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prove thofe verfes to be very unlearned, neither favouring of poetry,
wit, or invention. I befeech your fociety.

NVath. And thank you too: for {ociety, faith the text, is the
happinefs of life.

Hol. And, certes, the text moft infallibly concludes it. Sir, [20
Dull.] I do invite you too; you fhall not fay me nay: pauca
verba. Away; the gentles are at their game, and we will to our
recreation. [ Exeunt,

SCENE 1V.

Enter Biron with a paper in his hand, alone.

Biron. The king is hunting the deer; I am courfing myfelf,
"They have pitch’d a toil, Iam toiling in pitch; pitch, that defiles;
defile, a foul'word : well, fit thee down, forrow; for fo, they fay,
the fool faid, * and fo fay I, and I the fool. Well prov’d, wit! By
the lord, this love is as mad as Ajax; it kills fheep, it kills me
I a theep, well prov’d again on my fide! I will not love ; if I do,
hang me; i’faith, I will not. O, but her eye: by this light, but
for her eye, I would not love ; yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do
nothing in the world but lie, and lie in my throat. By heaven, I
do love ; and it hath taught me to rhyme, and to be melancholy ;
and here is part of my rhyme, and here my melancholy. Well, {he
hath one o’my fonnets already; the clown bore it, the fool fent
it, and the lady hath it: fweet clown, fweeter fool, fweeteft lady !
by the world, I would not care a pin, if the other three were in.
Here comes one with a paper; god give him grace to groan !

[ be ftands afide.

Enter }Zve King.
King. Ay me! :
Biron." Shot, by heav’n! proceed, {fweet Cupid; thou haft
thump’d him with thy bird-bolt under the left pap: in faith,

{ecrets,
> See .95,




