318 KING RICHARD IIL

1 Vil. Where’s thy confcience now ?

2 Vil. O, in the duke of G/ fler’s purfe.

1 Vil, When he opens his purfe to give us our reward, thy
conicience flies out.

2 Vil *Tis no matter, let it go; there’s few or none will
entertain it.

1 /i/. What, if it come to thee again ?

2 Vil. T'll not meddle with it, it makes a man a coward: 2
man cannot fteal, but it accufeth him; a man cannot fwear, but
it checks him ; a man cannot lie with his neighbour’s wife, but
it deteéts him : ’tis a bluthing thamefac’d {pirit, that mutinies in
a man’s bofom ; it fills one full of obftacles: it made me once
reftore a purfe of gold, that by chance I found; it beggars any
man that keeps it: it is turn’d out of towns and cities for
a dangerous thing; and every man, that means to live well,
endeavours to truft to himfelf, and live without it.

1 /il. "Tis even now at my elbow, perfuading me not to kill
the duke. -

2 Vil. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe him not: he
would infinuate with thee but to make thee figh.

1 /il 1 am ftrong fram’d, he cannot prevail with me.

2 Vil. Spoke like a tall fellow, that refpects his reputation.
Come, fhall we fall to work ?

1 /il. Take him on the coftard, with the hilt of thy fword,
and then throw him into the malmfey-butt in the next room.

2 Vil. O excellent device! and make a fop of him.

1 /il. Soft, he wakes. Shall I ftrike?

2 Vil. No, we’ll reafon with him.

Cla. Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup of wine,

2 Vil. You fhall have wine enough, my lord, anon,

Cla. In god’s name, what art thou?

I /il A man, as you are.

C/a. But not as I am, royal.

1 /il. Nor you as we are, loyal. ‘

Cla. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble.

1 /7il. My voice is now the king’s, my looks mine own.

Cla.




