 1 Can buy your friendfhip 2

o MOSBEY,

! Only think me yours.

N.

ARDEN.
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ARDEN.
Eafy indeed. T am too much oblig’d. :
Why wreal’d notyour good fword its juftice on me,
When mad with jealous rage, in my own houfe,
Iurg’d you to my roin?
MOSBY.
I lov’d you then
With the fame warmth as now.
ARDEN.
What's here ! you bleed.
Let me bind up your wound.
MOSBY.
A trifle, fir—
ARDEN,
Your fiiendfhip makes it {o.—See, Franklin, fee!
Enter FRANKLIN.
The man I treated as a coward, bleeding,
Wretch that I am! for his defence of me.

Look to your wound. - And, Molby, let us hope
You’ll {up with me. There will be honeft Bradfhaw,

And Franklin here, and—
MOSBY.
Sir, I will nat fail.
FRANKLIN.
I fhall not come.
ARDE N.
Nay, Franklin, that’s unkind,
Prithee—
FRANKLIN.
Nay, urge me not.—1 have my reafons.

MOSBY,
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MOSBY.
(FERIR | A Avoids my company!— So much the better.

i Hismay notbe {o proper. [4/de.]—An hour hence,
If you are not engag’d, we’ll meet at Fowl’s.

i ] ARDEN.
1 L I will be there,
1| MOSBY.
Till then I take my leave. [Exit Mosey.
ARDEN.

How have I been miftaken in this man !
FRANKLIN,
§ (e (8 How are you fure you’re not miftaken now ?
¥ [RHE SR ARDEN,
lid: | No doubt he loves me; and I blufh to think
i el How I've fufpeted him, and wrong’d Alicia:
| ke FRANKLIN.
§ Bk May you be ever happy in your wife ;
| ‘ But

ARDEN,
Speak—Butwhat? let’s have no riddles here.
Can fhe be innocent, and Mofby guilty?

FRANKLIN.

To {fpeak my thoughts, this new officions fondnefs
Makes me fufpeét: —1I like him worfe than ever.

ARDEN.

| Becaufe I'like him better. What a churl!
FRANKLIN.

b You’re credulous, and treat my ferious doubts
With too much levity. Yonvex me, Arden. [Exit.

ARDEN.
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ARDEN.
Believe me, friend, yow’ll laugh at this hereafter.
[ Exit the other away.
Mosey having watch'd FRANKLIN ouf, re-enters
auith GREEN.]
MOSB Y.
The furly friend has left him —as I wifh’d—
You fee how eagerly the foolifh fool
Flies headlong to our {nare: now to inclofe him.
At eight the guefis are bidden to his banquet,
And only Michael, of his nam’rous train,
Keeps home with his Alicia. He’ll fecure
The keys of all the doors, and let you in
With my two trufty blood-hounds. Alicia feems
Averfe at prefent—
GR EEN.
She’ll not dare betray us.
MOSBY.
Not when the deed isdone. We know too much.
She’ll be our prifoner, and fhall be obferv’d.
Towards evening, . then, upon a flight pretence
To pafs an hour at draughts (a game he loves)
1l draw this hufband home. Youwlll be prepar'd
In th’ inner room (Michael will fhew it you)
Till at a fignal given, you'all rufh forth,
And ftrangle him,

GREEN.
Good - ’tis a death that leaves
No bloody charaéter to mark the place.
MOSBY.
Howe’er, come all provided with yonr daggers,
Do you feek Michael, I'll inftrué the reft.

GREEN.
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GREEN.
What fhall the fignal be?
MOSBY.
Thefe words in th’ game,
I take you now.
GREEN,
Arden! thou’rt taken now indeed.
MOSBY.
His body, thrown behind the Abbey-wall,
Shall be defcried by th’ early paflenger
Returning from the fair.— My friend, thy hand—
[Shakes it.
Be firm, and our united ftrength
With eafe fhall caft dead Arden to the earth,
G RE EN.
Thanks to his foolith tendernefs of foul.
MOSBY.
Triae, he who trufts an old invet’rate foe,

Bares his own breaft, and courts the fatal blow.
[ Exeunt.
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Al G e

SCENE L
A rp E n’s Houfe.

