OF VERONA.

Moift it again, and frame fome fecling line
That may difcover fuch integrity :
For Orpheus’ lute was ftrung with poets finews,
Whofe golden touch could {often fteel and ftones,
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans
Forfake unfounded deeps, and dance on fands.
After your dire-lamenting elegies,
Vifit by night your lady’s chamber-window
With {ome fweet concert: to their inftruments
Tune a deploring dump ; the night’s dead filence
Will well become fuch fweet complaining grievance.
This, or elfe nothing, will inherit her.
Duke. This difcipline thows thou haft been in love.
Zhu. And thy advice this night I'll put in practice ;
Therefore, {weet Protheus, my direction-giver,
Let us into the city prefently »
To fort fome gentlemen well fkill’d in mufick ;
I have a fonnet that will {ferve the turn
To give the onfet to thy good advice.
Duke. About it, gentlemen.
Pro. We'll wait upon your grace ’till after {upper,
And afterwards determine our proceedings.
Duke. Ev'n now about it. I will pardon you. [ Exeunt.

A€ IV SCENE L -
A foreft. |
Enter certain out-laws.

1 Our-1LAaw.

ELLOWS, ftand faft: I fee a paflenger.
2 Out. If there be ten, fhrink not, but down with ’em.
Enter Valentine and Speed.

3-Out. Stand, fir, and throw us what you have about you ;
if not, we’ll make you, fir, and rifle you.
Speed.




