OF VERON A.

S CE N.E; Il

Enter Hott, and Julia in boy’s cloths.

Hoff. Now, my young gueft, methinks, you’re melancholy :
I pray, what is it?

FJul. Marry, mine hoft, becaufe I cannot be merry.

Hof?. Come, we'll have you merry : T'll bring you where you [
{hall hear mufick, and fee the gentleman that you afk’d for. |

J#l. But fhall I hear him {peak ? I i

Hojt. Ay, that you fhall. il

Ful. That will be mufick. |

Hoft. Hark, hark! i

Jul. Is he among thefe ? ’

Hoft. Ay; but peace, let’s hear ’em.

S O N G. . 7
Who is Silvia? what is fhe,
That all our [fwains commend her @
Holy, fair, and wife is fbe
The heav'n fuch grace did lend her,
That [be might admired be.

Is fbe kind as fhe is fair @
For beauty lives with kindnefs.
Love doth 10 her eyes repair,
Zo help him of his blindnefs :
And being belp’d inbabits there.

Then to Silvia let us fing,
That Silvia is excelling ;
She excels each mortal thin

Upon the dull earth dwelling :

Lo her let us garlands bring.

Hoft. How now? are you fadder than you were before ?. how
do you, man? the mufick likes you not. \

Not: I Bb _7zzl.




