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And never borrow any tear of thee.

Enter a Gardener, and two Servants.

But ftay, here come the gardeners.
Let’s ftep into the thadow of thefe trees:
My wretchednefs unto a row of pins;
They’ll talk of ftate; for every one doth {o,
Againft a change: wo 1s forerun with wo.
[gueen and ladlies retire,

Gard. Go, bind thou up yond dangling apricocks,
Which, like unruly children, make their fire
Stoop w1th oppreflion of their prodigal weight :
Give fome {upportance to the bending twigs. —
Go thou, and, like an executioner,
Cut off the heads of too faft growing {prays,

That look too lofty in our commonwealth :
All muft be even in our government.
You thus employ’d, I will go root away
The noifome Weeds, that without profit fuck
The {oil’s fertility from wholefome flowers.

Serv. Why thould we, in the compafs of a pale,
Keep law, and form, and due proportion,
Showing, as in a model, our firm ftate?
When our fea-walled garden, the whole land,
Is full of weeds, her faireft flowers chok’d up,
Her fruit-trees all unprun’d, her hedges ruin’d,
Her knots diforder’d, and her wholefome herbs
Swarming with caterpillars ?

Gard. Hold thy peace.
He that hath fuffer’d this diforder’d {pring,
Hath now himfelf met with the fall of leaf:
The weeds that his broad-fpreading leaves did fhelter
(That {feem’d, in eating him, to hold him up,)
Are pull’d up, root and all, by Bolingbroke
I mean, the earl of #7ilt/bire, Bufby, Green.

Serv. What, are they dead?

Gard.




