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. Dramatis Perfone.

IR John Falftaff.,

Fenton, a young Gentleman of ﬁmg‘
Fortune, in Love with Mrs, Anne Pa:
Shallow, @ Country Fuftice. e
Slender, Coufin to Shallow,, a* 0! ib Coun-

try *Squire.

Myr. Pag e,% two Gentlemen, dwdh?zg al |

Mpr. Ford, Windfor.

Sir Hugh Evans, ¢ Welch Paz/fon.

Dr. Caius, a French Doéfor.

Hott of the Garter, @ merry talking Fellote,
Bardolph,

Piftol, g Sharpers attending on Falitaff,
Nyrn, .

Robin, Prz ¢ to Falftaft.

William: Pagc, a Boy, Sor to Mz. Page..
Simple, Servant to Slender. -

Rugby, Servant to Dr. Calus.

Myrs. Page, Wife to Mr. Page.
Mrs. Ford, #ife to Mr. Ford. |
Mys. Anne Page, Daughter to Mr. Page,
in Love with Fenton. |
- Mrs. Quickly, Servant to Dr. Caius.

Servants to Page, Ford, (..
SCENE WINDSOR.
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THE

Merry Wives of W indfor.

R

ACTI SCENE L

Lnter Fuftice Shallow, Slender, and Sir
Hugh Evans.

SHALLOMW. _h

Y IR Hugh, perfuade me not; I will make a
S Star-Chamber Matter of it. If he were twenty.
Sir Fobr Falfiaffs, he fhall not abufe Robert
Shallozv, Eiq; | |
Slen. In the Country of Glhucefler, Jultice of Peace
and Coram. :

Shal. Ay, Coufin Sknrder, and Cuftalorum.

Slen. Ay, and Rato-lorum too 3. and a Gentleman
born, Mafter Parfon, who writes himfelf 4rmigero,
in any Bill, Warrant, Quittance,. or Obligation, 4~
migero,

$/al. Ay, that Ido, and have done any time thefe
hundred Years. -

Slern. All his Succeflors, gone before him, have
don't, and all his Anceftors, that come after him,
may ; they may give the dozen white Louces in their

Coat.
Az | Shal,

L



4. The. Merry Wives of Windfor,

8kal. Tt is an old Coat. _
Ewa. The dozen white Low{es do become an.old

Coat well; it agrees well Paflant; it is a familiar

Beaft to Man, and fignifies Love. .

' Shal. The Luce is the Frefh-fith, the Salt-ifth 1s
an old Coat

S/len. 1 may quarter, Coz. .

Stal. You may, by marrying.

Ewa. It is marrying indeed, if he quarters it.

Shal. Not a whit.

Ewva. Yes per-lady ; if he has a quarter of your
Coat, there is but three Skirts for vourfelf, in my
dimple Conje€tures ; but that 1s all one: If -Sir Fobx
Falffaff” have committed Difparagements upon you,
Iam of the Church, and will be glad to do my Be-
~ nevolence, to make Attonements and Compromifes
between you. |

Shal, The Council fhall hear it; it is a Riot.

Ewa. It 1s not meet the Council hear of a Riot ;
there is no Fear - of Got ina Riot: The Council,
look you, fhall defire to hear the Fear of Got, and
not to hear a Riot; take you viza-ments in that.

Skal. Ha! o’ my Life, if I were young again, the
Sword fhould end it. |

. Eewa. It is petter that Friends is the Sword, that
end it; and there is alfo another Device in my Prain,
which peradventure prings good Difcretions with it :
'There is .Aunne Page, which 1s Daughter to Mafter
Thomas Page, which is pretty Virginity. ’
 Slen. Miltrefs Aunne Page ? fhe has brown Hair,

and fpeaks likea Woman.

Ewva., It is that ferry Perfon for all the Orld, as
juft as you will defire; and feven hundred Pounds of
Monies, and Gold, and Silver, is her Grand-fire up-
on his Death-bed (Got deliver to a joyful Refurrec-
tions) give, when the is able to overtake feventecen
Years old : Tt were a good Motion, if we leave our
pribbles and prabbles, and defire a Marriage between
Malter Abrabam, and Miltrels Adune Page., |

Slen. Did her Grand-fire leave her feven hundred

Pound.. Eva,
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"Ewa. Ay, and her Father is make her a petter
Penny. -

Slen. I know the young Gentlewoman: fthe has
good Gifts. | - | -

Ewa. Seven hundred Pounds, and. poffibility is
good Gifts, .

Shal. Well ;- let us fge honeft Mr. Page: Is Fal- .
flaff there ¥

Ewa. Shall Itell you a Lye ?- I do defpife 2 Lyar
as I do defpife one that is falfe; or as I defpife one
that is not true. The Knight Sir Febn, i1s there;
and I befeech you be ruled by your Well-wifhers. I
will peat the Door [[Knocks] for Mafter Page. What: -
hoa ¥ Got blefs your Houle here.

Enter Mr. Page.

Page. Who’s there ?

Ewa. Hereis Got’s plefling, and your Fiiend, and™
Juftice Sballow ;3 and here’s young Mafter Slender 3
that peradventures fhall tell you. another Tale, if.
matters grow to your likings.

Page, I am glad to fee your Worfhip’s well:. I
thank you for my Venifon, Mafter Shallew.

