34 THE MERCHANT OF VENICE,

Were but a weak difabling of myfclf. _

As much as I deferve ? — why, that’s the lady :

I do in birth deferve her, and in fortunes,

In graces, and in qualities of breeding :

But more than thefe, in love I do deferve.

What if I ftray’d no farther, but chofe here?

Let’s fee once more this faying grav'd in gold :

Who choofeth me, [ball gain what many men defire.

Why, that’s the lady; all the world defires her :

From the four corners of the earth they come

"To kifs this thrine, this mortal breathing faint.

Th’ Hircanian deferts and the vafty wilds

Of wide Arabia are as thoroughfares now,

For princes to come view fair Portia.

The wat’ry kingdom, whofe ambitious head

Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar

To ftop the foreign {pirits ; but they come,

As o’er a brook, to {ee fair Porzia.

One of thefe three contains her heav’nly piGture.

Is’t like that lead contains her ? ’twere damnation

To think fo bafe a thought: it were too grofs

To rib her fearcloth in the obfcure grave.

Or fhall I think, in filver the’s immur’d,

Being ten times undervalu’d to try’d gold ?

O finful thought! never {o rich a gem:

Was fet in worfe than gold. They have in England

A coin that bears the figure of an angel

Stamped in gold, but that’s infculp’d «pon :

But here an angel in a golden bed

Lies all within. Deliver me the key ;

Here do I choofe, and thrive I as I may !
Por. There, take it, prince, and if my form lie there,

Then I am yours. [unlocking the golden cafket.
Mor. O hell! what have we here? a carrion death,

Within whofe empty eye there is a {croll ;

I'll read the writing :

All



