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Sim. Anon, my lord.

Sly. Grve's fome more drink here — where's the tapfler 2 Jere,
Sim, eat fome of thefe things. '

Sim. So I do, my lord.

Sly. Here, Sim, I drink to thee.
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ACT III. SCENE 1.

Continues in Padua,
Enter Lucentio, Hortenfio, a#d Bianca.

LucenNnTioO.

IDLER, forbear; you grow too forward, fir:
Have you fo foon forgot the entertainment

Her fifter Catharine welcom’d you withal ?

Hor. But, wrangling pedant, know, this lady is
The patronefs of heavenly harmony :
Then give me leave to have prerogative ;
And when in mufick we have {pent an hour,
Your lecture fhall have leifure for as much.

Luc. Prepofterous afs! that never read fo far
To know the caufe why mufick was ordain’d :
Was it not to refreth the mind of man
After his ftudies, or his ufual pain?
Then give me leave to read philofophy,
And, while I paufe, ferve in your harmony. .

Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear thefe braves of thine.

Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong,
To ftrive for that which refteth in my choice :
I am no breeching {cholar in the {chools ;
I'll not be tied to hours, nor 'pointed times,
But learn my leffons as I pleafe myfelf :
And, to cut off all firife, here fit we down,
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