26 THE MERCHANT OF VENICE.

Gra. Nay, you muft not deny me; I muft go
With you to Belmont.

Bafl. Why, then you muft: but hear thee, Gratiano,
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice,
Parts that become thee happily enough,
And in {uch eyes as ours appear not faults ;
But where thou art not known, why there they fhow
Something too liberal ; pray thee; take pain
1" allay with fome cold drops of modefty
Thy {kipping fpirit, left through thy wild behaviour
I be mifconftru’d in the place I go to,
And lofe my hopes. :

Gra. Signior Baffanio, hear me.
If I do not put on a fober habit,
Talk with refpeé, and fwear but now and then,
Wear prayerbooks in my pockets, look demurely,
Nay more, while grace is faying, hood mine eyes
Thus with mine hat, and figh, and fay, amen;
Ufe all th’ obfervance of civility,
Like one well ftudy’d in a fad oftent
"To pleafe his grandam ; never truft me more.

Baf]. Well, we fhall {ee your bearing.

Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night ; you fhall not gage me
By what we do to-night.

Baf]. No, that were pity :

I would entreat you rather to put on

Your boldeft {uit of mirth, for we have friends
That purpofe merriment: but fare you well,

I have fome bufinefs.

Gra. And I muft to Lorenzo and the reft :

But we will vifit you at {upper-time, Exeunt.
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