Avicia alone.

HAT haveI heard! is this the houfe of
} Arden !
O that the power which has fo often fav’d him,
Wouw’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 certain death awaits thee:
Wander— no matter where—turn but from hence,
"Thou canf not mifs thy way.—The houfe is theirs. —
I am fufpefted—Mich guards the door———
And ev’n Maria’s abfent.  Bloody Moiby,
Thefe are the fruits of thy detefted luft.
But hark, the fiends :1Pproach.——'3rccn had hu-
manity.,
Enter GreEn, Brack WiLL, SEAKEBAG, and
MiCHAEL.

Cou'd I prevail on him !—O fir—
[Talks apart with GREEN.
BLACK WILL.

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

SHAKEBAG,

And madam Arden there——a prize worth them

all to me.
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BEL oA G WO T T T
And fhall that fawning, white liver’d coward,
Moiby, enjoyall thefe?
SHAKEBAG.
No doubt he wou’d, were we the fools he thinks us.
GREEN.
ad he as many lives as drops of blood,
I’d have them all,.— [76 Avricia.
ALICIA.
But for one fingle night—
GREEN.
I’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. 7

A'LTCIA.
O mercy, METCY =

GRE E N.
Yes,

Such mercy as the nurfing lionefs,
When drain’d of moiftare by her eager young,
Shews to the prey that firlt encounters her.
BrEA G ISW TP
Who talks of mercy, when I am here ?
GR E E N.
She wou’d prevent us ; butour ffeady courage
Laughs at her coward arts,
[Knocking gently at the Gate,
Why, Michael!
MICHAE L.
Sir!

GREEN,
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GREEN. [t

Thou blondlefs coward, what doft tremble at? i
Dott thou not heara knocking at thegate ? |

[Baxit M1cHAEL, fli

Mofby, no doubt. How like a {ly adulterer, 5
Who fteals ac midnight, and with caution gives

Th’ appointed fignal to his neighbour’s wife.

BLACK WILL. ;

Which is the place where we’re to be conceal’d &

GREEN. !1

"This inner room. (i

BLACK WILL. l

*Tis well.—The wordis, now I take yosu.

[ Knocking londer than befores il

GREEN. l

Ay, there’s authority. That fpeaks the mafter. i

He feemsin hafte : ’twere pity he fhou’d waits i

Now we’re fo well prepar’d for his reception.

[GrEEN, BLack WiLL, and SHAKEBAG; go i (it

to the inner Room.] ! ;

289

Avricla remains alone.
AL EC A, Hi
Now whither are they gone ?—the door’s unbar’dg
I heard the found of feet. Shou’d it be Arden,
And Mofby with him—I can’t bear the doubt,
Nor wou’d I be refolv’d: Be hufh’d my fears, il
*Tis Mofby, and alone. i
Enter MoszY. i
Sir; hear me, Mofby. '
MOSBY. ;
Madam; is this a time? ?

Vot.-k. U

AviCcIAs
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ATl CuleAs
I will be heard,
And mark me, when I {wear, never hereafter;
By look, word, aft—

MOSBY.
Be damn’d —your hufband—
ALTI°CI A,
Ha!— [She fereams.

Euter ARDEN and MicHAEL.
ARDEN.
Am I amonfter, that I fright thee thus?
[72 M1cHAEL,
Say, what Has happen’d fince I left the houfe?
Thou look’ft, Alicia, asif wild amazement
Had chang’d thee tothe image of herfelf.
ALICIA,
Is Frankland with you?
AR DEN,
No.
ALICLA,
Nor Fowl, nor Bradfhaw?
ARDEN,.
Weither, but both expeéted.—
ALICIA,
Mercifal heaven!
ARDEN.,

I meant to dedicate this happy night
"To mirth and joy, and thy returning love.

[She fighs.
Make me not fad, Alicia: for my fake
Let difcontent be banifh’d from your brow; e
n
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And welcome Arden’s friends with laughing eyes.

