go THFE MERCHANT OF VENICE.
And the vile fqueaking of the wry-neck’d fife,

Clamber not you up to the cafements then,

Nor thruft your head into the publick ftreet,

To gaze on chriftian fools with varni{h’d faces ;

But ftop my houfe’s ears, I mean, my cafements,

Let not the found of fhallow foppery enter

My fober houfe. By Facot’s ftaft, I f{wear,

I have no mind of feafting forth to-night :

But I will go; go you before me, firrah:

Say, I will come.

Laun. Sir, I will go before.

Miftrefs, look out at a window for all this 3

There will come a chriftian by,

Will be worth a Fewefs’ eye. [ Exit Laun.
Shy. What fays that fool of Hagar’s offspring, ha ?
J¢/- His words were, farewel, miftrefs ; nothing elfe.
Shy. The patch is kind enough, but a huge feeder :

Snail-flow in profit, and he {leeps by day

More than the wild cat ; drones hive not with me ;

Therefore I part with him, and part with him

To one that I would have him help to wafte

His borrow’d purfe. Well, Jeffica, go in,

Perhaps, I will return immediately ;

Shut the doors after you; faft bind, faff find,

A proverb never ftale in thrifty mind. [Exir,
Je/. Farewel ; and if my fortune be not croft,
I have a father, you a daughter, loft. [ Exiz.

§CE-NE VIL

Enter Gratiano, and Salanio, iz mafquerade.

Gra. This is the penthoufe, under which Lorernzo defired us
to make a ftand.

Sal. His hour is almoft pait.

Gra. And it is marvel he outdwells his hour,
For lovers ever run before the clock.



