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Be made as {oft as yours, and let their palates

B¢ {eafon’d with fuch viands : you will anfwer,

The {laves are ours. So do I anfwer you.

The pound of flefh which I demand of him

Is dearly bought, ’tis mine, and 1 will have it.

If you deny me, fie upon your law

There is no force in the decrees of Penice :

I ftand for judgment; anfwer; {hall I have it?
Duke. Upon my pow'r I may difmifs this court,

Unlefs Bellario, a learned do&or,

Whom I have fent for to determine this,

Come here to-day.
Sal. My lord, here ftays without

A meflenger with letters from the do&or,

. New come from Padua.
Duke. Bring us the letters ; call the meflengers.
Bafl. Good cheer, Anthonio ! what, man, eourage yet!

The Few fhall have my fleth, blood, bones, and all,

Ere thou fhalt lofe for me one drop of blood. '
Anth. Iam a tainted weather’of the flock,

Meeteft for death : the weakeft kind of fruit

Drops carlieft to the ground, and {o let me.

You cannot better be employ’d, Baflanio,

Than to live ftill, and write mine epitaph.

SCENZE Il

Enter Ncriffa'drefs’d like a lawyer’s clerk.

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario 2
Ner. From both, my lord: Bellario greets your gracc.
Bajl. Why doft thou whet thy knife {o earneftly ?
[the Jew whetting his knife on the fole of bis fboe,
Shy. To cut the forfeit from that bankrupt there.]
Gra. Not on thy fole, but on thy {oul, harth Zew,
Thou mak’ft thy knife keen; for no metal can,
No not the hangman’s axe, bear half the keennefs
Vor. Il H Of




