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Alon. So is the deareft of the lofs.

Gon. My lord Sebaftian,

The truth you {peak doth lack fome gentlenefs,
And th’ time you f{peak it in: you rub the fore
When you fhould bring the plaifter.

Seb. Very well.

Ans. And moft chirurgeonly.

Gon. It is foul weather in us all, good fir,

When you are cloudy.

Seb. Foul weather ?

Ant. Very foul.

Gon. Had 1 the planting of this ifle, my lord —

Ant. He'd fow’t with nettle-feed.

Seb. Or docks, or mallows.

Gon. And were the king of it, what would I do?

Seb. Scape being drunk, for want of wine.

Gon. T th’ commonwealth I would by contraries
Execute all things: for no kind of trafhick
Would I admit; no name of magiftrate ;

Letters thould not be known ; wealth, poverty,

And ufe of fervice, none; contra&, fucceflion,
Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, olives, none;
No ufe of metal, corn, or wine, or oyl;

No occupation ; all men idle, all,

And women too ; but innocent and pure:

No fov’reignty.

Seb. And yet he would be king on’t.

Anz. The latter end of his commonwealth forgets the begin-
ning.

Gon.- All things in common nature thould produce
Without {weat or endeavour. Treafon, felony,
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine
Would I not have ; but nature fhould bring forth,
Of its own kind, all foifon, all abundance
To feed my innocent people.

Seb. No marrying ‘mong his fubjeés ?

Ant,



