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AIR XXXVIII. (Onyonder high Mountain, )

firl laaw of ;w’z/, 3

Shall man L/u lefs than th

Sir John, I have a daughter.
SIR JOHN.
You have, a fairone.
WeE L-F-0:R:D.
True, fhe is fair, but her beauty is her leaft per-
fection.
SIR JOHN.
In the bloom of youtl
dence, and modefty, b
in the molt venerable ol

fhe 1 nmn wifdom, pru-

ond what I have obferv’d
d age.

WELFORD.

And to crown ﬂ, an i ible n'ntuc, that fets
heras much above te 1 from flattery, wealth,
Or power, as they are beneath her true value. .

S IR ] OH N.
She is, indeed, the phcenix of her fex.
WELFORD.

’T's no bfmmxw Dutm(‘odl truthin a father to
fay fhe is. - Then where is your judgment, or gra-
ticude ? have I not mtr’lr d you to m: Ny rrmtlemcn
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