26 SILVIA; OR,

SSCENE XII
SIR JOHN, JONATHAN, axp LETTICE,

JONATHAN.

Sir, you may be as merry as you pleafe with my
cowardice, but I think ftill we had better have
kept on our horfes backs, and have ventur’d our
necks thro’ the floughs, than to have come thro®
this plaguy church-yard at this time o’th’ night,

SIR JOHN.
Ha, ha, ha! —What, you’re afraid of the dead ?
JONATHAN.
I don’t like their company.—Ah, laud, a ghoft,
aghoft!
SIR JOHN.
Getup, you cowardly rafcal, or—
S ONA T H AN,
O dear Sir,I can’t,I can’t, ’'m frighten’d to death.
SIR JOHN.

Nay, if that be the cafe—you, and the choft, if
there be one, may be better acquainted prefently.
Pllnot fpoil good company. - Farewel.

JONATHAN.

O lud, that’s’ worfe than t’other. Pray “don’t

leave me, and I will getup.
SIR JOHN.

Sure this fellow’s folly has infe&ted me too; for
I think I fee fome body yonder in white. —Take
your hands from before your eyes, you dog, or I}
cut ’em off,

JON A~



