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To fignify th’ approaching of his lord ;
From whom he bringeth fenfible regreets :
To wit, befides commends, and courteous breath,
Gifts of rich value ; yet I have not feen
So likely an ambaffador of love.
A day in april never came fo {weet,
To thow how coftly fummer was at hand,
As this forefpurrer comes before his lord,
Por. No more, I pray thee; I am half afraid,
Thou’lt fay anon, he is fome kin to thee,
Thou {pend’ft fuch high-day wit in praifing him.
Come, come, Neriffa, for I long to fee
Quick Cupid’s poft, that comes {o mannerly.

WNer. BafJanio, lord lovel if thy will it be! [ Exeunt.
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Venice.
Enter Salanio, and Solarino.

SoLARING:

OW, what news on the Ryalro 2 ‘
5 Sal. Why, yet it lives there uncheck’d, that 4ushonio
hath a fhip of rich lading wreck’d on the narrow feas; the
Goodwins, I think, they call the place; a very dangerous flat, and
fatal, where the carcafles of many a tall fhip lie bury’d, as they
fay, if my goflip report be an honeft woman of her word.

Sola. 1 would, the were as lying a goffip in that, as ever knap’d
ginger, or made her neighbours believe the wept for the death of
a third hufband. But it is true, without any flips of prolixity, or
crofling the plain highway of talk, that the good Anrhoris, the
honeft Anthonio—o that I had a title good enough to keep his
name company !

Sal.



