TWELFTH~NIGHT: OR WHAT YOU WILL. 447
Sir And. Excellent ! why, this is the beft fooling, when all

is done. Now a fong.

8 To. Come on ; there is fix pence for you: let’s have a fong.
Sir And. There’s a teftril of me too ; if one kinght give a—
Clo. Would you have a lovelong, or a fong of good life ?

Sir To. A lovefong, a lovelong. _

Sir And. Ay, ay; 1 care not for good life.

Clown fings.

O miftrefs mine, where are you roaming 2

0, Jlay and hear 5 your true love's coming,
That can fing both bigh and low.

Trip no furthers pretty fweeting

Sourneys end in lovers’ meeting,

Every wife man’s fon doth know.

Sir And. Excellent good, ’faith !
Sir To. Good, good.

Clo. What is love? ’tis not bereafter :
Prefent mirth hath prefent laughter :
What's to come, is fHill unfure.
In delay there lies no plenty,
Then come kifs me, [weet, and twenty :
Youth’s a Jruff will not endure.

Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am a true knight.

Sir To. A contagious breath.

Sir And. Very {weet and contagious, i’faith.

Sir To. To hear by the nofe, it is dulcet in contagion. But {hall

we make the welkin dance indeed ? fhall we roufe the night-owl
in a catch, that will draw three fouls out of one weaver? fhall

we do that ?

Sir And. An you love me let’s do't: Tam a dog at a catch,
Clo. By’r lady, fir, and fome dogs will catch well.

Sir And. Moft certain : let our catch be, Thou knave. -
lo.




