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Could reach them: I have feen a *medecine

‘That’s able to breathe life into a ftone,

Quicken a rock, and make you dance canar

With {prightly fire and motion ;3 whofe fimple touch
Is powerful to raife king Pepin, nay, |

To give great Charlemmain a pen in’s hand

To write a love-line to her.

King. What her is this? ‘

Laf. Why, do&or fhe: my lord, there’s one arriv’d,
If you will fee her: now, by my faith and honour,
If ferioufly I may convey my thoughts
In this my light deliverance, I have {poke
With one, that, in her fex, her years, profeflion,
Wifdom, and conftancy, hath amaz’d me more
Than I dare blame my weaknefs: will you fee her,
For that is her demand, and know her bufinefs ?
That done, laugh well at me.

King. Now, good Lafeu,

Bring in the admiration, that we with thee
May {pend our wonder too, or .take off thine,
By wond’ring how thou took’f} it.

Laf. Nay, I'll fit you,

And not be all day neither. [ Exit Lafeu.

King. Thus he his {pecial nothings ever prologues.

Laf. [rez‘urm.] Nay, come your ways. [67inging in Helena.
King. This hafte hath wings indeed.

Laf. Nay, come your ways ;'
This is his majefty, fay your mind to him :
A traitor you do look like ; but fuch traitors
His majefty feldom fears: I'm Creffid’s uncle
That dare leave two together ; fare you well, [Exit.

* Medecine #s bere put for a {he-phyfician.
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