Shal. Mafter Page, I am glad to fee you; much.
good do it your good Heart :- I withed your Venifor..
better ; it was ill kill'd. How doth good Miftrefs
Page ? and I thank you always with. my Heart, Ia ;.
with my Heart.

Page. Sir,. I thank. you.

Shal. Sir, Ithankyou; by yea and no I do..

Page. 1 am glad to fee you,, good Mafter Slender.

Slen. How do’s your fallow Greyhound, Sir X
Beard fay, he was out-run on Co¢/ale, |

Page. Itcould not be judged, Sir.

Sien. You'll not.confefs, you'll not confefs..

. Shal. That he will not, 'tis your Fault ;, *tis your
Fault; 'tisa good Dog. |

Page. A Cur, Sir, b |

Shal. Sir, he's a good Dog, and a fair Dog ;- cam:
there bemore faid i He is goodand fair.. Is Sir Fobn.
Falfaf here . |

" A3 Pagte
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Page. Sir, he’s within; and [ would I could do a
good "Office between you. *
Ewa, Itis fpoke as a Chriftians ought to i'peah
Shal. He hath wrong'd me, Mafter Page.”
Page. Sir, he doth in fome fort confefs it.
 Shal. If it be confe{s’d, it is not redre{s’d ; is not
_that fo, Mafter Page ? He hath wronged me, indeed
he hath, at a Word he hath, believe me Robere .

Séall@w Efquire, _faith, he is Wronged
Page. > Here comes Sir Foban.

.Emer Sir John Falftaff, Bardolph, Nym, and Plﬂ:ol
“Fal. Now, Maﬂzer Sba/tbw, you’ll complain of

me to'the King
o.Shal, nght, ou have beaten my Men, kill'd my

. Deer, and broke open my Lodge. .
"% Fal. But not kifs’d your Keeper’s Daughter.
I.S'éal “T'ut, a pin ; this fhall be an{wer’d. .
i Fal I will anfwer it ftraight : I have done all this,

That is now anfwerd. . '

.-Shal. The Council fhall know this.

* Fal. *Twere better for you if it were known in
Council ; you’ll be laugh‘d at,

Ewva. Padca werba, Sir Fobn, good Worts.

Fal. Good - Worts 2 Good C‘abbage Slender 1°
broke your Head : what Matter have you againit me ?

Slen. Marry Sir, I have Matter in my Head againtt
you, and zgainit your Coney-catehing Rafcals, Bar-

dolpb, Nym, and. P.g/?o/
Bar. You Pandury Cheefe.
Slen. Ay, it is no matter,
Pif. How now, Mepboftophilus ?
Skn. Ay, 1t 1s no matter,
Nym. Since, I fay, paunca, panca : Slice, that’s my

Humour.
Slen. Where’s Sm;z? my Man? Can you tell,

Coufin.
~ Ewva. Peace, I pray you; now let us underftand ;

there t is three Umpires in this matter, as I underftand ;

that- is, Maller Page, jfidelices, Mafter Page ; and
, ~ there
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there is myfelf, fdelicet; myfelf; and the three Party
is, laftly, and finally, mine Hoft of the Garter.

" Mr. Page. We three to hear it, and end it between
them. :
Ewa. Ferry goot ; I will make a Prief of itin my
Note Book,nand we will afterwards ork upon the
Caufe with as great difcreetly as we can.

Fal. Piflol.

Pif. He hears with Ears.

Ewva. The Tevil and his Tam; what Phrafe is
this, he hears with Ear? Why it is Affeftations-

Fal. Piftol, did you pick Mafter Slender’s Parfe ? -

Skn. Ay, by the Gloves he did, or I would that [
might never come in mine own great Chamber again
elfe, of feven Grots in Mill-fixpences, and two Ed-
ward Shovel-boards, that coft me two Shilling and
two Pence a piece, of Yead Miller ; by the{e Gloves.

Fal. Is this true, Piflol?

" Ewa. No; it 1s falfe, if it isa Pick-purfe.

Pi?. Ha, thou Mountain Foreigner; Sir Fola,
and Mafter mine, I ‘combate challenge of this Lazix
Bilboe ; Word of Denial in thy Labras here; word
of Demal Froth and Scum, thouly’it.

Slen. By thefe Gloves, then 'twas he.

"~ Nym. Be advifed, Sir, and pafs good Humours: I
will fay-marry trap with you, if you run the Nut-hooks
Humovr on me ; that is the very Note of it.

'~ 8/en. By this Hat, then he in the red Face had it ;

f'or tho’ I cannot remember what I did when yott
made me drink. yet I am not altogether an Afs.
- Fal. Whatfay you, Scarlet and Jfobn,

" Bar. Why, Sir, for my part. 1 fay, the Gentle-
man had drunk himfelfout of his five Sentences.

Ewva. Itis his five Senfes ; Fy, what the Ignorance
15 1

Ba¥. And being fap, Sir, was, as they fay, ca-
fhier'd ; rnd fo Conclufions paft the Car-cires.

Slen. Ay, you {fpake in Latin then too; but’ tis no
matter 3 I'll ne'er be drunk ‘whilit I live ngain, but
in honeft, civil, godly Company for this Trick ; if [

P , . ' be
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EIZ:"E“'G:].I‘l«‘tl‘lk;,, I’ll be drunk with thofe th;at have the Fear-
of God,. and not with drunken Knaves.

