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Stands fill in efperance; lives not in fear.

The lamentable change is from the 4¢/?;

The wor/? returns to laughter. Welcome then,
Thou unfubftantial air that I embrace !

The wretch that thou haft blown unto the wor/?,
Owes nothing to thy blafts.

Enter Glo'fter, led by an old man.

But who comes here ?
My father poorly led? World, world, o world!
But that thy ftrange mutations make wus hate thee,
Life would not yield to*® age.

Old Man. O my good lord, I have been your tenant,
And your father’s tenant,. thefe four{core years.

Glo. Away, get thee away; good friend, be gone :
Thy comforts can do me no good at all,
Thee they may hurt.

Old Man. You cannot {ee your way.

Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes:
I ftumbled when I faw. Full oft tis {een,
Meannefs {ecures us, and our mere defe&s
Prove our commodities. O dear {fon Edgar,
The food of thy abufed father’s wrath !
Might I but live to fee thee in my touch,
I'd fay, I had eyes again.

Old Man. How now ? who’s there?

Edg. O gods! who is’t can fay, I’'m at the worft ?
I'm worfe than e’er I was. _

Old Man. *Tis poor mad Zoz.

Edg. And worfe I may be yet: the worft is not,
So long as we can fay, this is the worft.

Old Man. Fellow, where goeft ?

Gh. Is it a beggar-man ?

Old Man. Madman, and beggar too.

* Yield to fignifies no more than give way to, fink under, in oppofition to the fruggling with,

Gh.

bearing up againtt, the infirmities of age.




