OF VERONA.

Expe@s my coming, there to {ee me fhipp’d.
Pro. And thither will I bring thee, ¥ alentine.
Val. Sweet Protheus, no: now let us take our leave,
At Milan let me hear from thee by letters
Of thy fuccefs in love ; and what news elfe
Betideth here in abfence of thy friend :
And I likewife will vifit thee with mine.
Pro. All happinefs bechance to thee in Milan !
Val. As much to you at home! and fo, farewel! [ Exit.
Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love;
He leaves his friends to dignify them more;
I leave myfelf, my friends, and all for love.
Thou,  Fulia, thou haft metamorphos’d me
Made me negle& my ftudies, lofe my time,
War with good counfel, fet the world at nought;
Made wit with mufing weak, heart fick with thought.

SuEe BN BT,
Enter Speed.

Speed. Sir Protheus, fave you! faw you, fir, my mafter?
Pro. But now he parted hence t' embark for Milan.
| Speed. Twenty to one then he is thipp’d already.
| ' And I have play’d the fheep in lofing him.
| Pro. Indeed, a fheep doth very often ftray,
An if the fhepherd be a while away.
Speed. You conclude that my mafter is a thepherd then, and
I a theep?
Pro. 1 do. : '
Speed. Why then my horns are his horns, whether I wake or
{leep. :
}}’)ro. A filly anfwer, and fitting well a {heep.
Speed. This proves me ftill a theep.
Pro. True; and thy mafter a thepherd.
Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circumf{tance.

Pro. It fhall go hard but I'll prove it by another.
T 2 Speed.




