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Pray you, let's J.ave no more fooling aboutt but g.ve me your blessing: I am Launcelot, yourWthat ^as. your son that is. your child that shall be ^

Gobho. I cannot think you are my son

J^-^ncelot I know not what I shall think of that-but I anx Launcelot. the Jew's man, and I am sureMargery your ^v fe is my mother.

if fh^^'l.
?'' "T" '' ^^'^''y' '"d^^d^ I'll be swornIf thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own flesh and W^'

got! hou hast got more hair on thy chin than Dobbinmy hll-horse has on his tail.

^otsTof !f ''r'^
'^^"^ '''^" ^^^^ »°bb-'« tailgrows backward

:
I am sure he had more hair of histad than I have of my face when I last saw hi." Z

O'Ooo. Lord, how art thou changed ! How dost thouand thy master agree ? I have bmn.rhf i
•

How 'gree you now !

^'^ '""^ ^ P'"'^^^*'

launcelot. Well, well : but, for mine own part as Ihav. set up my rest to run away, so I will not'rest 11I have run son.e ground. My master's a very Jew- ghehunapresent! give him a halter : lam fami' hed in^is

father, I am glad you are con.e: give me your present

tz rt: ^"nt" %^^° --^-^ ^-- -- -:
anvTround O .
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longer
'' "" '^ '^'"' '' ' ^^^^ ^^e Jew any