Ewa. So Got.udge me, thisis a various Mind.,

Fal. You hear-all thefe Matters deny’d, Gentle..
men, you hear it.

Enter Mrs. Anne Page, awith IXine.

Page. Nay, Daughter, carry the Wine in; we'll.
drink within, |

Slen. Oh Heaven! this is Miftrefs 4une Page.

Enter NMiftrefs Ford, and Mifirefs Page.

Page. How now, Miitrefs Ford. ;

Fal.. Miftre{s Ford, by my Troth you are very well
met ;. by your Jeave, good Miftrefs. *

Papge. Wife, bid thefe Gentlemenwelcome :: Come,.
we have a hot Venifon Pafty to Dinner : Come, Gen-.
tlemen,, ¥ hope we fhall drink down-all Unkindnefs.

[Ex. Fal. Page, {9c..
Manent Shallow,, Evans, axzd Slender. |

Slen. 1 had rather than forty Shillings, I had my

Book of Songs and Sonets here..

| Enter Simple. .
How now, Simpl:, where have you been? I mugt.
wait on myfelf, muft I? You have not the Book of
Riddles about you,. have you ?

Sim. Book of Riddles ! 'Why, did you not lend it

to .Alice Short-cake- upon Alfbﬂ;/awmm laft, a Forts-
night afore Michackmnas 2 |

~ Shal. Come Coz, come Coz; we flay for you:

A Word with you, Coz; Marry this Coz; there is

as 'twere a Tender, a kind of Tender, made afar oft:

by Sir Hugh here : Do yow underftand me; .

Slen. Ay Sir, you fhall find me reafonable : if it.
be {o, I fhalldo that that is Reafon..

Shal. Nay, but underftand me.

Slen. So I do, Sir.

Ewva. Give Ear ta his Motions, Mr. Sknder : T
will defcription -the Matter.to you, it you be Capacity
of it. . |
. 8len. Nay, I will do as my Coufin Shalbav fays ;.
I pray you pardon me: he's a Juftice of Peace in.
his Country. fimple tho'I fland here, " Ewa..
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Ewa. But this is not the Queftion: The Queftion
is concerning your Marriage. |

Shal. Ay, there’s the point, Sir.

Ewa. Marry is it; the very point of it, to Mrs.
Anne Page. | :

Slen. Why, if it be fo, I will marry her upon any
reafonable Demands.

Ewa.  But can you affe€tion the ’oman? Let us
command to know that of your Mouth, or of your
- Lips: For divers Philofophers hold, that the Lips is
Parcel of the Mouth: Therefore precifely, can you
marry your good Will to the Maid ? ~

Shal. Coufin dbrabam Slender, can you love her ?

Slen. I hope, Sir: I will doas it fhall become one
that would do Reafon.

. Ewa. Nay, Got’s Lords and his Ladies, you muft
fpeak pofiitable, if youcan carry her your Drfires to-
wards her.

~ Shal. 'That you muft :

Will you, uvon good Dowry, marry her?

Slen. I-will doa greater thing than that upon youp
Requeft, Coufin, in any Reafon.

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, fweet Coz,
what I.do is to pleafure you, Coz: Can you lovethe
Mad? ~ | |
. Slen. I will marry her Sir, at your Requeft ; But if
there be no great Love in the beginning, yet Heav’n
may decreafe it upon better Acquaintance, when we
are marry’d, and have more occafion to know onc ano-
ther ; I hope upon Familiarity will grow more con-
tent : But if you fay, marry her, I will marry her,
that I am freely diffolved and diffolutely.

Lwa, It is aferry difcretion Anfwer: fave the fal}
is in th’Ort diffolutely : The Ortis, according to our
meaning, rcfolutely; his Meaning is good.

Shal. Ay, I think' my Coufin meant well, ,

Slen. Ay, or elfel would I might be hang', Ia.

| Enter Mrs. Anne Page, =

Shal, Here comes fair Mrs. Amnc: Would I were

Young for your fuke, Miftrels Aune, |

Anne.
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~ Amne, The Dinner is on the Table ; my Father:
defires your Woriliip’s Company. .

Shal. I will wait on him fair Miftrefs Anze.

Ewva, Od’s plefled Will, I will not be abfence at.
the Grace.. [Ex. Shallow a»d Evans.

Anne. Will't pleafe your Worfhip.to come in, Sir £

S/en. No, I thank you forfooth heartily,. I am very
well.

Anne. ‘The Dinner attends you, Sir.

Slerz. Fam not a-hungry, 1 thank you, Forfooth :.
Go, Sirrah, for all you are my Man, go wait upon
my Coufin Shallow; a Jultice of Peace fometime:-
may be beholding to his Friend. for a Man. I keep-
but three Men. and a Boy yet, 'till my Mother be
ﬁead; but what though, yetI livea poor Gentleman

orn, —

Anne. I may not go in without your. Worfhip ;, they.
will not fit till you. come.. _

S/en. I'faith, I'll eat nothing ; I thank youas much:
as though I did. ’

Anne. I pray you Sir, walk in.

