MUCH ADD ABOUT NOTHING.

hufband ? none, I think, if it be the right hufband, and the
right wife ; otherwife, ’tis light, and not heavy; afk my lady
- Beatrice elle, here the comes.
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Enter Beatrice.
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Hero. Good morrow, coz.
Beat. Good morrow, {weet Hero.
Hero. Why, how now! do you {peak in the fick tune?
Bear. 1 am out of all other tune, methinks.
Marg. Clap us into Light o’ love; that goes without a burden;
do you fing it, and I'll dance it.
Beat. Yes, Light o’ love with your heels! then if your hufband
have ftables enough, you’ll look he fhall lack no barns.
Marg. O illegitimate conftruéion! I {fcorn that with my heels.
Beat. *Tis almoft five o’clock, coufin; ’tis time you were ready:
by my troth, I am exceeding ill: hey ho!
Marg. For a hawk, a horfe, or a hufband ?
Bear. For the letter that begins them all, H.
Marg. Well, if you be not turn’d Zur#, there’s no more failing
by the ftar. '
Bear. What means the fool, trow ? |
Marg. Nothing I: but god {end every one their heart’s defire ! i
Hero. Thefe gloves the count fent me, they are an excellent i
perfume. i
Beat. 1 am ftuff’d, coufin, I cannot {mell. il
Marg. A maid and ftuff’d ! there’s a goodly catching of cold. i
Beat. O, god help me! god help mel how long have you i
profefs’d apprehenfion ? |
Marg. Ever fince you left it; doth not my wit become me |
rarely ? L
BZaz‘. It is not feen enough, you fhould wear it in your cap. i
By my troth, I am fick. : i
Marg. Get you fome of this diftill'd Carduus Benediftus, and i
lay it to your heart ; it is the only thing for a qualm. f ’ L
Hero. ‘There thou prick’ft her with a thiftle, .
Vor: L Ppp Beat.

W livd V% UL IR T

S e

BN



