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E. Dro. Marry, doth it {o app
By the wrongs I fuffer, and the blows I bear? .
I thould kick being kick’d ; and, being at that pafs,

You would keep from my heels, and beware of an afs.

E. Apt. Yare {ad, fignior Balthazar. Pray god, our cheer

May anfwer my good will, and your good welcome.*
But, foft; my door is lock’d;
E. Dro. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian!

go, bid them let us in.

S. Dro. [within] Mome, malt-horfe, capon, coxcomb, idiot,

patch,

Either get thee from the door, or fit down at the hatch:
Doft thou conjure for wenches, that thou call’ft for fuch ftore,
When one is one too many ? go, get thee from the door.”

3 ——-—-and your good welcome.

Bal. I hold your dainties cheap, fir, and your welcome dear.
E. Ant. Ah fignior Balthazar, either at fleth or fifh,
A table-full of welcome makes f{carce one dainty difh.
Bal. Good meat, fir, is common ; that every churl affords.
E. Ant. And welcome more common ; for that’s nothing but words.
Bal. Small cheer, and good welcome, makes a merry feaft.
E. Ant. Ay, to a niggardly hoft, and more fparing guett:
But though my cates be mean, take them in good part;
Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart.

But, foft; my door is lock’d ; &,
b get thee from the door.

E. Dro. What patch is made our porter ? my mafter ftays in the ftreet.
S. Dro. Let him walk from whence he came, left he catch cold on’s feet.
E. Ant. Who talks within there? hoa, open the door.
8. Dro. Right, fir, I’ll tell you when, an you’ll tell me wherefore.
E. Ant. Wherefore? for my dinner: I have not din’d to-day.
S. Dro. Nor to-day here you muft not: come again when you may.
E. Ant. What art thou that keep’ft me out from the houfe [ owe?
8. Dro. The porter for this time, fir, and my name is Dromio.
E. Dro. O villain, thou haft ftol’n both mine office and my name.
The one ne’er got me credit, the other mickle blame ;
If thou hadft been Dromio to-day in my place,
T'hou would’ft have chang’d thy face for a name, ort
Luce. [within.] What a coil is there ! Dromio, who are thofe at the gate?

E. Dro, Let my mafter in, Luce.

Luce. 'Faith, no; he comes too late;

And {o tell your mafter.
E. Dro. O lord, I muft Jaugh;

Have at you with a proverb: Shall I fet in my ftaff?
Luce. Have at you with another ; that’s, when? can you tell?
8. Dro. If thy name be called Luce, Luce, thou haft anfwer’d him well.
8. Ant. Do you hear, you minion, yow'll let us in, I hope?

Luce. I thought to have afk’d you.
S. Dro. And you faid, no.

E. Dro. So, come, help, well ftruck ; there was blow for blow.
E. Ant. Thou baggage, let me in,

Neo Lol

hy name for an afs.

Luces