Slerr. I had rather walk Kere, I thank you: I
~ bruis’d my Shin th”other Day, with playing at.

Sword and. Dagger with a Maiter of Fence, three
Veneys for a Difth of ftew’d Prunes, and by my
troth I cannot abide the Smell of hot Meat fince.
Why-do your Dogs bark fo¥ be there Bears 1"th”

‘Town
f.drme. I think there are, Sir, I heard them talk'd
©

Slen. I lovethe: Sport well,, but I fhall as foon quar-
rel at it as any Man in Enpland, You are afraid if
you fee the Bear loofe,. are you not #

Anmne. Ay indeed, Sir, |

Slen. ‘That's Meat .and Drink to me now;: I have.
feen Sackerfon loofe twenty times, and. have taken him.
by the Chain ; but I warrant you, thc Women have
{o. cry’d and fhriekt at it, that 1t paft: But Women in-

deed cannot abide ’em, they are very ill-favoured

rough things..
Enter
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Enter My, Page, .
Page. Come, gentle Mr. Slnder; come ; we ftay for

ou.

7 Slen. I'll eat nothing, Ithank you, Sir. -
Page. By Cocls and Pye you fhall not choofe, Sir;

cOme, come.

Sler. N ay, pray you lead the Way,

Page. Come on, Sir.

Sler. Miftrefs jfuze yourfelf fhall go firfk,
Anna. Not I, -Sir, pray you keep on.

. Slen. Truly I will not go firlt, truly-—la T will not
do you that wrong.

Anne. 1 pray you, Sir.
Slen. Ml rather be unmannerly than troublefome 3 .
yeou do yourfelf wrong indeed-la. [Exeunt.
SCENE II '
| Enter Evans and Simple.
Eva. Go your ways, and ask of Do&or Cains
Houfe which is the Way, and there dwells one Mif-
trefs Quickly, which is in the manner of his’ Nurfe, or

his dry Nurfe, or his Cook, or his Laundrj, his
Wather, and his Ringer. -

Simp.. Well, Slr.

Ewa. Nay, it is petter yet; give her this Letter,
for 1t 1s a ’oman that altogethers Acquaintance with
Miftrefs Anne Page; and the Letter 35 to defire and
require her to “follicit your Mafter’s Defires to Mrs.
Antie Page : 1 pray you be gone; I will make.anend
of my Dinner ; there s Pippins and Cheefe to come.

. [ Exeunt.
S CENE III

Enter Falftaff, Hoft, Bardolph, Nym, Piftol and Robin.
Fal. Mine Hoft of the Garter.

Hoff. What fays my Bully Rocke ? fpeak {cholarly
and wifely.

Fal, Truly, mine Hoft, I muft turn away fonw
of ‘my Followers.

Hoft. Difcard Bully Hereules, cathier; let them
wag, trot, trot.

Fal, 11t at ten Pounds a Week. 5 "
. Hw"
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Hoff. Thou'rt ap Emperor, Czfar, Keifar and
Pheazer, I will giitertain Barda[pb he will draw, he
will tap, faid Iwill, Bully Hedor.

Fal. Ds 1o, good mine Hoft.

Hof?. I have fpoke, let him follow; let me fee the
forth and live : Iam ata Word ; follow.

[Exiz. Hoft.

Fal. Bardelph, follow hlm, a Taplter is a good
Trade; an old Cloke makes a new Jerkin ; a wi-
ther’d Servmg Man, a freth Tapfter; go adieu.

Bar. It is a Life that T have deﬁr'd I will thrive,

. [E~. Bard.

Piff. O bafe Hungarian Wight, will thou the Spi-
got wield 2

Nym. He was gotten in Drink; is not "the Hu-
‘mour conceited ?

Fal. T am glad I am fo acqmt of this Tinderbox ;
his Thefts were too open, his Filching was like an
unskilful Singer, he kept not time.

Nym. The good Humour is to fteal at a Mmute S
reft.

Piff. Convey, the Wife 1 it call: Steel? foh, a ﬁco
for the Phrafe.

Fal. Wel] Sirs, Iam almo{t out at. Heels

Pif. Wh then let Kibes enfue. -

Fal. There is no Remedy I muft comcatch I
muft fhift.

Pift. Young Ravens muft have Food.

Fal. Which of you know Ford-of this Town.

Piff. 1 ken the Wight, he'is of Subftance good.

Fal.- My honeft Lads, 1 will tell you what 1 am
about. o

Piff. Two Yards and more. N

- Fal. No Quips now, Piflol: Indeed I am in’ tl*.e
Wafte two Yards about; but I am now about no
Wafte, I am about Thrift. Briefly, I do mean”to
make 'Love to Ford's Wife: I fpy Entertamment in
her ; fhe difcourfes, fhe carves, fhe gives the. Leer of

