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Bot. 1 cry your worthip’s mercy, heartily; I befeech, your
worfhip’s name.

Cob. Cobweb.

Boz. 1 fhall defire of you more acquaintance, good mafter
Cobweb 5 if 1 cut my finger, I fhall make bold with you. Your
name, honeft gentleman ? '

Peafe. Peafebloffom.

Boz. 1 pray you, commend me to miftrefs Sgua/b your mother,
and to mafter Peafecod your father. Good mafter Peafeblofforn, 1
{hall defire of you more acquaintance too. Your name, I befeech
you, fir?

Mrf. Muftardfeed.

Bot. Good mafter Muflardfeed, 1 know your parentage well :
that fame cowardly, ‘giant-like, ox-beef hath devour’d many a
gentleman of your houfe. I promifle you, your kindred hath
made my eyes water ere now. I defire more of your acquaintance,
good malfter Muftardfeed. o

Queen. Come, wait upon him, lead him to my bower.

The moon, methinks, looks with a watry eye,

And when the weeps, weeps ev’ry little flower

Lamenting fome enforced chattity.

Tie up my love’s tongue, bring him filently. [ Exeun.

SCENE 1TV,

Enter king of fairies folus,
0b. Wonder if Z7zania be awak’d :

Then, what it was that next came in her-eye,
Which fhe muft dote on in extremity.

Enter Puck.

Here comes my meflfenger: how now, mad {prite!
What night-rule now about this haunted grove ?



