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And there is fuch confufion in my pow’rs,

As, after fome oration fairly {poke

By a beloved prince, there doth appear

Among the buzzing pleafed multitude;

Where every fomething, being blent together,
Turns to a wild of nothing, fave of joy
Exprefs’d, and not exprels’d. But when this ring
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence ;
O, then be bold to fay, Baffanio’s dead.

NVer. My lord, and lady, it is now our time,
That have ftood by, and feen our withes profper,
To cry, good joy; good joy, my lord and lady!

Gra. My lord Baffanio, and my gentle lady,

1 with you all the joy that you can wifh ;

For, I am fure, you can wifh none from *me:
And, when your honours mean to {olemnize
The bargain of your faith, I do befeech you
Ev’n at that time I may be married too.

Baff. With all my heart, {o thou canft get a wife.

Gra. 1 thank your lordfhip, you have got me one.
My eyes, my lord, can look as {wift as yours:
You faw the miftrefs, I beheld the maid;

You lov’d ; Ilov'd; for intermifiion

No more pertains to me, my lord, than you.
Your fortune ftood upon the cafket there;
And fo did mine too, as the matter falls:
For wooing here until I {weat again,

And fwearing till my very roof was dry
With oaths of love; at laft, if promife laft,
I got a promife of this fair one here

To have her love, provided that your fortune
Atchiev’d her miftrefs.

Por. Is this true, Neriffa?

' NVer. Madam, itis, foyou ftand pleas’d withal.

Bafl. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith ?

& Fhat is, diftin& from-me and my wifhes.

Vor. II. G Gra.