Invitations I can con{’cruc the A&ion of her faim-
- jar
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{iar Stite, and the hardeft Voice of her Behaviour, to
be Englifh’d right. is, 7 @72 Sir, John Falftaff’s,
. P#ft. Hehath findied her Will, :and tranflated her
Will, out of Honefty into Engliff. .: < |
Nym.The Anchor isdeep ; will that Hamour pafs?
ral. Now, the Report goes, fhe has all the Rule
of her Husband’s Purfe : He hath a Legion .of ‘An-
ele, Gt .
f Pif. As many Devilsentertain; andto her, Boy,
ay I. N oo - _ '
Ny#. ' The Humour vifes; itis good; humour
me the Angels. . IR
Fal. 1 have writ me here a Letter tohers and here
another to Paege’s Wife, who even now gave me
good Eyes too, examined my Parts with moft judi-
cious [liads, fometimes the Beam of her View guided
my Foot, lomectimes my portly Belly. ., . "
. Pift. Then did:the Sun on Dunghill fhine.: .«
Nysm. 1thank thee for that Humour, . i+
Fal. O fhe did fo courfe o’er my Exteriors with
fuch a greedy Intention, that the Appetite of her Eye
did {eem. to {corch me up like a Burning-Glalss
Here’s another Letter to hery fhe bears the Purfa
0o 3 fhe is aRegion in Guiana, all Gold and Bounty.
1 avill. be Cheaters to them both, and.they fhall be
Exchequers to me ;. they. thall be my Eaf? .and Wef#
Indiesy and I will trade .to them both, Go, bear
thou this letter to Mrs. Page,. and thou this to Mrs,
Ford: We will thrive, Lads, we will thrive.
Pift. Shall I Sir Pandarus. of Trey become . .
And.by.my Side wear Steel 2. Then Ltﬁijcr take. all.
- " Nym.; il will run no bafe Humour: Here take the
Humour-Letter, I will keep the Haviour of Repu-
. €AtI0oNe - ' A L TS s X ot
- Fal, Hold, Sirrah, bear youthefle Letters rightly,
. Sail like my Pinnace to theéfe golden Shores.
Rogues, hence, avaunt, vanith like Hail-ftones s £0,
Trudge, plod away o’th’ hoof; feek fhelter, pack s
Fa[ﬁcw will learn: the: Humour of the Age,- .. .
Frencir Thrift, you Rogues, myfelf and skirted Page.
CoLe EEK!‘ Yale and Boy, a Piﬂi

(]
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Piff. . Let Vultures Gripeithy Guts; .for Gourd
and Fallesms holds; and high and ‘low beguiles ths
rich'and poor. :Tefter 11l have-in Pouch when thou
fhalt lack. Bafe Phiygian Turk,

Nym. 1 have Operations,

‘W hich ‘be. Humours of Revenge. -
- P, Wilt thou revenge?

Ny By Welkin and her Star,
- Pif. With Witor Steel?

Nym. With both the Humours, I3 |
Twill difcourle the Humour of this Love. to Ford,

Pift. And I to Pgge fhall eke unfold
‘How Falftaff, Varlet vile, .

‘His Dove will:prove, his Gold will hold,
And his foft Couch defile,

‘Nyme. My Humour fhall not cool: I will incenfe
Ford to deal with Poifon, I will poflefs him with
Yellownefs, for.the Revolt of mine is dangérous:
T hat is my true: Honour. S L
- Py, Thou art the Mars of Mealecontents ¢ 1. fecond
-thee ;: troop on. [ Execunt.
| " SCENE 1V,

Enter Mzftrefs Quickly, Simple, and John Rugby.

‘LQuic. What, Fobin Rugby ! 1 pray thee go to the
‘Cafenient, -ard feeiif you can {ee my Mafter, Mafter
"Do&or Caius comirig, if he do, I’'faith, and find any
"body 'in the Houfe; here will'be an' old abufing of
God’s Patience,:and the King’s Englifb. _

Rug. I'll go watch. “ [ Exit Rug.

Quic. Go, and we’ll have a Poflet for’t foon as
Night, in Faith, at:the:latter End of a Sea-coalFire;
Anhoneft; willing;- kind Fellow; asever Servant-fhall
‘come in a‘houfewithal,: and I warrant. you :no: Tell-
tale, nor no Breed-bate; his worft Fault is that he is
£iv’n to Pray’r, he is: fomething peevifh that way;
but no body but has his Faults .but .let that -pafs,
Reter Simple you fay your Name is. '

.S}mp. AY s for _Faultiof' d better. . Lo

uic. ' And Mafter Slender’s your Mater? ..,
" Simp. Ay, Foifooth, S
oo ‘e . oo 'I..'... | ' @Iﬂl
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Quic. Does he not wear a great roun& Bea:d, like
a Glover’s Pairing-knife ?

Simp. Noy forlooth, he hath bl.;!,} a. h.r.tle Wee-f'ace
with 3 little yellow Beardsa Canc-colour’d; Beard,

@n‘. A {oftly-{prighted Man, is: he not?

Simpe AY, fgrfgotﬁ but. he isas tall a Man of
his Hands, as any is between this and his Head he
hath fought with a Warrener. -

uic. How fay you ? Ohyl fhould:remember him 3
does he not hold up his Head, asitwere?- And ﬁ:rur.r

in’ his Gate ¢
Simp. Yesindeed does he, ., *
Quic. Well, Heav’n fend. Anne Pagg no worfe For-

tune, Tell Ma(ter Parfon Evans, | will do what L
can_ for your. Maﬁer : Amze is & gooderl, and X

vnfh e ntenRugb
fer Zug Hf '

Rzg. G)ut, m‘asx hexe ‘comgs, my:; M ;

.Qm.We fhall be all thentsrunin h erc,‘gnoti youn
Man, go into'thisClofet; [ /buts Simplem tbe Clofet
He'will not ftay long. ;| What,. Fobn, ,Ru‘gﬁ_z 1bn &
What Fobn, 1 fay; go Fobn, go cnq,mtmf'dr my
Maftér, I doubt he. be not. well, that_-he comes not
home dml dmn, down;, a:dovor’'as. &4;, L F -

- Bpter., .De&qr;Caw- (i ,,? .

