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Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand fhould take,
[0 the third lord.

Tll never do you wrong for your own fake:

Blefling upon your VOws | and in your bed

Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed |
Laf. Thefe boys are boys of ice, they’ll none of her: {ure,

they are baftards to the Englifb; the French ne’er got em.
Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good

[[z0 the fourth.
To make yourfelf a fon out of my blood.
4 Lord. Fair one, I think not fo.
Pur. There’s one grape yet, I am fure, thy father drunk wine.
Laf. But if thou be'ft not an afs, I am a youth of fourteen:
I have known thee already.
Hel. 1 dare not fay I take you, but I give

Me and my fervice, ever whilft I live,

Into your guiding power: this is the man. [#0 Bertram.
King. Why then, young Bertram, take her, fhe’s thy wife.
Ber. My wife, my liege? I fhall befeech your highnefs,

In fuch a bufinefs give me leave to ufe

The help of mine own eyes.

King, Know'{t thou not, Bertram,

What {he hath done for me?

Ber. Yes, my good lord,

But never hope to know why I thould marry her.

King. Thou know'ft, fhe rais’d me from my fickly bed.
Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down

Muft anfwer for your raifing? 1 know her well :

She had her breeding at my father’s charge :

A poor phyfician’s daughter : {he my-wifel

Difdain rather corrupt me ever | :

King. *Tis

But title thou difdain’ft in her; the which

I can build up: firange is it that our bloods

Of colour, weight, and heat, pour’d all together,

Would quite confound diftin&ion, yet ftand off
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