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Is of that nature, as to your huge ftore
Wilfe things feem foolifh, and rich things but poor.
Rof. This proves you wife, and rich; for in my eye —
Biron. 1 am a fool, and full of poverty.
Ro/. But that you take what doth to you belong,
It were a fault to faatch words from my tongue.
Biron. O, I am yours, and all that I pofiefs.
Rof. All the fool mine ?
Biron. 1 cannot give you lefs,
Rof. Which of the vifors was it that you wore ?
Biron. Where ? when ? what vifor ? why demand you this?
Ro/. There, then, that vifor; that {fuperfluous cafe,
That hid the worfe, and {how’d the better face.
King. We are defcried ; they’ll mock ws now downright,
Dum. Let us confefs, and turn it to a jeft.
Prin. Amaz’d, my lord ? why looks your highnefs fad ?
Rof. Help! hold his brows 1 he’l] {woon | why look you pale?
Seafick, I think, coming from Mufcovy.
- Biron. Thus pour the ftars down plagues for perjury.
Can any face of brafs hold longer out ?
Here ftand I, lady ; dart thy fkill at me,
Bruife me with {corn, confound me with a flout,
Thruft thy fharp wit quite‘through my ignorance,
Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit ;
And I will with thee never more to dance,
Nor never more in Ruffian habit wait.
O ! never will I truft to {peeches pen’d,
Nor to the motionof a fchoolboy’s tongue,
Nor never come in 'vifor to my friend,
Nor woo in rhyme like a blind harper’s {ong ;
Taffata phrafes, filken terms precife,
Three-pil’d hyperboles, fpruce affe@ation,
Figures pedantical ; ‘thefe fummer flies
Have blown me full of maggot oftentation.

Ido



