OF VERONA,

Luc. A round hofe, madam, now’s not worth a pin,
Unlefs you have a cod-piece to ftick pins on.
wl. Lucetta, as thou lov’ft me, let me have
What thou think’ft meet, and is moft mannerly :
But tell me, wench, how will the world repute me
For undertaking fo unftaid a journey?
I fear me, it will make me {candaliz’d.
Luc. If you think fo, then ftay at home, and go not.
Ful. Nay, that I will not.
Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go.
If Protheus like your journey when you come,
No matter who’s difpleas’d when you are gone:
I fear me, he will {carce be pleas’d withal.
Ful. That is the leaft, Lucerta, of my fear:
A thoufand oaths, an ocean of his tears;
And inftances as infinite of love,
Warrant me welcome to my Prozheus.
Luc. All thefe are {fervants to deceitful men.
#/. Bale men, that ufe them to {o bafe effeét
But truer ftars did govern Prozheus’ birth ;
His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles,
His love fincere, his thoughts immaculate,
His tears pure meflengers fent from his heart,
His heart as far from fraud as heav’n from earth.
Luc. Pray heav’n, he prove {o when you come to him |
Ful. Now, as thou lov'ft me, do him not that wrong,
To bear a hard opinion of his truth;
Only deferve my love by loving him,
And prefently go with me to my chamber,
To take a note of what I ftand in need of,
To furnith me upon my longing journey :
All that is mine I leave at thy difpofe,
My goods, my lands, my reputation,
Only, in lieu thereof, difpatch me hence.
Come, anfwer not; but to it prefently =

I am impatient of my tarriance. [ Exeunt.
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