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Would you had never seen her!

Your. Nay, would thou
Hadst never told me of her!

Mos. Sir, "tis true;
I do confess 1 was unfortunate,
And you unhappy; but I'm bound in

conscience,
No leas than duty, to effect my best,
To your release of torment, and 1 will,

air,

Vorr. Dear Moscs, shall I hope?

Mos. Sir, more than dear,
I will pot bid you to despair of aught
Within a human compass.

Vour. 0, there spoke 20
My better angel. Moscs, take my
koys,
Gold, plate, and jewels—all 's at thy de-
votion;
Employ them how thou wilt. Nay, coin
me too,
So thou in this but crown my Jongings,
Mosecs,
Mos. Use but your patience.
Vour. S0 1 have.
Mos. 1 doubt not

To bring success to your desires.
Vour. Nay, then,
I not repent me of my late disguise.
Mog. If you can horn ! him, sir, you 1
not.
Vour. True.
Resides, 1 never meant him for my heir.
Is not the color o' my beard and eye-

brows 30
To make me known?
Mos, No jot.
Vour. I did it well,
Mos. So well, would 1 could follow you
in mine
With hali the happiness! And yet I
would
Facape your epilogue.®
Vour But were they gulled

With a belief that I was Sooto?
Mos. Sir,
Scoto himself could hardly have dis-
tinguished!
1 have not time to fiatter you now; we'll

part,
And, as 1 prosper, so applsud my art.
[Ereunt.)

1 Cuckodd.
1 [.¢.. o mmilar beating from Carvino.
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[Corv.] Death of mine honor, with the

II, v
Act 11. ScExE V.
[A room in Coreino’s house.}
Coreino, Celia, Servalore.®

eity's fool?
A jugsling, woth<imwing, prating
mountebank?
And at a publie windore? Whare, whilst
be,
With hi.sstninedmionmdhiedoled
faces,*
To his drug-lecture draws your itehi

Carns,
A erew of old, unmarried, noted
Stooq leering up like satyrs; and

forth,

To give your hot spectators satisf

What, was your mountebank their
Their whistle?

Or were you enamored on his co
rings,

His saffron jewel, with the toadstone
in't,

Or his embroidered suit, with the
stitch,

Made of & hearse cloth? Or his old tilt
feather?

Or his starched beard? Well, you

have him, yes!
He shall come home, and minister

you
The fricace for the mother? Or, lot

e,
1 think you had rather maunt;
you not mount?
Why, if you'll mount, you may;
truly, you may!
Andwmmybem.downw
foot.
Get you & cittern, Lady Vanity,
And be & dealer with the virtuous
Mzk‘de one. Tl but protest myself a
And save your dowry. I'm 8

man, 1!
For, if you thought me an ITtalian,
1 Eotors later. ‘G

» A fossil or semi-precious stone,
-u?poudwhunoouﬂmnthehudo(-
Tilted. '
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You would be damned ese you did this,
you whore!

Thou'ldst tremble to imagine that the
muarder

OF fatkher, mother, Ilm‘lhl:ll'l all thy race,

Should follow as the subject of my jus-

Lie,
ik, Giood sir, have paticnes,
sonw. [Drawing kis dagger.] What
couldat thow proposs ! =0

Loas to thyself than, in this heat of wrath

And stung with my dishanor, T abould
strike

This steel unto thee, with as many stabs

As thou wert gased upon with gontsh
ayes?

e Alss, gir, be appeased! 1 eould not
think

My being at the windore should more now

Move Four irlz;lu.lit'm'l.- than af other
L.

pRv. Mol Mot fo seek and entertain &
parley

With a known knave before & mulis-
tada’

You were an nctar with your landker-

chief, 4
Which he most sweetly kissed in the re-
oaipt,

And meght, no doabt, return it with a
letter,
And pomt the plaee where you might
meet; your sester's,
Your mother's, or your sunt's might
morva Lhe Lurn.
Cer. Why, dear =ir, when do I make thesa
SR,
Or ever stir ahroad bat to the choreh?
Arnd that so seldom
Comv. Well, it shall be lesa;
And thy restraint bofore was Lberty
To what I now deeree; and therefors

mark me.
First, I will have this bawdy light
dammesd up, 50
And, tll °t be done, some two of Chnes
yards off

Il chalk & line, o'er which i thow but
chance

To eet thy desp'rate foot, more hell,
mmicire lrror,

More wild, remorseless rage shall seize
an thes

L Expect.

Than on & conjuror that hed hesdlsss
lef't

His cirele’s mfety eme his dewvil was laid.

Then here's & lock whieh 1 will J'_!.II“ e
thess,

And, now I think on 't, T will keep thee
backwards; *

'T::I}' ||:-c!|.|;inp; whall be l':n.r'h:'.ranin; I:.I|__:,r
walks backwards;

Thy peoapect, all be backwards; and o
pleasume &

That thou shalt keow but backwards.
My, since you foroe

My homest nature, know it is your own,

Boing too open, makes me use you thus.

Binee you will not contain your subtle
noetrils

In & sweet room, but they must soaff
the ar

Of rank and swealy passengers—i( Knock
arafhan, ) Uhne knocks,

Away, and be not seen, pain of thy Lfe:

Not loak toward the windore: o thouw
IJl'ﬁ‘l =

Nay, stay, hear this—let me not pros-
PeT, Whang,

But 1 will make thee an anatomy, * 70

Dhissoet thee mine own self, and rend a

lescrbume
Upon thee to the cty, and in publie.
Away!— [Exie Celea,
Eviter Sermilore.]
Who's thersT
SER "lia Bignior Mosea, sir,

Acr 1l. Boese v
[The samme.)
Corvino, Mosca,

[Comv.] Let him come in. His mastor's
diead; there's yot
oo good to help the bad —My Moses,

wilenme!

I gaess your news.
M, I fenr Yol GARTGL, BiF.
Conv, Is "t not his death?
Mos, Rather the contrary.
Conv. Not his recov r:r_-.-?
Alioss, Yes, mr.
Conv. [ am cursed,

1Tn the rear of the bouse. ! Cadaver,