Amongft the firlt let Moitby be enroll’d.
ALICIA.
The villain!
A RDEN.
Nay, Iam too well convine’d
Of Mofby’s friendihip and Alicia’s love,
Ever to wrong them more by weak fufpicions.
I’ve been indeed to blame, but I will make thee
A large amends, Alicia,—Look dpon him,
As on the man that gave your hafband’s life.
ALICIA,
Wou’d take my hufband’slife ! —T°11 tell him all,
And caft this load of horror from my foul :
Yet; ’tis a dreadful hazard. Both muft die.
A fearful thought! Franklin may come, or Brad-

fhaw—
O let me not precipitate his fate ! [4fide.
MOSBY.
I fee my prefence is offenfive there, [Going.
ARDE N.
Alicia! No—fhe has no will‘but mine.
MOSBY.

It is not fit fhe fhou’d :—and yet—perhaps—
*T'were better, fir—permit me to retires
A RDEN.
No more—our friendfhip publickly avow’d
Will clear her injur’d virtue to the world.
MOSBY,
Something there is in that—

Uz
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ARDEN.,
It is a debt
I owe to both your fames, and pay it freely,

MOSBY.
For her fake then, notfor my own.
AN TRCIIEA,
O damn’d diffembler ! [ 4/de.
ARDEN.,
Come, take your feat; this fhall not{ave your
money.
Bringus the the tables, Michael —[They /i and plap.
ALICI A.

O juft heaven ! [ 4/idz.
Wilt thow not interpofe ? —how dread this paufe!l:
Fen thonfand terrors crowd the narrow {pace.
ARDEN.
Your thoughts are abfent; Motby.
BLACK WILIL.
Blood'¥ why don’t Mofby give the word #
: MICHAEL.
Give back, the game’s againfthim.
ALICTEA,
Fly, Franklin! fly, tofave thy Arden’s life.
Murder herfelf, that chafes him in view,
Beholding me ftarts back, and for a moment

Sufpends her thirft of blood, [ dpar:.
AR DEN.

€ome, giveitup; Ltold you I fhou’d win. [Rifes.
MOSBY.

WNo, I feean advantage ; move again,

AR DE N,



ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM.

ARDEN,

There.

MOSBY,

Now I take you.

[BLack WiLL throws a fearfover ARDEN’s bead,
in order to firangle him; but ARDEN difengages
bimfelf, wwrefts a dagger from SHAKEBAG, and
ftands on bis defence, 1l]MosBY getting bebind and
Jeizing his arm the reft affaffinate bin ]

ALICTIA.

O Pow’r omnipotent ! make ftrong his arm,

Give him to conquer. Hal my prayers are curfes,

And draw down vengeance whers they meant a

blefling. :
ARDEN,
Inhofpitable villain !
ALICIA,
O! he dies,
ARDEHN.

O hold yourbloody—Mofby too | Nay then [Fallizng.

I yield me to my fate. — Is this, Alicia,

This the r.tusn for my une jual love?

ALICIA.
Or death, or madnef(s, wou'd be mercies now,
Therefore beyond my hopes.
AR D EN,
O Mofby, Michael, Green,
Why have you drawn my blood upon your fouls 2
MOSBY.
Behald her there, to whomI was betroth’d,
And afk no further—
GREEN.

Us
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GREEN.
Think on thy abbey-lands
From injur’d Green.
ARDEN.
You are now your own judges,
But we fhall meet again where rightand truth——
Who—who are thefe ¢ ButI forgive you all.
Thy hand, Alicia—
ALICIA.
I’ll not give it thee.
ARDEN.
O wretched woman ! have they kill’d thee too ?
A deadly palenefs, agony, and horror
On thy fad vifage fit. My {foul hangs on thee,
And tho’ departing—juft departing—loves thee :
Is loth to leave, unreconcil’d to thee,
This ufelefs mangled tenement of clay.
Difmifs her pleas’d, and fay thou’rt innocent.
ALICIA.
All hell contains not fuch a guilty wretch.
ARDEN.
Then welcome death! tho’in the fhape of murder.
How have I doated to idolatry !
Vain foolifh wretch, and thoughtlefs of hereafter,
Nor hop’d, nor wifh’d a heaven beyond her love.
Now, unprepar’d, I perifh by her hate.
AT TG TRAN
"Fho’ blacker and more guilty than the fiends,
My foul is white from this accurfed deed.
O Arden! hear me—
ARDEN,.
Full of doubts I come,
O thou Supreme, to feek thy awful prefence. =
4 j
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My foul is on the wing. T own thy juftice.
Prevent me with thy mercy.

