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For purchafing but trouble: the thanks I give
Is telling you that I am poor of thanks,
And {carce can {pare them.

Clot. Still, I fwear, I love you.

Imo. If you but faid {o, ’twere as deep with me:
If you {wear ftill, your recompence is ftill
That I regard it not.

Clot. This is no an{wer.

Imo. But that you fhall not fay I yield, being filent,
I would not {peak. I pray you, {pare me; ’faith,
I fhall unfold equal difcourtefy
To your beft kindnefs: one of your great knowing
Should learn, being taught, forbearance.

Clot. To leave you in your madnefs, ’twere my fin;
I will not do’t.

Imo. Fools cure not mad folks, fir.

Clot. Do you call me fool ?

dmo. As 1 am mad, I do:
If you’ll be patient, I'll no more be mad ;
That cures us both. I am much forry, fir,
You put me to forget a lady’s manners
By being fo verbal : and learn now for all,
That I, who know my heart, do here pronounce
By th’very truth of it, I care not for you;
And am {o near the lack of charity
T’accufe myfelf, I hate you: which I had rather
You felt, than make my boalt. '

Clot. You fin againft
Obedience, which you owe your father; for
The contra& you pretend with that bafe wretch,
(One bred of alms, and fofter’d with cold difhes,
With {craps o’th’court,) it is no contrac, none:
And though it be allow’d in meaner parties,
(Yet who than he more mean?) to knit their fouls,
On whom there is no more dependency

But brats and beggary, in felf-figur’d knot;
Yet




