452 TWELFTH-NIGHT: OR, WHAT YOU WILL,

Duke. Thou doft {peak mafterly.
My life upon’t, young though thou art, thine eye
Hath ftay’d upon fome favour that it loves:
Hath it not, boy?
Vio. A little, by your favour.
Duke. What kind of woman 1s’t ?
Vio. Of your complexion.
Duke. She is not worth thee then. What years, i'faith?
Vio. About your years, my lord.
Duke. Too old, by heav’n; let ftill the woman take
An elder than herfelf, fo wears the to him ;
So {ways fhe level in her hufband’s heart.
For, boy, however we do praife ourfelves,
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm,
More longing, wavering, {ooner loft and won,
Than women’s are.
Vio. 1 think it well, my lord.
- Duke. Then let thy love be younger than thyfelf,
Or thy affe&ion cannot hold the bent:
For women are as rofes, whofe fair flower
Being once difplay’d,  doth fall that very hour.
Vio. And fo they are: alas, that they are {o,
To die, even when they to perfection grow !

Enter Curio, and Clown.

Duke. O, fellow, come, the fong we had laft night.
Mark it, Cefario; it is old and plain:
The {pinfters and the knitters in the fun,
And the free maids that weave their thread with bones,
Do ufe to chant it: it is filly {footh,
And dallies with the innocence of love,
Like the old age.

Clo. Are you ready, fir?
Dutke. 1 prythee, fing.
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