ALICIA.

Turn not from me:

Behold me, pity me, furvey my forrows.
I who defpis’d the duty of a wife,
Will be thy flave ——Spit on me, {purn me, {ir,
1l love thee fill. O couldit thou court my {corn,
And now abhor me, ‘whenI love thee more,
If poffible, than e’er thou lov’dft Alicia.

MOSBY.
Mad fool, he’s dead, and hears thee not.
ALICIA.

[Diess

: *Tis falfe

He fmiles upon me, and applands my vengeance.
[Sfmfn’zf; a dagger, and _/L'z'/cc’: at MosBY.
——— A krocking at the gates

MOSBY,

Damnation!—
BLACK WILL,
gdeath! we fhall leave our work unfinifh’d,
and be betray’d at laft. —Let’s hide the body.
MOSBY.
Force her away.
ALICIA.
Inhuman bloody villains!
[ She fwoons, as [peis forced from the bodys
Enter MLARTAs

MARIA.
Mofby here !
My [iding feet, as they move trembling forwardss
U4 Are
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Are drench’d in blood. O may I only fancy
That Arden there lies murder’'d ———
MOSEY, :
How fares Alicia?—=
AL TCTE AL
As the howling damn’d: and'thou my hell —
MARIA.
Unhappy brother !
If thou hatt done this deed, hope not to’fcape
Mercy herfelf, who only feeks for crimes,
That the may pardon and reform the guilty,
‘Wou’d change her nature at a fight like this.
Enter M1cHAE L.
MICHAEIL.
The guefts are come—the fervants all return’d.
MOSBY.
Alicia, be thyfelf; and mafk thy heart
[Mosny Jifts up ArLtc:a,
From ev’ry prying eye with courteous {miles.

ALl C-T5AR
Thou canft not think me mean enough to live,
MOSBY.
You wou’d not choofe an ignominious death ?
ALICEA,

That’s all 1 dread—Might but the filent grave,
‘When it receives me to its dark abode,
Hide, with my duft, my thame! - O might that be,
And Arden’s death reveng’d, —’Tis my {ole prayer.
If not, may awful juRice have her courfe.

[ Exit Avicia.

MOSB Y.

Sifter! ourlives are thine—
: MARTA.
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MARIA.
Tho’ Mofby has fhook oft humanity, Ican’t be
his accofer. [Exit MaRIA.,
MOSBY. 1
Follow them, Green, and watch Alicia’s condutt.
G REEN.
I will, but cannat anfwer for my own.
O Arden! Arden! cou’d we change conditions!
[Exit GREEN.
BLACK WILL.
Why what a crew of cowards!
An the fame moment murdering and repenting.
MOSBY.
Giveme the ring thatis on Arden’s finger.
SHAKEBAG.
There. Will you have his purfe tao?
MOSBY.
No, keep that.
BLACK WILL. X
Thanks forour own : wefhou’d have kept the ring,
Were it not too remarkable.
But how mult we difpofe of the bedy ?
MOS B Y.
Convey it thro’ the garden, to the field
Behind the abbey-wall : Michael will fhew theway.
The night is dark and cloudy —yet take heed—
The houfeis full of company.
BLACK WILL.
Sir, if you doubt our condutt, do’tyoyrfelf.
MOSB Y.
Nay, gentlemen —
2 SHAKEDBAG,
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SHAKEBAG.
Pretend to direct us !
MOSBY.
For your own fakes-— Arden will foon be mifs’d,
SHAKEBAG.
We know our bufinefs, fir.
MOSBY.
I doubt it not.
‘There’s your reward. Thehorfes both are faddled,
And ready for your flight.
B-L ACK W.ILL.
Ufe them yourfelf:
I hope we’re as fafe as you.
MOSBY.
Why, gentlemen—Arden, Ius’d thee worfe. [ 4/ide.
BLACK WILL.
We fhall take care however for our own f{akes,
MOSBY.
’Tis very well—I hope we all are friends.
So - foftly— foftly — Michael, not that door——
[MicuaEL going out at the aurong door.
So—make what{peed youcan : I’ll wait you there.
[Exeunt.