“Caius. Vaki is.you fing ? (k.domnosi lﬂr.e co, LOYS S,
pray you g0 and vetéh me. in my: Glalet, un &:t:cr
verd; a Box, a green-a  Box 3 do:intend vat I fpcak ?

a green—a Boxe ,
2%iCs Forfooth ' fetch it ou.;

}am glad he went not in hlmfalf IE' he llatl f‘ound
the young Man, he wonid: have bﬁﬁﬂ iorn-mad.,;
'Cmm. Fc, je, jc, fe, -4 jan J} 4# oré. cbqqd,
j: men. w:’c a lg Conr == la, grande mz- PR
' Quic, 18 it this, Sir e, ,
Caius. Quy; mette le as smon Pocket, Depg&b Ql,uck.: .
ly : ver is datKnave Rughy? ,
Quic. What, Jobn Rug Y ! SJobne
- Rug. Here Sir. . . - e e ey,
Caius. You are ?ol.m ngéy, and""‘-you;a_gg,} Sack
Rugly 3
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Rugby; come, take-a your Rapier, and come after
iny Heel to the Court. SR S
Rug. ’Tisready, Sir, here in the Porch. -
- Catus. By my Trot 1tarry tocolong: Od’s me ¢
Que ay je'oublie: Dere is fome Simples-in my Clofet,
dat I will not for the Varld I fhall Jeave behind. |
Quic. Ayme, he’ll ind the yeung Man there, and
.be mad. . S
Caius. O Diable, Diable; vat is in my Clofet ?
Villanie, Larron! Rughy, my Rapier. =~ - =
Quic. Good Mafter be content. . = .
.Caius. Wherefore fhould I be content-a?
Quaic. The young Man isan honeft Man, -
Cains. What fhall de honeft Man do in my Clo~
fet, dere is nohoneft Man dat fhall comein my Clo=
fet. - | _ - : o
Quic. 1 befeech yoube notioflegmatick 3 hear the
Truth: of it.- - He ‘came of an Errand .to me from
Parfon Hughe =~ - - - b0 e
Caiube Velle: - e
' Simp., Ay Forfooth, to defire her to w-
Luic, Peacey 1 pray you. -~ -7 o
" Caius. Peace-a your Tongue, fpeak-a your-Tale..
Simp. To defire-this honet' Gentlewoman, :yeur -
Maid, to fpeak a good Word to Miftrels- Anne Page

| BN

for my, Mafter, in ‘the wad)mf marriage, @ .00

" Quic, “This is all indeed-la ; but I'll pe'er put my

I"ingen*in the Firey-and nmeed not.-~ & & 0 tnwoe
Caiys. Sir Hugh fend-a you? Rugby: ballow me-.
fome Paper ; tarry you a little-x-while. - .

- Quic, 1am glad -he is fo quiet; if he'had been
throughly moved,you thould hive heard him fo loud :
and fo melancholy s But notwithftanding; ‘Man, I’l]
do for your Mafter ‘what'good ‘I can; and :the very..
yea and the nois, the French Do&ormy -Mafter, I
may call himmy Mafter, look you, for [.keep his
Houfe, and I wafh, wring, biew, bake,{cour, drefs.
Meat and Drink, make the Beds, and do all mylelf,

‘.S'imp. "Tisa great Charge to gpm'e.unde;.onw[;g.
dy’s ‘Hand, - ¢ - hooaml vl Ll rul v

Lie v
- - -Qu;fi




The. Mé'rry Wives-of Windlog., 17

Quic. Are'you awisid othat? you fhsll find it a
great Char%]ﬁ; and to be up early, and down.late.
But notwithftanding, te .tell in.your Ear, 1 ;:vuulcl
have no Words of it, my Mafter himfelf is in Love
with Miftre(s dnne Page ;. but notwith@tanding that,
1 know -Anne’s mind, that’s neither here nor there.

Caius. You Jack’Nape; give-a this Letter taSir
Hugh, by garit is a Shallenge: I will cut his Troat
in rfe Parke, and I will teach a feuryy Jack-a-nape
Prieft to meddle or make === Youmay be gone, iv
is not good you tarry here; by gar I'will cutal] his
two Stones, by. gar, he fhall not have a Stone to
trow at his Dog. - ~ [Exit Simple.

Quic, Alas, he {peaksbut forhis Friend, -

Caius. It is no matter a’ver dat: do you not tell

. a me dat I fhall have .4nne Page tor mylelf? by gars
- 1 will kill de Jack Preeft ; and I have appointe mine
. Hoft.of  de Fartere to meafure our Weapon; By gat
. I will mylelf have pne Page.”. -.° ... .
% Quic. Sir, the Maid - loves you, and all fhall ‘be
% well: we muft give Folks [.eave to prate; what the
@ good jér, B S P
¢  Caites. Rugby,come to the Courtwith me; by gar
3 if I hav,c nnt Anne Rage, I jhal}“ t'quD ' ymblir‘He_a‘d nut
% of my Door ; fallow my Heels, Rugby.. |
¢ : T ExS Caius and Rug,
W Quic. You fhallhave Az Fools Head ofydur own.
4 ' . .

