412 ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.

The main confents are had ; and here we’ll ftay
To {ee our widower’s {econd marriage-day :

Count. Which better than the firft, o dear heav’n, blefs!
Or, ere they meet, in me, o nature, ceafe |

Laf. Come on, my fon, in whom my houfe’s name
Muft be digefted : give a favour from you
To {parkle in the {pirits of my daughter,
That fhe may quickly come. By my old beard,

[ Ber. gives a ring,

And ev’ry hair that’s on’t, Helen that’s dead
Was a {weet creature: fuch a ring as this,
The laft time €’er fhe took her leave at court,
I faw upon her finger.

Ber. Hers it was not.

King. Now, pray you, let me fee it; for mine eye,
While I was {peaking, oft was faften’d to’t:
‘This ring was mine ; and when I gave it Heler,
I bad her, if her fortunes ever ftood
Neceflited to help, that by this token
I would relieve her: had you that craft to’reave her
Of what fhould ftead her moft ?

Ber. My gracious fovereign,
Howe’er it pleafes you to take it fo,
The ring was never hers.

Count. Son, on my life,
I’ve {een her wear it; and fhe reckon’d it
At her life’s rate.

af. I'm {ure, I faw her wear it.

Ber. You are deceiv’d, my lord, fhe never faw it;
In Florence was it from a cafement thrown me,
Wrap’d in a paper, which contain’d the name
Of her that threw it: noble fthe was, and thought
I ftood ungag’d; but when I had fubferib’d
To mine own fortune, and inform’d her fully
I could not anfwer in that courfe of honour
As fhe had made the overture, the ceas’d




