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AGCT - 1I. SCENE [

SCENE C/Jcmges to Milan.

Enter Valentine and Speed.

SPEED.
IR, your glove.
Val. Not mine ; my gloves are on.

Speed. Why then this may be yours, for this is but one.

Val. Ha? let me fee: ay, give it me, it’s mine:
Sweet ornament that decks a thing divine!
Ah Silvia, Silvia!l

Speed. Madam Silvia ! madam Silvia !

Val. How now, firrah?

Speed. She is not within hearing, fir.

Val. Why, fir, who bad you call her?

Speed. Your worthip, fir, or elfe I miftook.

Val. Well, you’ll fiill be too forward.

Speed. And yet I was laft chidden for being too {low.

Val. Go to, fir; tell me, do you know madam Sikvig @

Speed. She that your worfhip loves ?

Val. Why, how know you that I am in love?

* Speed. Marry, by thefe {pecial marks: firft, you have learn’d,
like fir Protheus, to wreath your arms like a male-content; to
relith a love-fong like a 70bin-red-breaft 5 to walk alone like one
that had the peftilence; to figh like a fchool-boy that had loft his
ABC; to weep like a young wench that had loft her grandam ;
to faft like one that takes diet ; to watch like one that fears rob-
bing ; to fpeak puling, like a beggar at hollowmafs. You were
wont, when you laugh’d; to crow like a cock ; when you walk’d,
to Walk like one of the hons ; when you fafted, it was plcfently
after dinner ; when you look’d fadly, it was for want of t vnoneyd
an




