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When hope has flea our breaft,
Why fbould defire remain 2
T o rob us of our reft,
And giveincefJant pain.

WELFORD. :

T will revenge thee, thou excellent maid ; I will
revenge theg on him, myfelf, and all that ever
wrong’d thee.

SILVTIA.

Alas! Sir, I wantno revenge ; or if I did, what
could you do againft a man fo powerful ? —the at-
tempt would prove your ruin.—Let me not {fee him
—let him not infult me with his prefence—by that
means to be fecur’d from new 1injuries, is all the
vengance I defire.

WELFORD.

He never fhall, unlefs he comes with deep re-
morfe and humble penitence to afk your pardon,
and make you reparation.

SELL G vAY
Let him not come at all. The man, who takes
advantage from a maid’s mean corndition to attempt
her virtue, can never make her reparation,
WELFORD,
I fear you hate him then.
SEl-lasVadoAT
Why fhould you fear it? You methinks fhould
with it rather. *Twas long before my heart was
taught to love him, and by the pain his cruelty
gives me I fear ’twill he much longer ere it will
learn to hate him.

D 4 WELFORD.




