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Fack {hall have ill, nought fhall go:ill,
The man fhall have his mare again, and all be well, [Ewiz Puck.

[They flesp.
| ACT 1V. SCENE L
The wood.

Enter queen of fairies, Bottom, fairies attending, and. the
: king bebind them.

QUuEEN

C OME, fit thee down upon this flow’ry bed,

While I thy amiable cheeks do coy,
And ftick mufk-rofes in ‘thy {leek-fimooth’d head,

And kifs thy fair large ears, my gentle joy.

Bot. Where’s Peafeblofforn 2

Peafe. Ready.

Bot...Scratch my head, Peafeblofforn. Where's monfieur Cobwed 2

Cob. Ready. ‘

Bot. Monfieur Cobweb, good monfieur, get your weapons in

our hand, and kill me a red-hipt humble-bee on the top of a

thiftle, and, good monfieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do not
fret yourfelf too much in the a&ion, monfieur ; and, good
monfieur, have a care the honey-bag break not 3 I would be
loath to have you overflown with a honey-bag; fignior. Where’s
monfieur Muftardfeed 2

Muf. Ready. ‘

Bot. Give me thy ncaf, monfieur Muftardfeed : - pray you,
leave your courtefy, good monficur. _

Mu/. What’s your will?

Bot. Nothing, good monfieur, but to help Cavalero Cobweb to
{cratch. I muft to the barber’s, monfieur, for, methinks, I am

marvellous hairy about the face. And T am fuch a tender afs, ;S

my hair doth but tickle me, I mutft fcratch. :
Queen. What, wilt thou hear fome mufick, my fweet love?

“Vor. L. Q_ Boz.




