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Chorus, The bells muft ring,
And the clerk muft fing,
And the good old-wives muff wind ys.
You arnd I,
And all muft die,
And leave this warld bebind us.

SCENE X,

T EMOCER Y,

Now from the fields the labourers homeward
go; each one to kifs his wife, with {weet content.
A good warm fupper, and a loving {fpoufe, make
~ his houfe bleft as mine, while Dolly liv’d. My
houfe is now like the forfaken barn, where the blind
howlet perches all the day.—The open air, cold
ground, on which I {it, with none to talk to but the
{peechlefs dead, 1is all my comfortnow. I hatemy
own warm thatch, flock-bed and neighbour’s chat,
fince Dolly, the flower of all my joys, is gone.—
Oh, how wretched is the ftate of man!

A I R XIV. " (The State of Man.)
A feeble life avith pain began,

Expos’d to great and numerous awoes :
Such is the infant ftate of man,

And with bis ffrength his forrow growus.
Tillbis Jbort yet tedious glafs be runs
Then be ends aith griefs awho with pain beguns

DOROTHY. _
Oh! [Groans inthe graves
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Mercy on me!—what noife was that? —Sure I
heard fomething. — I think I did—perhaps I may
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