KING LEAR, 39

Corn. Why art thou angry ?
Kent. That fuch a {lave as this thou’d wear a {word,
Who wears no honefty : fuch fmiling rogues,
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain
Too intrinfick to’ unloofe: footh ev’ry paffion
That in the nature of their lords rebels ;
Bring oil to fire, fnow to their colder moods ;
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks
With ev’ry gale and vary of their mafters,
As knowing nought, like dogs, but following,.
A plague upon your epileptick vifage !
Smile you my {peeches, as I were a fool ?
Goofe, if I had you upon Sarum plain,
I'd drive ye cackling home to Gameloz.*
Corn. What, art thou mad, old fellow?
G/o. How fell you out? fay that.
Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy,
Than I and {uch a knave.
Corn. Why doft thou call him knave? what is his fault ?
Kent. His countenance likes me not.
Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, nor his, nor hers.
Kent. Sir, ’tis my occupation to be plain;
I have feen better faces in my time,
Than ftand on any fhoulders that I fee
Before me at this inftant.
. Corn. This is fome fellow,
- Who, having been prais’d for bluntnefs, doth affe¢t
A faucy roughnefs, and conftrains the garb
Quite from his nature. He can’t flatter, he;
An honeft mind and plain, he muft fpeak truth: .
An they will take it, {fo; if not, he’s plain.
Thefe kind of knaves I know, which in this plainnefs
Harbour more craft, and far corrupter ends,,

3 Ta the parts of Somerfetthire near Camelot there are many large moors. upon which great numbers
of geefe are bred, [o that many ather places in England are from thence fupplied with quills and
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