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Coftive and Goody Gabble, to come to you, that
we might have the pleafure of feeing Mrs. Silvia.
WELFORD.
’Tis kindly done of you; there is my daugh-
ter ; I’ll Jeave you with her, and go and bid your
friends welcome.—You may follow at your leifure.

S CENE I

SILVIA, GOODY BUSY, GOODY
COSTIVE, &c.

G =B §7 Y-

Do fo, do fo ; T muft have a little talk with her.
It is fome years ago fince I faw her,—never fince
fhe was chriftened, as I remember. It isa great
way, and I (heaven help me) grow old, I don’t
ufe to be fo {paring of my vifits elfe. Doft not
know me, pretty one ?

SILVTIA.

I don’t remember to have feen you before ; but
as my father’s friend, I am pleafed to have the op-
portunity to know you now.

G. BUSY. :

Pretty fweetnefs ! thou’rt grown out of my know-
ledge too, to be fure; but we have been better ac-
quainted ; I was thy mother’s midwife. —Let me
fee—you will be eighteen come the time, and not
married yet! now out upon thy father, for a
naughty man ! it muft have been his fault, for you
are {o pretty, that you muft have had offers enow.

ST LYV I A
It is foon enough to know care and trouble.
F 2 G, Busy.




