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enough in thy ink, though thou write it with a goofe-pen, no
matter : about it.
Sir And, Where fhall I find you?

Sir To. We'll call thee at thy cubiculo : go. '
: [Exit fir Andrew.

8-€ EENE: V.

Fb. This is a dear manakin to you, fir Zoby.
%+ T5. 1 have been dear to him, lad, fome two thoufand

ftrong, or fo.
Fah. We thall have a rare letter from him; but you’ll not

deliver’t.
S5 Tp. Never truft me then ; and by all means ftir on the
outh to an anfiwer. I think, oxen and wainropes cannot hale
them together. For Andrew, if he were open’d, and you find fo
much blood in his liver as will clog the foot of a flea, I'll eat the

reft of th’ anatomy.
Fab. And his oppofite, the youth, bears in his vifage no great

prefage of cruelty.
Enter Maria.

Sir To. Look, where the youngeft wren® of nine comes.

Mar. If you defire the {pleen, and will laugh yourfelves into
flitches, follow me: yond gull Mualvolio is turned heathen, a very
renegado; for there is no chriftian, that means to be {fav’d by

believing rightly, can ever believe fuch impofiible paffages of

grofinefs. He’s in yellow ftockings.

SirTo. And crofs—garter’d?
Mar. Moft villanouily ;- like a pedant that keeps a {chool i'th’

church. I have dogg’d him like his murderer : he does obey
every point of the letter that I drop’d to betray him; he does
{mile his face into more lines than is in the new map, with the
augmentation of the Indies; you have not feen fuch a thing as
2 The wren is remarkable for laying many eggs at a time, nine or ten and fometimes more : and as Jbe
pofed to be little indeed, which is the image

is the fmallef of birds, the laft of Jo large a brood may be fupf
intended here to be given of Maria.
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