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Such are your aflitions ; and they, from their
exceflive’ greatnefs, fhall, like fome dreadful vi-
fion, find their end.

SILV.IA.

Good man ! he knows notthat all has been dif-
cover’d to me already. [4fide.] Shall I deceive the
beft of fathers, and by hypocrify make that my
crime, which is but my misfortune ? No. What-
ever difcovery you make of his faults, forgive me,
if Ifay, thatI muftlove him ftill. T'rue, virtue
forbids all converfe with him, and I—obey ; his
crimes I hate ; his fall from virtue I lament; his
perfon, tho’ I never {fee, nor with to feeagain, ’tis
#ill certain I muftever, ever love.

A I R XLIX. (OneNight, when all theVillage
flept).
You happy maids, who never knew
T he pains of conftant love,
Beawarn’d by me, and never do
The ling’ring torture prove.
Wifdom, bere, brings no relief,
And refolution’s vain 3
Oppofing, we increafe our griefs
And fafter bind the chain.

SCENE-IL
GOODY BUSY, GOODY COSTIVE, &c.

G. BUSY.
A good day to you, Mr. Welford ; I have brought
with me all my neighbours, as you requefted ;
and hearing you were here, with your daughter, I

left them at your houfe, and chofe with Goody
Coftive



