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Mal. Come, fir, you peevifhly threw it to her; and her will
is, it thould Le {o return’d: if it be worth ftooping for, there 1t
Jies in your €y€5 if not, be it his that finds it. [ Ewit.

Vio. None of my lord’s 7178 2 why, he fent her none; :

I left no ring with her : what means this lady ?
Fortune forbid, my outfide fhould have charm’d her!
ghe made good view of me; indeed, fo-much,
That, f{ure, methought, her eyes did let her tongue;
For fhe did fpeak in ftarts diftracedly :
She loves me, fure; the cunning of her paffion
Invites me in this churlith mefifenger. :

I thould be man, if it be {o: as’tis,

Poor lady, fhe were better love a dream.

Difguife! 1 {ee, thou art a wickednefs,

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much.

How eafy is ity for the proper falfe

In women’s waxen hearts to fet their forms!

Alas, our frailty is the caufe, not we;

For, fuch as we are made, ev’'n fuch we be.

How will this fadge? my mafter loves her dearly ;
And I, poor minifier, fond as much on him;
And fhe, miftaken, {eems to dote on me:

What will become of this? as I am man,

My flate 1s defperate for my mafter’s love;

As I am woman, NOW, alas the day !

What thriftlefs fighs {hall poor Olivia breathe !

te)
O time, thou muft untangle this, not I;
[ Exit.

It is too hard a knot for me t'unty.




