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Lye tumbling in my bare-foot-way, and mount
Their pricks at my foot-fall ; {ometime am I

All wound with adders, who with cloven tongues
Do hifs me into madnefs. Lo! new! lo!

Enter Trinculo.

Here comes a {p’rit of his now to torment me,

- For bringing wood in flowly. T’ll fall flat;

Perchance, he will not mind me.

Zrin. Here's neither bufh nor thrub to bear off any weather at
all, and another ftorm brewing; I hear it fing i’ th’ wind: yond
{fame black cloud, yond huge one, looks like a foul bombard that
would fhed his liquor. If it fhould thunder as it did before, I
know not where to hide my head : yond fame cloud cannot chufe
but fall by pailfuls—What have we here? a man or a fith? dead
or alive? a fith; he fmells like a fith: a very ancient and fith-
like fmell. A kind of, not of the neweft, Poor-Fobn: a ftrange
fith | Were I in England now, as once I was, and had but this
fith painted, not an holyday-fool there but would give a piece of
filver. There would this monfter make a man; any ftrange beaft
there makes a man: when they will not give a doit to relieve a
lame beggar, they will lay out ten to fee a dead Iudian. Legg’d
like a man! and his fins like arms ! Warm, o’ my troth ! I do
now let loofe my opinion, hold it no longer ; this is no fith, but
an iflander that hath lately fuffer’d by a thunder-bolt. Alas! the
ftorm is come again. My beft way is to creep under his gabar-
dine : there is no other thelter hereabout; mifery acquaints a man
with ftrange bed-fellows: I will here fhrowd till the dregs of
the ftorm be paft.
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Enter Stephano finging.
Ste. [ fball no more to fea, to fea, here [fball I die a-fhore.

"This is a very {curvy tune to {ing at a man’s funeral : well, here’s
my comfort. [ Drinks.
Sings.




