OF VERONA.

Speed. But fhall the marry him ?

Laun. No.

Speed. How then? fhall he marry her?

Laun. No, neither.

Speed. What, are they broken ?

Laun. No, they are both as whole as a fith,

Speed. Why then, how ftands the matter with them ?

Laun. Marry, thus; when it ftands well with him, it ftands
well with her. *

Speed. But, tell me true, will’t be a match?

Laun. Afk my dog: if he fay, ay, it will; if he fay, no, it
will ; if he fhake his tail, and fay nothing, it will.

Speed. The conclufion is then, that it will.

Laun. Thou fhalt never get fuch a fecret from me, but by
a parable.

Speed. *Tis well, that I getit{o: but, Launce, how fayﬁ
thou, that my maﬁer is become a notable loverP

Laun. I never knew him otherwife.

Speed. Than how ?

Laun. A notable lubber, as thou reporteft him to be.

Speed. Why, thou whorefon afs, thou miftak’ft me.

Laun. Why, fool, I meant not thee; I meant thy mafter.

Speed. 1 tell thee, my mafter is become a hot lover.

Laun. Why, I tell thee, I care not though he burn himfelf in
love: if thou wilt go with me to the ale-houfe, {o; if not, thou
art an Hebrew, a Jew, and not worth the name of a C’brz/z’mﬂ.

Speed. Why ?

Laun. Becaufe thou haft not fo much charity in thee as to go
to the ale-houfe with a Ghriftian : wilt thou go?

Speed. At thy fervice. [Exewzz‘.

2 —--- it ftands well with her.
Speed. What an afs art thou? I underftand thee not.
Laun. What a block art thou, that thou canft not?
My ftaff underftands me.
Speed. What thou fay’ft ?
Laun. Ay, and what I do too: look thee, I'll but lean, and my ftaff underftands me.

Speed. It ftands under thee, indeed.
Laun, Why, ftand-under, and underftand, is all one.

Speed, But tell me true, &e,
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