THE s«TWO “GENTILEMEN

Val. Ay, my good lord.
Duke. Then let me fee thy cloak ;
I'll get me one of fuch another length.
Val. Why, any cloak will {ferve the turn, my lord.
Duke. How fhall I fathion me to wear a cloak ?
I pray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me. [ Pulls off his cloak:
What letter is this fame? what’s here? To Silvig @
And here an engine fit for my proceeding ?

I’'ll be {o bold to break the feal for once. [ Duke 7eads.
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My thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly,
And flaves they are to me that Jend them flying :
O, could their mafter come and go-as lightly,
Himfelf would lodge where fenfelefs they are lying :
My berald thoughts in thy pure bofomn reft them,
 While 1, their king, that thither them importune,
Do curfe the grace that with Juch grace hath blef} them,
Becaufe myfelf do want my [ervants Sfortune :
I curfe myfelf, for they are fent by me,
That they Should harbour where their lord would be.

What's here ? Silvia, this night will 1 enfranchife thee :
"Tis {fo; and here’s the ladder for the purpofe.

Why, Phacton, for thou art Merops’ {on,

Wilt thou afpire to guide the heav’nly car,

And with thy daring folly burn the world ?

Wilt thou reach ftars, becaufe they thine on thee ?
Go, bafe intruder! over-weening {lave !

Beftow thy fawning {miles on equal mates,

And think my patience, more than thy defert,

Is privilege for thy departure hence :

Thank me for this, more than for all the favours
Which, all too much, I have beftow’d on thee.

But if thou linger in my territories,

Longer than {wifteft expedition

Will give thee time to leave our royal court,




