548 +HE WINTERS TALLE,

SCENE VIL
Enter an old Shepherd.

Shep. I would there were no age between thirteen and three
and twenty, or that youth would fleep out the reft: for there is
nothing in the between but getting wenches with child,wronging
the ancientry, ftealing, fighting — hark you now ! — would any
but thefe boil’d brains of nineteen and two and twenty hunt this
weather ? they have fcar’d away two of my beft theep ; which,
I fear, the wolf will fooner find than the mafter: if any where I
have them, ’tis by the feafide, browfing of ivy. Good luck, an’t
be thy will| what have we here? [zaking up the child.] Mercy
on’s, a bearne | a very pretty bearne: a boy or a child, I wonder!
a pretty one; a very pretty one: fure, fome ’fcape: though I
am not bookith, yet I can read waiting-gentlewoman in - the
fcape. This has been fome ftair-work, fome trunk-work, fome
behind-door-work : they were warmer that got this, than the
poor thing is here. T'll take it up for pity; yet I'll tarry till my
fon come: he hollow’d but even now. Whoa, ho-hoa!

Enter Clown.

Cl. Hilloa, loa!

Shep. What, art {fo near ? if thou’lt fee a thing to talk on when
thou art dead and rotten, come hither. What ail’ft thou, man?

Clo. 1 have feen two fuch fights, by {fea and by land ; but I
am not to fay, it is a fea, for it is now the fky; betwixt the
firmament and it you cannot thruft a bodkin’s point.

Shep. Why, boy, how is it? j

Clo. 1 would you did but fee how it chafes, how it rages, how
it rakes up the fhore! but that’s not to the point; o, the moft
piteous cry of the poor fouls! fometimes to fee ’em, and not to
{fee ’em: now the fhip boring the moon with her mainmaft, and
anon {wallow’d with yeft and froth, as you’d thruft a cork into a
hogthead. And then the land-fight, to {ee how the bear tore
out his fhoulder-bone, how he cry’d to me for help, and faid, his
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