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The pretty follies that themfelves commit ;
For if they could, Cupid himfelf would blufh
To fee me thus transformed to a boy.
Lor. Defcend, for you muft be my torchbearer.
J¢/- What, muft I hold a candle to my thames ?
They in themfelves good-footh are too, too light.
Why, ’tis an office of difcovery, love,
And I thould be obfcur’d.
Lor. So are you, {weet,
Ev'n in the lovely garnifth of a boy.
But come at once —
For the clofe night doth play the runaway,
And we are ftay’d for at Baffanio’s feaft.
Fe/. 1 will make faft the doors, and gild: myfelf
With {ome more ducats, and:be with: you ftraight:
Gra. Now, by my hood, a gentile,. and no Few.
Lor. Bethrew me, but I love her heartily,
For fhe is wife, if I:can judge of: her;
And fair, fhe:ds, ifthatrmine-eyes:be true; .
And true fhe is, as fhe hathyprov’d: herfelf ;
And therefore; like herfelfy. wife;. fair; anditrue,
Shall fhe be placed:in:my conftant-{oul.

Reenter Je‘fﬁca.

What, art thou come?:on;. gentlemeny away’;:
Our mafking mates by this time for us ftay. [ Ewzz, with Jeflica.

Enter - Anthonios

Anth. Who'’s there ?

Gra. Signior Anthonio !

Anth. Fie, Gratiano, where are-all the-reft?
"Tis nine o’clock ; our friends alluftay for you «
I have fent twenty: out to. feek:for you:

No maik to-night, the wind:is:come abouty .
BafJanio prefently will.go aboard.

Gra. I'm glad on’t, I defire:no more delight:

Than to be under fail, and gone:to-night. [ Exeunt::
: SCENE



