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And not a man of them fhall have the grace,
Defpite of fuit, to fee a lady’s face.
Hold, Rofaline; this favour thou {halt wear,
And then the king will court thee for his dear :
Hold, take thou this, my fweet, and give me thine ;
So thall Biron take me for Rofaline.
And change your favours too, {o fhall your loves
Woo contrary, deceiv’d by thefe removes.
Ry/. Come on then; wear the favours moft in fight.
Cath. But in this changing, what is your intent ?
Prin. The effe& of my intent is to crofs theirs
They do it but in mocking merriment ;
And mock for mock is only my intent.
Their feveral counfels they unbofom fhall
To loves miftook ; and fo be mock’d withal,
Upon the next occafion that we meet
With vifages difplay’d to talk and greet.
Ro/. But fhall we dance, if they defire us to’t ?
Prin. Noj; to the death we will not move a foot ;
Nor to their pen’d {peech render we no grace :
But, while ’tis {poke, each turn away her face.
Boyer. Why, that contempt will kill the fpeaker’s heart,
And quite divorce his memory from his part.
Prin. Therefore I do it ; and, I make no doubt,
The reft will ne’er come in, if he be out.
There’s no {fuch {port, as fport by fport o’erthrown ;
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own ;
So fhall we ftay, mocking intended game,

And they, well mock’d, depart away with fhame. [found.

Boyer. The trumpet founds ; be mafk’d, the mafkers come.
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Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, Dumain, azd attendants,
difguis d like Mufcovites. Moth with mufick, as Jor a mafguerade.
Moth. A/ hail the richef} beauties on the earth !

Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taffata,
Moth.



