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It feems indeed the voice of one complaining ;
but one of that falfe, deceitful fex, which only
feems unhappy, when itwou’d make ours{o indeed.
Perhaps fome bufy prying wretch has ftole, un-
heeded, on my forrows, and with f{cornful repeti-
tions mocks my real woes..

SCENE II
TIMOTHY anp SILVIA.
TIMOTHY.

Forgive, fair maid, an unhappy man, who has
wandered all the long night, not knowing where
he went, nor where to go. Tird with my mi-
fery and fruitlefs labour, unable to go farther, I
laid me down in yonder thicket to complain. But,
hearing your voice, I have with much difficulty
crept hither to enquire of you after my loft daugh-
ter 5 as I muft of all I meet, *till I have found
her.

STLVIA,
Is it a child you have loft ?
TIMOTHY.
A dearly beloved and a loving child.
SETRL-VETAS
Thatis a lofs indeed.
TIMOTHY.

My wife was buried laft nigkt, and came to Iife
again, and while I went home with her, my daugh-
ter was carried away.

SILVIA:

Your flory’s very frange.

Vor. I, Dz TimoTny.




