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Thus doft thou hear the Newmean lion roar

‘Gainft thee, thou lamb, that ftandeft as his prey s
Submiflive fall his princely feet before,

And he from forage will incline to play.
But if thou ftrive, poor foul, what art thou then ?.
Food for his rage, repafture for his den.

Prin. What plume of feathers is he that endited this letter ?
What vane? what weathercock ? did you ever hear better ?
Boyer. 1 am much deceived, but I remember the ftyle. .
Prin. Elfe your mémory is bad, going o’er it erewhile.
Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here in court,
A phantafm, a mammiccio, and one that makes {port
To the prince and his book-mates.
Prin. Thou fellow, a word :
Who gave thee this letter ?
Coft. I told you, my lord,
Prin. To whom fhould’ft thou give it?
Coft. From my lord to my lady.
Prin. From which lord to which lady ?

Coft. From my lord Berown, a good mafter of mine,
To a lady of France that he call'd Rofaline. :

Prin. Thou haft miftaken his letter. Come, lords, away.
Here, {weet, put up this, ’twill be thine another day.* [Execunt.

* ~--== another day.
Boyet. Who is the fhooter ! who is the fhooter ?
Rof. Shall I teach you to know ? :
Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty.
Rof. Why, fhe that bears the bow. Finely put off.
Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns; but; if thou marry,
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year mifcarry.
Finely put on.
Rofs Well then, I am the thooter.
Boyet. And who is your deer ?
Rof. If we choofe by horns, yourfelf; come not near.
Finely put on, indeed.
Mar. You fill wrangle with her, Boyet, and fhe ftrikes at the brow.
Boyet. But fhe herfelf is hit lower.. Have I hit her now ?
Rof. Shail I come upon thee with an old faying, that was a man when king Pippin of France
was a little boy, as touching the hit it ?
Goyet. So 1 may anfwer thee with one as old, that was a woman when queen Guinover of.
Britain was a little wench, as touching the hit it,
Rof: Thou can’ft not hit it, hit it, hit it,
Thou cap’tt not hit it, my good man.

Boyet,