Noa.ﬂ:’naw. Asne’s Mind. for thats never a Woman
W in Wedtdfor knows: more of. Apne’s Mind than T do, .
& nor cando morethan I do with her, Ithank Heav'n,
W Fent, Rtsitbfnj'th’s wvithin there, hoa? 3
Y&  Quic., Who'sthere, I trow ! Come near the Houfe
4 I pray you. . .. er Mr. Eenton..,
§ Fent, How now, good"Woman,

how doft thou ?

8 Qe The bestercthac it pleafes yous. goed Wore
TSNP Lo ask, " . -
@ . Feof. Whae News? How does pretty Mrs. Aune 2
gt Luies In'truth, Sir, and the is pretty, and honeft,
' and gentle, and one that is your Friend, [ cantell you
48 that by the way, I praife Heav'n for if, =

N ., | a 3 o Fent,
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Fent. Shall I do:any good think’ft thou ? fkall |
not lofe my Suit? LT
" Quic. Troth, Sir; all is in his Hands above s ‘bus
notwithftanding, Mafter Fentcn, Y'll be fworn on a
Book fhe loves you; Havenot your Worfhip a Wart
above your Eye ? | ~
Fent. Yes marry have I3 and what of that ?
Luic. Well, thereby hangs 2 Tale; good Faith,
it is fuch another Nan ; but, I deteft; an honeft Maid
as ever broke Bread; we had an Hour’s Talk of
that Wart : I'fhall never laugh but in- that Maid’s
ComEany! but, indeed, fhe 15 given too much to
Allicholy and Mufing ; but for you —=—em Wel} ——
0O £ remstommy '
6 Fent. Well, Ifhall {fee her to day; hold, there’s
Money for thee: Let me have thy Voice in my be-
half; if thou feeft her before me, commend me
LQuice- Will 1?2 Ay faith that we'will 3- And I will
tell your Worfhip more of the Wart, the next’ time
we have Confidence, and of other Wooers,” -

Fent. Well, farewel, I am-in' great hafte now.
- [Exit.

- Quic. Farewel to your Worfhip. Truly an honeft
Gentleman, but Anne loves him not; I know.Anne’s
Mind as well as another decs,” Cut upon’t, what
have I forgot? . oo oo . [ Exit.

ACT I. SCENE L
Enter Mifirefs Page,*- jw'z"tb (éﬁette(', -

Mrs. Page. X} HAT, h'ai'e‘i*;fca'p’ci Love-Letters
.. +VV in the Holy-day time"of my
Beauty, and am I now a Subje& for them? let me

fce: ~' . e
Ask me no Reafon why I love you: for the Love
ufe Reafon for his Precifiany be iadmits binm: nt- for
, it
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bis Counfellor : You are not Jeung, no more -am 'l go
to then, ‘there’s Sympathy : You are wierry; (o am [
bat hal then tbere s more Sympathy: Tou love Sa k,
and fo do Iy would you' defire” better Sympathy? Let
n‘ Juffic: tbee, Miftrefs Page, at the leaft’ if ‘the Love
a Soldier can [uffi-e, that I'love thee. ~ I will not
_7', Pity me, ‘tis not a Scldier-lile Pbmfé but I (ay
Love me:

"By e, thine ooon true Kn ‘gbt, by Daj or N:gbt,

Or aiiy kind of Lighty with aff b:: ‘Af{gbt,

For z‘bee ta bt.
14 ]ohn Falﬁaﬂ’

‘What a Hcrod oF Sfcm:y is thls? Owwked, wmked

' World! -

‘One that is well ‘nigh worn to pwces with age,y

“I'o-fhew himelf a young ‘Gallant ?- What unwayed

rB&h:;.usm::mfr hath - this’ Flesifb: Drunkard pitcht,: :

“th’ Dcﬂl s Nlame; 6ut of my-Conver(ation, that he

ares in this mantier ‘affay me? Why, he hath not
een thrice in my Company: What fhou d I fay to

}l im ? I was then frugal of my Mirth, Heaventor-
pive me: L'l exhibit a-'Bill in the Parliament for
he putting down of men ; -how fhall I be revenged
on him ? for revenged I will be, as: fure as- hls Gutes -
are made of Puddings. - '

- Enter M"S- Ford. !

2 Mrs, erd Miftrefs Pa_ge, truft me, I was going

%0 your Houfe.

§ Mrs, Page: And-traft me, I was coming to you.:

you look very ill. -

& Mrs, Ford, ‘Nay, I’ll necr behcvc that lhavc to

hew to'the: contrary,: - ¢ .

@ Mrs. Page."Fait {ou do in my Mmd. -

&% Mrs. Ford, Welly-1 do then- yet I ay; I could

jhew you tothe cotitrary: O Miﬁrefs .Pagc, gwc me

gbme Counfel. - .

