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Boyer. She hears herfelf.

Rof. How many weary fteps
Of many weary miles you have o’ergone
Are number’d in the travel of one mile ?

Biron. We number nothing that we {pend for you ;
Our duty is fo rich, fo infinite,

That we may do it ftill without accompt.
Vouch{afe to thow the funfhine of your face,
That we, like favages, may worthip it.

Rof. My face is but a moon, and clouded too.

King. Blefled are clouds, to do as fuch clouds do.
Vouchfafe, bright moon, and thefe thy ftars, to fhine
(Thofe clouds remov’d) upon our watery eyne.

Ro/. O vain petitioner, beg a greater matter;

Thou now requeft’ft but moonthine in the water,

King. Then in our meafure vouchfafe but one change ;
Thou bid’ft me beg; this begeing is not ftrange.

Rof. Play, mufick, then ; nay, you muft do it {oon,
Not yet? no dance: thus change I like the moon.

King. Will you not dance? how come you thus eftrang’d ?

Rof. You took the moon at full, but now fhe’s chang’d.

King. Yet ftill fhe is the moon, and I the man.

The mufick plays; vouchfafe fome motion to it.

Rof. Our ears vouchfafe it.

King. But your legs thould do it.

Rof. Since you are ftrangers, and come here by chance,
We'll not be nice: take hands ; we will not dance.

King. Why take you hands then ?

Ro/. Only to part friends.

Court’{y, {weet hearts; and f{o the meafure ends.

King. More meafure of this meafure; be not nice.

Rof. We can afford no more at fuch a price.

King. Prize yourfelves then; what buys your company ?

Ro/. Your abfence only.

King. That can never be,

Ref.



