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Sparkles this ftone as it was wont, or is’t not
Too dull for your good wearing ?
Lach. 1f T've loft it,
I fhould have loft the worth of it in gold.
I'll make a journey twice as far, t’enjoy
A {econd night of fuch {weet fhortnefs, which
Was mine in Brizain'; for the ring is won.
Poft. The ftone’s too hard to come by.
Iach. Not a whit,
Your lady being {o eafy.
Poft. Make not, fir,
Your lofs your fport: I hope, you know that we
Muft not continue friends.
Tach. Good fir, we muft,
If you keep covenant: had I not brought
The knowledge of your miftrefs home, I grant
We were to queftion farther ; but I now
Profefs myfelf the winner of her honour,
Together with your ring ; ‘and not the wronger
Of her, or you, having proceeded but
By both your wills.
Py, If you can make’t apparent
That you have tafted her in bed, my hand,
And ring is yours: if not, the foul opinion
You had of her pure honour, gains or lofes
Your {word or mine, or mafterlefs leaves both
To who fhall find them.
Iach. Sir, my circumitances
Being fo near the truth, as I will make them,
Mulft firft induce you to believe; whofe ftrength
I will confirm with oath, which I doubt not

You'll give me leave to fpare, when you fhall find

You need it not.
Pof?. Proceed.
Iach. Firft, her bedchamber,
(Where, I confefs, I flept not; but, profefs,

Had