SECEESNeEE =T
A Hall in ArRpEN’s Houfz,

Mossy alone.
They muft pafs undefery’d : gardens and fields
Aredreary deferts now. Night-fowls and beafts of
rey

Avc i? t}iye pinching rigour of the feafon,
Nor leave their fhelter at a time like this.
And yet this night, this ling’ring winter night,

3 Hung
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Hung with a weight of clouds that ftops her courfe,
Contraéts new horrors, and a deeper black,
From this damn’d deed.—Maofby, thou haft thy with.
Arden is dead ; now count thy gains at leifure.
Dangers without, on every fide {ufpicion;
Within, my ftarting confcience mark fuch wounds
As hell can equal, only murderers feel. [ pau/fe:
This, this the end of all my flatt’ring hopes!
O! happielt was I in my humble ftate:
Tho’ I lay down in want, I {leptin peace:
My daily toil begat my night’s repofe,
My night’s repofe made day-light pleafing to me.
But now I’ve climb’d the top-bough of the tree,
And fought to build my neft among the clonds :
"The gentleft pales of fummer fhake my bed,
And dreams of murder harrow up my foul.
But hark ! — Not yet : —"Tis dreadful being alone.
This awful filence, that unbroken reigns
Thro’ earth and air, awakes attention more,
Than thunder burfting from ten thoufand clouds:
S’death ! —’tis-but Michael—Say—
Enter. MICHAEL.
MICHAEL.
Dead Arden lies
Behind the abbey—'tis a difmal fight!
It fnow’d apace while we difpos’d the body.
MOSBY.
And not as you return’d ?
FRANKLIN.
No, fir—
MOSB Y.
That’s much —
Shou’d you be queftion’das to Arden’s death,

You’ll not confefs ?
MICHAEL,




3000 ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM,
MICHAEL.
No, fo Maria’s mine.
MOSBY.
She’s thine, if all a brother can—
MICHAEL.
What’s if?
T bought her dear, at hazard of my foul,
And force fhall make her mine —
MOSBY.
Why, how now, coward !
Enter Mari a.
MARTIA.
The gnefts refufe to take their feats without you.
Alicia’s grief teo borders on diftradion.
Thy prelence may appeafe—
MOSBY.
Increafe it rather.
MARIA:
Michael, your abfence too has been obferv’d..
MOSBY.
Say we are coming.
MICHAEL,
One thing 'd forgot. [Reluraing,
Soon as the company have left the houfe,
The rofhians will return.
MOSBY.
What wou’d the villains?
MICHAEL,
They mutter’d threats and curfes,
And feem’d not fatisfied with their reward.
[Zx:t MicuaEL.
MOSBY.

[Exit Mar1a.
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MOSBY.
Let them take all.  Ambition, av’rice, luff,
T'hat drove me on to murder, now forfake me.
O Arden! if thy difcontented ghoft
Still hovers here to fee thy blood reveng’d,
View, view the anguifh of this guilty breaﬂ'

And be appeas’d. [Ex:z.

SCENE I

A Roomin ARDEN’s Houfe. 4 Table fpread for Suppers

GreEN, BrRapsgaw, Apam Fowr,
Avicra, Marra, &c.

BRADSHAW.
Madam, be comforted.
ADAM FOWL.

Some accident, or bufinefs unforefeen,
Detains him thus.

BRADSHAW,.
I doubt not of his fafety.
LoEC T A,
I thank you, oemlcmcn 5 1 know you lov’d
My Arden wcil and: kindly fpmlc your wifhes.
Enter MOsBY.
MOSBY.
T am atham’d I’ve made you wait: befeated.
G R EE N,
Madam, firft take your place.
ALICTIA.
Malke me not mad

Tome henceforth all places are alike. [Sitsw

MOSBY.
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MOSBY.

