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Enter Luciana.

Adr. Go, Dromio; there’s the money, bear it ftraight,
And bring thy mafter home immediately. '
Come, fifter, I am prefs’d down with conceit ;
Conceit, my comfort and my injury. [ Exeunt.

SEENE V.
The Street.
Enter Antipholis of Syracufe.

S. Ant. HERE’s not a man I meet but doth falute me,
As if I were their well-acquainted friend ;

And every one doth call me by my name.

Some tender money to me, {fome invite me;

Some other give me thanks for kindnefles ;

Some offer me commodities to buy.

Ev’n now a tailor call’d me in his thop,

And fthow’d me filks that he had bought for me,

And, therewithal, took meafure of my body.

Sure, thefe are but imaginary wiles,

And Lapland {orcerers inhabit here.

Enter Dromio of Syracufe,,

S. Dro. Mafter, here’s the gold you fent me for ; what, have
you got rid of the picture of old Adam new apparel’d ?*

S. Ant. What gold is this? what Adam doft thou mean?

S. Dro. Not that Adam that kept the paradife, but that Adam
that keeps the prifon; he that goes in the calves-fkin that was
kill’d for the prodigal ; he that came behind you, fir, like an
evil angel, and bid you forfake your liberty.

S. Anz. 1 underftand thee not.

a Alluding to the coat of {kins made for Adam after the fall, and the leathern coat worn by the
officer who made the arrefi.
3. Dro.




