TWELFTH-NIGHT : OR, WHAT YOU WILL: 473

8ir To. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace, that is not the way: do you
not fee you move him ? let me alone with him.
Fub. Noway but gentlenefs, gently, gently; the fiend is rough,
and will not be roughly us’d.
Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock ? how doft thou, chuck ?
Mal. Sir?
Sir To. Ay, biddy, come with me. What, man, ’tis not for
gravity to play at cherry-pit with fatan : hang him, foul collier.
Mar. Get him to fay his prayers, good {ir Zoby, get him to
ray.
: ]}lflal. My prayers, minx ! _
Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of godlinefs.
Mal. Go, hang yourfelves all: you are idle {hallow things; I
am not of your element; you {hall know more hereafter. [Exiz.
Sir To. Is’t poflible ? _
Fab. If this were play’d upon a ftage now, 1 could condemn
it as an improbable fition.
Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infe&tion of the device,

man.
Mar. Nay, purfue him now, left the device take air, and taint.

Fzb. Why, we fhall make him mad indeed.

Mar. The houfe will be the quieter.
Sir To. Come, we’ll have him in a dark room, and bound. My

niece is already in the belief that he’s mad ; we may carry it thus
for our pleafure and his penance, till our very paftime, tired out
of breath, prompt us to have mercy on him; at which time we
will bring the device to the bar, and crown thee for a finder of

madmen : but fee, but fee.

SSGE NE =X,
Enter fir Andrew.:

Fab, More matter for a may morning,.
Sir And. Here’s the challenge, read it: I warrant, there’s

vinegar and pepper in’t.
Fab. 1Is’'t {o faucy ?

Vor. II. Ooo Sir And.
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