Come, fince we want the maffer of the houfe,
I’ll take his feat for once,

ALICIA.
Dares he do this? [ 4/de,
MOSBY.
Pm much aflicted that he ftays {o late ;
The times are perilous. : I
GREEN.,
And he has enemies, .
Tho’ no man, {ure, did e’er deferve them lefs. \
MOSBY.
This day he was affaulted in the fireet,
G R E E N.
You {av’d him then. E
MOSBY.
Wou’d I were with him now !
MARIA.
She ftarts, her looks are wild. [ #/ide.] How fare you, T
madam ?
ALICIA.,
Pm loft in admiration of your brother. C
MARIA, |
I fear hermore than ever.[ 4fde.]Madam, be merry. I
MOSBY. L
Michael, fome wine. Health and long life to Ar-
den. [Drinks. Y
ALICIA. A
The good you wifh, and have procur’d for Arden,
[Rifing. 1
Light on thyfelf. T

MARIA
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MARIA.
For heaven’s fake
ALICIA.
Give me way,
[ Comes foravard.
Let them difpatch and fend me to my hufband :
[ 4l rife.
Tve liv’d too long with falthood and deceit.
[ Knocking at the gate.

ADAM FOWL.
‘What noife is that? [Exit MICHAEL,
BRADSHAW.
Pray heaven, that all be right.
MOSBY.

Bar all the doors.
Enter M1CHAE L.
MICHAEL.
We are dilcover’d, fir. [7o Mossy.
The Mayor with officers and men in arms.
Enter Mavor, &c.
MAYOR.
Go you with thefe, and doas I diretted.
[ Excunt officers and others.
I’'m forry that the duty of my office
Demands a vifit fo unfeafonable.
MOSBY.
Your worfhip doubtlefs were a welcome gueft
At any hour; butwherefore thus attended ?
MAYOR.
I have received a warrant from the council

T'o apprehend two moft notorious ruffians ;
And
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And information being made on oath,
That they were feen to enter here to-night,
I’m come tofearch.

GREE N.
I’'m glad itis no worfe. [4fide,
MOSBY.

And can they think that Arden entertains

Villains like thofe you fpeak of} Were he here,

You’d not be thank’d for this officioufnefs,
MAY OR.

T know my duty, fir, and that refpeét,

So juftly due to our good neighbour’s worth—

But where is Arden #

ALICTA,
Heavens! where indeed !
MARIA.
Alicia, for my fake— [ Hfide.
ALLCTA.

If I were filent,
Each precious drop of murder’d Arden’s blood
Wou'’d find a tongue, and cryto heaven for venge-

ance.
M AYOR.

What fays the Iady ?
MOSBY.

Oh! fir, heed her not.
Her hufband has not been at home to-night,
And her mifboding forrow for his abfence,
Has almoft made her frantic.
MAYOR.
Scarce an hour,
Sincel beheld him enter here with you.

MOSEBY.

e e

e o]t
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MOSBY.
The darknefs of the night deceiv’d you, fir;
It was a ftranger, fince departed hence.

MAY OR,
That’s moft furprizing. No man knows him better.

FrRaNKLIN awithout
Within there—ho ——bar up your gates with care,
And fet a watch ——Letnota man go by ——
[Frankrin and others enter with lights—

And ev’ry tongue, that gave notits confent
To Arden’s death, join mine and cry alond
To heaven and earth for juftice.. Honeft Arden,
My friend—is murder’d.

MA Y OR.,
Murder’d !
G REEN.
How ?
MQSBY.
By whom?

FRANKLIN.
How-fhall T utter what my eyes have feen !
Horrid with many a gaping wound he lies
Behind the abbey, a fad {peétacle !
O vengeance ! vengeance!

MAYOR.
Juftly art thou moved,

Paffion is reafon in a caufelike this.

FRANKLIN.
Eternal Providence, towhofe bright eye
Darknefs itfelf isas the noon-day blaze,
Who brings the midnight murd’rer and his deeds

You, II, X Te
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Tolight and fhame, has in their own fecurity
Found thefe.
MAYOR. ‘
Here {eize themall this inftant :
 [Avicia faints.
Look to the lady. This may be but feign’d.
Your charge but goes along with my {ufpicions,
BRADSHAW,

And mine.
ADAM FOWL.
And mine.
FRANKLIN.

