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How much unlike my hopes and my defervings ?
Who choofeth me, [hall have as much as he deferves.
Did I deferve no more than a fool’s head ?
Is that my prize? are my deferts no better ?

Por. To offend and judge are diftiné ofhces,
And of oppofed natures.

Ar. What is here?

The fire [ev'n times tried this,
Seven times try’d that judgment is
That did never choofe amifs.

Some there be that [hadows kifs,
Such have but a [hadows blifs :
There be fools alive, I wis,
Silver’d o’ery and [o was this :
Take what wife you will to bed,

I will ever be your head :

So be gone, firy you are Jped.

Ayr. Still more fool I fhall appear
By the time I linger here:
With one fool’s head I came to woo,
But I go away with two.
Sweet, adieu! I'll keep my oath,

Patiently to bear my wrath. [ Exit.
 Por. Thus hath the candle fing’d the moth.
O thefe deliberate fools! when they do choofe,
They have the wifdom by their wit to lofe.

MNer. The ancient faying is no herefy :
Hanging and wiving go by deftiny.

Por. Come, draw the curtain, WNerifla.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Where is my lady ?

Por. Here, what would my lord?

Seru. Madam, there is alighted at your gate
A young Penetian, one that comes before




