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SCENE XL
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Mercy on me! I’m frighten’d out of my wits !
1 dropt ‘the company going home, and came back
again to fee how my father did, and, as fure as
any thing, I faw my mother’s ghoit goover the
ftyle ; and but that T know that my father’s alive
and here, I cou’d have fworn that I had feen his
t00.—What fhall I do ? My father will be very an-
gry if he thow’d know that I am here; and yetl
muft fpeak to him. father, father ! —Blefs me, he
is not here.. I’m frighten’d worfe now than Iwas
before. Sure he is not fallen into my mother’s
grave. The moon fhines fo direttly into it, that -
I can fee him if he be [looksinto the greve, and
fhrieks.] Dear, dear! there’s neither father nor
mother !—But let me think alittle.—If my mother
fhou’d bealive, after all.— Ay marry, that wou’d
fright me worfe than feeing twenty ghofts, for fhe’ll
force me to marry Ned Ploughfhare. 1 hate work,
poverty and confinement ; and if I marry him, I
fhall have all three,

AIR XVI (AsI fatatmy fpinning Wheel.}

Hoaw happy is that woman’s life,

Who, fair and free, bas wealth in flore !
But ab, how avretched is the awife,

That’s doom’d 10 wark, and fill be poor :
To wafb, tobrew, to card orveel,

Or f#ill to turn the Jpinning wheel 2
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