THE COMEDY OF ERRORS.
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Enter Dromio Syra. froh the bay.

§. Dro. Mafter, there is a bark of Epidamnum,
That ftays but ’till her owner comes aboard ;
Then, fir, fhe bears away. Our fraughtage, fir,
I have convey’d aboard ; and I have bought
‘The oil, the balfamum, and aqua-vite.
‘The thip is in her trim; the merry wind
Blows fair from land ; they ftay for nought at all,
But for their owner, mafter, and yourfelf.
E. Ant. How now! a mad man! why, thou peevith theep,
What thip of Epidamnum ftays for me?
8. Dro. A fhip you {ent me to, to hire waftage.
E. Ant. Thou drunken {lave, I fent thee for a rope;
And told thee to what purpofe, and what end.
§. Dro. You fent me for a rope’s-end as foon :
You fent me to the bay, fir, for a bark.
E. Anz. 1 will debate this matter at more leifure,
And teach your ears to lift me with more heed.
‘To Adriana, villain, hie thee ftraight,
Give her this key, and tell her, in the defk
That’s cover’d o’er with Zurki/b tapeftry
There is a purfe of ducats; let her fend it:
‘Tell her, I am arrefted in the ftreet,
And that fhall bail me; hie thee, flave; be gone:
On, officer, to prifon, ’till it come. [ Exeunt.
S. Dro. To Adrianal that is where we din’d,
Where Dow/fabel did claim me for her hufband ;
She is too big, I hope, for me to compats.
Thither I muft, although againft my will,
For {ervants muft their mafters minds fulfil. Exit.




