
SCENE I] THE MERCHANT OP VENICE 5

Gra. Thanks. T faith, for silence is only commendable
In a neat's tongue dried [Exeunt Oratinno and Lorenzo.

Antonio. Is that any thing now ?

Basxanio. Gratiano .speaks an infinite deal of nothingmore than any man in all Venice. His reasons are
^'

two grams of wheat hid in two bushels of chaff: you
slmll seek all day ere you find them, and when you havethem, they are not worth the search
A ntonio. Well, tell me now what lady is the same
J o whom you swor * secret pilgrimage,
That you to-day promised to tell me o'f ?

B.^..anio 'Tis not unknown to you, Antonio.How much I have disabled mine estate
By something showing a more swelling port
Than my faint means would grant contiimance

:

JNor do I now make moan to be abridcred ,^From such a noble rate ; but my chiefcare
Is to come fairly off from the great debts
Wherein my time something too prodigal
Hath lott n.e gaoo,i. To you, Antonio,
I owe the most, in money and in love.
And from your love I have a warranty
To unburden all my plots and purposes
How to get clear of all the debts I owe
f^^^no I pray you. good Bassanio, let n.e knosv itAn.l It It stand, as you yourself still do,

V\ ithm tlie eye of honour, be assured,
My purse, my person, my extremest means
Lie all unlock 'd to your occasions.

^""'shaft
^" '"^ «^hool-days, when I had lost one

I shot his fellow of the self-sanio flight


