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Gent. This I'll do for you.
Hel. And you fhall find yourfelf to be well thank’d,

Whate’er falls more.  We mutft to horfe again,
Go, go, provide. [ Exeun,
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Roufillon.

: Enter Clown, and Parolles.
Par. OOD Mr. Levarch, give my lord Lafex this letter: |

have ere now, fir, been better known to you, when I
have held familiarity with frefher cloths; but I am now, fir,
muddied in fortune’s moat, and {mell {fomewhat ftrong of her
ftrong difpleafure.

Clo. Truly, fortune’s difpleafure is but {luttith, if it fmell fo
ftrongly as thou f{peak’ft of: I will henceforth eat no fith of
fortune’s butt’ring. Prythee, allow the wind.

Par. Nay, you need not to ftop your nofe, fir; I {pake but
by a metaphor.

Clo. Indeed, fir, if your metaphor flink, I will ftop my nofe
againft any man’s metaphor. Pr'ythee, get thee further.

Par. Pray you, f{ir, deliver me this paper.

Clo. Foh! pr’ythee, ftand away; a paper from fortune’s
clofeftool, to give to a nobleman ! look, here he comes himfelf.

Enter Lafeu.

Clo. Here is a pur of fortune’s, fir, or of fortune’s cat, (but not
a mufkcat;) that hath fall’'n into the unclean fithpond of her
difpleafure, and, as he fays, is muddied withal. Pray you, fir, ufe
the carp as you may, for he looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious,
foolifh, rafcally knave. I do pity his diftrefs in my fimiles of
comfort, and leave him to your lordfhip.

Par. My lord, Iam a man whom fortune hath cruelly fcratch’d.

Laf. And what would you have me to do? ’tis too late to
pare her nails now. Wherein have you play’d the knave with
fortune,




