560 THE WINTERS TALE.

Cam. 1 thould leave grazing, were I of your flock,
And only live by gazing.

Per. Out, alas!
You’d be {o lean, that blafts of january
Would blow you through and through. — Now, faireft friend,
I would I had fome flowers o’th’{pring, that might
Become your time of day ; and yours, and yours,
That wear upon your virgin branches yet
Your maidenheads growing. O Proferpina,
For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou let’ft fall
From Dis’s wagon | early daffodils, -
That come before the {fwallow dares, and take
The winds of march with beauty ; violets dim,
But fweeter than the lids of Funo’s eyes,
Or Cytherea’s breath ; pale primrofes,
That die unmarried, ere they can behold
Bright Phebus in his firength, a malady
Moft incident to maids; gold oxlips, and
The crown-imperial ; lilies of all kinds,
The flower-de-luce being one. O, thefe I lack
To make you garlands of, and my fweet friend
To ftrow him o’er and o’er.

Flo. What, like a corfe?

Per. No, like a bank, for love to lie and play on;
Not like a corfe: or if, not to be buried,
But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your flowers :
Methinks, I play as I have feen them do
In whitfund’ paftorals : fure, this robe of mine
Does change my difpofition.

Flo. What you do,
Still betters what is done. When you {peak, {weet,
I’d have you do it ever ; when you {ing,
I'd have you buy and {ell fo; fo give alms;
Pray fo; and for the ord’ring your affairs,
To fing them too: when you do dance, I wifh you
A wave o'th’{ea, that you might ever do

Nothing



