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bottom of his fuccefs in’t, and to what metal this counterfeie
lump of oar will be melted, if you give him not Zom Dy
entertainment, * your inclining cannot be removed. Here he
comes. |

SCENE X

Enter Parolles.

1 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the humoyy
of his defign; let him fetch off his drum in any hand.

Ber. How now, monfieur? this drum fticks {orely in your
difpofition.

2 Lord. A pox on’t, let it go; ’tis but a drum.

Par. But a drum! is’t but a drum? a drum fo loft ! there
was excellent command ! to charge in with our horfe upon our
own wings, and to rend our own foldiers.

2 Lord. That was not to be blamed in the command of the
fervice; it was a difafter of war that Ce/ar himfelf could not
have prevented, if he had been there to command.

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our fuccefs: fome
difhonour we had in the lofs of that drum; but it is not to be
recover d.

Par. It might have been recover’d.

Ber. It might; but it is not now.

Par. It is to be recover’d; but that the merit of fervice is
feldom attributed to the true and exa& performer, I would have
that drum, or another, or Aic jacer.

Ber. Why, if you have a ftomach to’t, monfieur, if you
think your myftery in ftratagem can bring this inftrument of
honour again into his native quarter, be magnanimous in the
enterprize, and go on; I will grace the attempt for a worthy
exploit: if you fpeed well in it, the duke thall both {peak of it
and extend to you what further becomes his greatnefs, even to
the utmoft {yllable of your worthinefs.

* Holingfhed in bis defeription of Ireland mentions a lord mayor of Dublin /o hofpitable that bis
porter durft not give t]]t’. meaneft man that reforted to his houfe Tom Drum’s entertainment ; which is,
Jays be, to hale a man in by the head, and thruft him out by the thoulders, _P
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