Firft hear me, and then judge,
Whether on {light prefumptions I accufe them.
Thefe honelt men (neighbours and townfmen all)
Conducted me, dropping with grief and- fear,
To where the body lay ; —with them I took thefe

notes,

Not to be trufted to the faithlefs memory.
¢ Huge clots of blood and fome of Arden’s hair
¢¢ May ftill be feen upon the garden-wall ;
<¢ Many fuch rufhes as thefe floors are ftrew’d with,
<t Stick to his fhoes and garments: and the prints
¢ OF feveral feet may in the fnow be trac’d,
<« From the ftark body to the very door.”
Thefe are prefumptions he was murder’d here,
And that th’ aflaflins having borne his corpfe
Into the fields, hither return’d again,

MOSBY.
Are thefe your proofs?
G R E EN.

Thefe are but circumitances,
And only prove thy malice,
FRANKLIN,
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FRANEKLIN.
And this fearf,
Known to be Arden’s, in the court was found,
Allblocd.—
M AY OR.
Search ’em.—
MICHAEL.
I thought I’d thrown it down the well. [jide.
; M AY OR.
Fnter that room and fearch the lady there;
We may perhaps difcover more. [To an Oficer.
{ Officer goes out and re-enters, in the mean time
another officer fearches NlOsBY and GREEN. ]
FIRST OFFILCER, 5
On Arden’s wife I found this letter.
SECOND OFFICER.
And I this ring on Mofby.
MAYOR.
Righteous heaven!
Well may’#t thou hang thy head, detefted villain:
This very day did Arden wear this 1ing,
I faw it on his hand.—
MOSBY.
I freely yicld me to my fate.

Enter another Officers
OFFICER.
Weve {eiz’d twomen behind fome ftacks of wood.
MAYOR.

Well, bring ’ém in,—
[BLack WiLL end SHAREBAG brought ir.
They anfwer the defcription:
Xz But
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But let them wait'till T have done with thefe.
Heavens! what'a feene of villany is here !
[Hawing read the Letter,
B AL C R WL T
Since we're fure to die, tho’ I cou’d with ’twere
in better company (for I hate that fawning rafcal,
Mofby) T’Il tell the truth for once, He has long
been engaged in-an-affair with Arden’s wife there,
but fearing a difcovery, and hoping to get into hix
eltate, hir'd us tohide him.—Thar’s all,
MAYOR,
And you the horrid deed perform’d ?
SHAKEBAG,
We did, with hisaflitance, and Green’s and Mi-
chael’s,
MAYOR,
This letter proves Alicia, from the firft,
Was made acquainted with your blackdefign.
BLACK WILL.

T kvow nothing of that: but if fhe was, fhe re-
pented of it afterwards,  So, I think, you call that
a change of mind.

MAY OR,
That may avail hér at the bar of heav’n,
But is no'plea at our’s. Bear them to prifon ;
[Aricra brought in.
Load them with irofis, fake them feel their guilt,
And groan away their miferable hours,
Till fentence of the law fhall call them forth
Topublick execution,
ALIGQIA.
I adore
TR unerring hand of juflicé; and with ﬁlencEH i
2
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Had yielded to my fate, but for'this maid,
Who, asmy foul dreads jufiice on her crimes,
Knew not, or €’er confented to thisdeed.
MAY OR.
But did fhe not confent to keep it {ecret ?
MOSEY.
'To fave a brother, and moft wretched friend.
MAYOR.
She has undone herfelf—Behold how innocence
May fuffer in: bad fellowfhip.—And Bradfhaw,
My honett neighbous Bradfliaw too Tread it
With:grief and wonder.
BRADSHAW,
Madam, T'appeal
To yous asyou are fhortly to appear
Before a Judge that {ees our fecret thoughts,
Say, had I knowledge, or—
ALICIA.
You brought the letter,
But well I hope you knew: not the contents.
MAYOR.
Hence with them all, till time and farther Light
Shall clear thefe myfteries.
ADAM .FOWL.
If ’m condemn’d,
My blood be on his head that. gives the f:mencc.
I’m not accus’d, and enly afk forjuftice.
FRANKLIN.
You fhall havejuftice all, and rig’rous juftice.
So fhall the growth of {uch enormous cumes,
By their dread fate be checl:’d in future times.
Of avarice, Mofbya dread inftance prove,
4And poor Alicia of unlawiul love,
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