T-HE ST EMPE S E
Sings. The mafter, the [wabber, the boatfwain, and I,

The gunner, and bis mate,
Lov’'d Mal, Meg, Marrian and Margery,
But none of us car’d for Kate;
For fhe had a tongue with a tang,
Would cry to a failor, Go, hang:
She lov’d not the [avour of tar nor of pitch,
Vet a taylor might [cratch ber where-cer fbe did itch.
Then to fea, boys, and let ber go bang.
This is a {fcurvy tune too: but here’s my comfort. [ Drinks.

Cal. Do not torment me: oh!

Ste. What’s the matter ? have we devils here ? do you put
tricks upon’s with falvages, and men of Inde? ha? 1 have not
*fcap’d drowning to be afraid now of your four legs; for it hath
been faid, As proper a man as ever went on four legs cannot make
him give ground ; and it fhall be faid {o again, while Stephano
breaths at his noftrils.

Cal. The {pirit torments me: oh!

Sze. This is fome monfter of the ifle with four legs; who has
got, as I take it, an ague: where, the devil, thould he learn our
language ? I will give him fome relief, if it be but for that: if I
can recover him, and keep him tame, and get to Vaples with him,
“he’s a prefent for any emperor that ever trod on neats-leather.

; ﬁCaZ. Do not torment me, pr'ythee; I'll bring my wood home
after.

Ste. He’s in a fit now ; and does not talk after the wifeft: he
fhall tafte of my bottle. If he have never drunk wine afore, it
will go near to remove his fit: if I can recover him, and keep
him tame, I cannot afk too much for him ; he thall pay for him,
that hath him, and that {oundly.

Cal. Thou doft me yet but little hurt ; thou wilt anon; I
know it by my trembling: now Prg/per works upon me.

Ste. Come on your ways; open your mouth ; here is that
which will give language to a cat; open your mouth ; this will
fhake your fhaking, I can tell you, and that {foundly: you can-

not tell who’s your friend ; open your chaps again.

Trin..



