THE COMEDY OF ERRORS,

Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt,
But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt.
Come, L will faften on this fleeve of thine;
Thou art an elm, my hufband, I a vine:
Whofe weaknefs marry’d to thy ftronger ftate,
Makes me with thy ftrength to communicate ;
If ought poflefs thee from me, it is drofs,
Ufurping ivy, brier, or idle mofs,
Which all for want of pruning, with intrufion,
Infe& thy fap, and live on thy confufion.
Ant. To me fhe {peaks; fhe moves me for her theme;
What, was I marry’d to her in my dream ?
Or {leep I now, and think I hear all this?
What error drives our eyes and ears amifs ?
Until I know this fure uncertainty,
I’ll entertain the favour’d fallacy.
Luc. Dromio, go, bid the fervants {pread for dinner.*
Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool,
To put the finger in the eye, and weep,
Whilft man and mafter laugh my woes to {corn.
Come, fir, to dinner; Dromio, keep the gate;
Hufband, TI'll dine above with you to-day,
And fhrive you of a thoufand idle pranks;
Sirrah, if any afk you for your mafter,

A e fervants fpread for dinner.
8. Dro. O for my beads ! I crofs me for a finner.
"This is the fairy land: o fpite of fpites!
We talk with goblins, owls, and elvifh fprights ;
If we obey them not, this will enfue,
They’ll fuck our* breath, or pinch us black and blue.
Luc. Why prat’ft thou to thyfelf,
Dromio, thou Dromio, fnail, thou flug, thou fot?
S. Dro. I am transformed, mafter, am [ not?
Ant. 1 think, thou art in mind, and fo am I.
8. Dro. Nay, mafter, both in mind and in my fhape..
Ant. Thou haft thine own form.
S. Dro.-No; I am an ape.
Luc. If thou art chang’d to ought, ’tis to an afs.
8. Dro. ’Tis true, fhe rides me, and I long for grafss.
*T'is fo, I am an afs; elfe it could never be,
But I fhould know her as well as the knows. me..
Adr. Come, come, &c.




