TH-E STEMPEST,

S¢s. What a ftrange drowfinefs poflefles them ?

Ant. It is the quality o’ th’ climate.

Seb. Why
Doth it not then our eye-lids fink ? I find not
Myfelf difpos’d to {leep.

Apnt. Nor I, my {pirits are nimble:

They fell together all as by confent ;

They dropt as by a thunder-ftroke. What might ?
Worthy Sebaftian— O, what might ? — no more.
And yet, methinks, I fee it in thy face,

What thou fhould’ft be: th’ occafion fpeaks. thee, and
My {trong imagination fees a crown

Dropping upon thy head.

Seb. What, art thou waking ?

Ant. Do you not hear me {peak 2

Seb. 1 do; and, furely,

It is a fleepy language, and thou fpeak’ft

Out of thy fleep: what is it thou didft fay ?

This is a ftrange repofe, to be aflecp

With eyes wide open : ftanding, {peaking, moving 3
And yet {o faft afleep. ’

Ant. Noble Sebaftian,

Thou let'ft thy fortune fleep; die rather: wink’ft
Whilft thou art waking.

Seb. Thou doft fnore diftinétly
There’s meaning in thy {nores.

Ant. 1 am more ferious than my cuftom. You
Mutt be fo, if you heed me; which to do,
Troubles thee not.

Seb. Well: T am ftanding water.

Ant. Tl teach you how to flow.

Se¢b. Do {o: to ebb
Hereditary {loth inftructs me.

Ant. O,

If you but knew how you the purpofe cherifh,.
Whilft thus you mock it ;. how in ftripping it
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