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Old L. Bethrew me, I would,

And venture maidenhead for’t; and {o would you,
For all this {pice of your hypecrify :
You that have {o fair parts of woman on you,
Have too a woman’s heart, which ever yet
Affe&ed eminence, wealth, fovereignty ;
Which, to fay footh, are bleffings: and which gifts
(Saving your mincing) the capacity
Of your foft *cheveril confecience would receive,
If you might pleafe to ftretch it.
Anne. Nay, good troth, —
Old L. Yes, troth and troth; you would not be a queen ?
Anne. No, not for all the riches under heav’n.
Old L. *Tis ftrange ; a three-pence bow’d would hire me,
Old as I am, to queen it: but, I pray you,
What think you of a dutchefs ? have you limbs
To bear that load of title ? :
Anne. No, in truth. ‘
Old L. Then you are weakly made: pluck off a little :
I would not be a young count in your way,
For more than bluthing comes to: if your back
Cannot vouchfafe this burden, ’tis too weak
Ever to get a boy.
Anne. How do you talk I
I {wear again, I would not be a queen
For all the world.
Old L. In faith, for little Exgland
You'd venture an emballing: I myfelf
Would for Carnarvonfbire, though there belong’d
No more to th’ crown but that. Lo, who comes here ?

Enter Lord Chamberiain,

Cham. Good-morrow, ladies: what wer't worth, to know
The {fecret of your conf’rence ?

Anne. My good lord,

A Cheveril, 4id-leather,

Not



