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Imo. Ts he difpos’d to mirth ? I hope, he is.
Iach. Exceeding pleafant; not a ftranger there
So merry, and {fo gamefome: he is call’d
it The Briron reveller.
i Ino. When he was here
il He did incline to {fadnefs ; and ofttimes

Not knowing why.

lach. I never {aw him fad.
There is a Frenchman his companion, one
An eminent monfieur, that, it {feems, much loves
A Gallian gir]l at home : he furnaces
The thick fighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton,
(Your lord I mean,) laughs from’s free lungs, cries, O/
R Can my fides hold, to think, that man who knows
i By biffory, report, or bis cwn proof,
| i What woman is, yea, what [be cannot choofe
gL ~ Bt ng/f,ée, wil/ bzi [ree hours languifl out
- (P For affur’d bondage ¢ ‘
o I Do, Will my lord fay {o?

lach. Ay, madam, with his eyes in flood with laughter.
It is a recreation to be by
And hear him mock the Frenchman : but, heav’n knows,
Some men are much to blame.

Imo. Not he, I hope.

Iach. Not he: but yet heav’'n’s bounty tow’rds him might
Be us’d more thankfully. In himfelf, ’tis much ;
o In you, whom I count his beyond all talents, —
L Whilft I am bound to wonder, I am bound
il To pity too.

Imo. What do you pity, fir?

lach. Two creatures heartily.

Imo. Am I one, fir? ,
You look on me; what wreck difcern you in me
Deferves your pity ?

Zach. Lamentable! what!
To hide me from the radiant fun, and folace




