I bade you never {peak again of him,

But, would you undertake another {uit,

I’d rather hear you to {olicit that

‘Than mufick from the {pheres.

Vio. O deareft lady, —
O/i. Give me leave, I befeech you: I did fend,

After the laft enchantment (you did hear)

A ring in chafe of you: {o did I abufe

Myfelf, my fervant, and, I fear me, you:

Under your hard conftru&ion muft I {it,

To force that on you in a fhameful cunning,

Which you knew none of yours. What might you think ?

Have you not {et mine honour at the ftake,

And baited it with all th’ unmuzzled thoughts

That tyrannous heart can think ? to your receiving

Enough is thown ; a cyprefs, not a bofom,

Hides my poor heart. So let us hear you {peak,

V0. 1 pity you,
O/i. That’s a degree to love.
Vio. No not a grice: for ’tis a vulgar proof

That very oft we pity enemies.

O/i. Why then, methinks, tis time to {mile again :

O world, how apt the poor are to be proud !

If one fthould be a prey, how much the better

To fall before the lion, than the wolf!

The clock upbraids me with the wafte of time.

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you;

And yet when wit.and youth are come to harveft,

Your wife is like to reap a proper man :

There lies your way, due weft.

Vio. Then weftward hoe !

Grace and good difpofition attend you !

You'll nothing, madam, to my lord by me?
Oli. Stay: pr'ythee, tell me, what thou think’ft of me?
Vio. That you do think, you are not what you are.
O/. 1f 1 think fo, I think the fame of you,
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