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SC EXNE"“VIIL

‘Belmont.

Enter Portia with Morochius, aznd both their trains.

Por. O, draw afide the curtains, and difcover
The {ev’'ral cafkets to this noble prince.
Now make your choice. [three cafkets are difcovered.

Mor. The firft of gold, which this infcription bears :
Who choofeth me, fball gain what many men defire.
The fecond filver, which this promife carries:

Who choofeth me, [hall ger as much as he deferves.
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt:
Who choofeth me, muft give and hazard all he hath.
How {hall I know if I do choofe the right?

Por. The one of them contains my picture, prince;
If you choofe that, then am I yours withal.

Mor. Some god dire& my judgment ! let me fee,
I will furvey th’ inferiptions back again ;

What fays this leaden cafket?

Who choofeth me, muft give and hazard all he ba#h.
Muft give, for what? for lead ? hazard for lead ?
This catket threatens. Men, that hazard all,

Do it in hope of fair advantages :

A golden mind ftoops net to {hows of drofs,

'l then not give nor hazard ought for lead.
What fays the filver with her virgin hue?

Who choofeth me, [ball get as much as he deferves.
As much as he deferves? paufe there, Morochius,
And weigh thy value with an even hand :

If thou be’ft rated by thy eftimation,

Thou doft deferve enough, and yet enough

May not extend fo far as to the lady;

And yet to be afraid of my deferving,
Voui. IL B o




