SSELVET Ass O'R,

A C T b e 8sEaReN-E < T
A4 Grove.
SILVIA axp WELFORD.
A IR XLVIL (Midfumhmer Wifh.)
}'”"E N flatt'ring lovey and fern defpair,

At ance invade the virgin’s breaft,

The meeting tides 7‘a1'/£ ter 'z;W'fs ¢

The rolling florm defroys her reff.
Bright innoce ing guide,

Lead me avhere peace ferenely )ngm 3
If gloomy death ber manfions hide,

Ll feek ber there, to [(]/L’ my pains,

WELFORD.

Still fighing ! —Still in tears I—In foft and gen-
tle murmurs fll cotmplaining ! yet fhe, innocent
even in thought of any guilt, that might déferve'a
punifhment fo {evere, accufes not the h”:l\ ens, nor
me, nor him, the cruel author of her woes. No
ftorm of rage ruffiés her lovely face; no thought of
vengeance {wells. hier beating Dreﬂﬁ; virtue, love,
and ¢ grief, {o amply fill her mmd there is no room
for any ruder guc”t Never did Paﬁon in a female
breaft run with fo deep, fo ftrong, {o {mooth =
{tream.
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2CEy UNCH

STLV I'A,
My father here!
WELFORD,

Weeping, my Silvia! could’ft thou think how
deep thy forrows wound me, I know thou would’ft
endeavour to {fubdue them.

SILVIAs




