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Some thoufands of thefe logs, and pile them up,
Upon a fore injun@ion. My {weet miftrefs

Weeps when fhe fees me work, and fays, fuch bafenefs
Had never like executor. I forget;

Nay, thefe {weet thoughts do ev'n refreth my labour,
Leaft bufy when I do it.

Enter Miranda, and Prolpero at a diftance unfeen.

Mira. Alas! now, pray you,
Work not fo hard ; I would, the lightning had
Burnt up thofe logs that you ’re enjoin’d to pile:
Pray, fet it down, and reft you ; when this burns
*Twill weep for having weary’d you: my father
Is hard at ftudy ; pray now, reft yourfelf;
He’s fafe for thefe three hours.

Fer. O moft dear miftrefs,
The fun will {fet before I fhall difcharge
What I muft ftrive to do.

Mira. If you'll fit down,

I'll bear your logs the while. Pray, give me that;
Ll carry’t to the pile. -2

Fer. No, precious creature;

I'ad rather crack my finews, break my back,
Than you fhould fuch difthonour undergo,
While I fit lazy by.

Mira. It would become me
As well as it does you ; and I fthould do it
With much more eafe; for my good will is to it,
And yours it is againit. |

Pro. Poor worm! thou art
InfeGted, and this vifitation fhews it.

Mira. You look wearily.

Fer. No, noble miftrefs ; ’tis frefh morning with me,
When you are by at night. I do befeech you,
(Chiefly that I might fet it in my prayers)

-What is your name?

Vor. I F Mira,



