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not a pleafure in relieving them. - Are not-all ex-
pos’d to time and  chance ? there’s oft not the di-
ftance of an hour betwixt the height of happinefs
and depth of mifery. 3

A IR XXV. (Polwarton the Green.)
Sil. The fweet and blufbing rofe

Soon withers and decays.
Tim. Short are the joys life knows,
And few our happy days.
Sil. The faireft day muft fet in night 3
Tim. Summer in winter ends ;
Ambo. So anguifh ftill fucceeds delight,
And grief on joy attends.

SCENE Il

To themy, WELFORD and Serwant.

SV T2A,
Here is my father. A good morning to you,
Sir.— Your blefling.
WELFORD.
Heaven blefs my child.
SILVIA.

Sir, here is an object that claims your pity and
aflitance. An honeft man diftreft ; {fo fick and
weak he is, that it would be too m‘uch trouble to
him now to repeat the tale of his misfortunes.

WELFORD.

>Tis enough that you, my Silvia, think he needs

my pity, to command all that’s in my power.

Come, friend, accept of this lad to guide and affift
you