@ Mrs, Page. What's the matter W oman?.

o Mus, Ford, O Woman! if it _were:.not: for one

8> fling Refpedt;' I come: to fuch Honour. . AL

.+ S I'S-
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Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, Woman, take the
Honour; What is it ? difpenfe with T rifles; what isit?
Myrs. Ford. If I would but go to Ilell for an eter-
nal Moment or {o, [ could be knighted. |
Mus. Page. What, thoulieft! Sir Alice Ford ! thele
Knights will hack, and fo thou fhouldft not alser the
Article of thy Gentry.
Mrs. Ford. We burn Day-light, here, read, read,
perceive how 1 might be knighted : I fhall think
the worfe of fat Men as long as' I have an Eye to
make difference of men’s liking ; and yet be would
not f\wear, praife women’s Modefty, and gave {uch
orderly and well-behaved Reproof to all Uncomeli- .
nefs, that I would have iworn his Difpofition would
have gone to the Truth of his Words; but they do |
no more adhere, and keep Place together, thanthe
hundredth Pfalm to the Tune of Green Sleeves. W hat
Tempeft, I trow, threw this Whale, with {o many
Tun of Oil in his Belly, a’thore at I#indfor ? How
fhall I be revenged on him ? Ithink the beft way
‘were to entertain him with Hope,. ’till the wicked |
Fire of Luft have melted him in his own Greafe. |
Did you ever hear the like. - |
" Mrs, Page. Letter for Letter, but that.the Name |
of Page and Ford differs, .To thy great Comfoit in |
this myfiery of ill Opinionsj here’s the Twin-brother |
of thy Letter 3 but let thine inherit firtt, tor 1 pro-!
teft mine ever fhall, I warrant he hath athoufand :
of thefe Letters, writ with blank-fpace for diffevent
Names; nay more; and thefe are of the fecond
Edition: He will print them out of doubt, tor be:
.cares not what he puts in the Prefs, when he would
put usto.. I had rather be a Gigntels, and lie ypder:
Mougt-Pélion. Wiell; X 'will fipd -you swenty lalci
vious Turtles, ereone chat¢e Man, + * . - = =
Mis. Ford, Wh)) this is the yery {ame, theyery
Hand, the very Words; what doth he think of us?
Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not: it makes me almoft
‘yveady: to wrangle with mine own honefty. I'llen-.
tertain myfelf like  onc.thst L. am not as,quaigt:l#;
: " withaly

f
|
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3;1:11&1 for fure unlefs he' knew:fome 4train in me,
at I’know not my{elf he would never have board-
¢d me in this Fury.'
Mrs. Ford. Boarding call it }ou 4 I’Il be fure to
eep him above Deck.
3 Mrs. Page. So will Is if he come under my
Jatches, 1)l never to Sea again, Let’s be reveng’d
p h:m, let’s appoint him a Meeting, give bim a
bow of Comfort in his Suit, and lead him on with
i fine baitéd Delay, ’till he hath pawn ‘d his Horfes

: 5.

9 mine Hoft otthe Garter. .
% Mys. Ford. Nay, I will confent to a& any Villany
gaintt hnm that may not fully the Charme{s of our

Jonefty : Oh that my Husband {aw this Letter, it.

would gwe eternal Food to his Jealoufy, .

'x Mrs. Page. Why, look wheére he comes, and my
" pbod Man too; e’s as far from ]ealoufy as-I am:
fom giving him Caufe, and that, | hope, is an un-
eafurableDiftance. © i
rs. Ford. You are the happxerrWoman. ~ ‘-
EavIrs. Page.’ Liet’sconfult together agamﬁ this
fealy Kvight, Come hither;. - -
¢ é _Enter Ford with Piftol, Page ‘m:tb Nqu
 : ard :Well; I»hope it. be not {o. .. : - SN
#r:/t. Hope isa Curtal-dog in fome Aﬂ'atrs. bt
P Jobn affe&s:thy Wife,r.. . . © - |
Wrord, Why, Sir, my Wife is not y onng ‘
%iPi/t. He waos both high.and low, both r1ch and
for, both young and old, and one with another,

d, he loves thy Gallymawtry, Ford perpend.

Ford, Love my Wife? : - :
i1 ift. With Liver, burhing hat: Prcvent,
l go thou, like Sir A%eon, with .

bgivoodat'thy Heéls: O, odious is the Name.

'j,r; ord. . W hat Name Sir 9 - \
:ﬂ‘ T-he'Horn, | f't) Farewel..

H

ke heed, have open l:ye for'.[hlct"s do fbut by
'nght. .

| e heed ere ..fummer comcs, or Cuckao-blrds clo
1 ‘ﬁng- TR S {_' '_.4' o' .'-r f:",' T ', A

LA
'5';.
T

-

Away,
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Away, Sir Corporal Ny, . . -
Believe it Page, he {peaks Sénfe. . [ Exit Pift,
Ford, I will be patient 3 I will.find out this,
Nym. And thisis true: I hike not the. Humour of’
l‘{ing; he hath wrong’d me in fome Humours: |
ould have bornthe humour’d Letter to hér ; but I
have a Sword, and it fhall bite upon my Neceflity.
He loves your Wife; there’s the fhort and the long,.
My Name is Corporal Nym; I{peak, and Iavouch;
‘tis true 3 my Name is Nym, .and Falflaff loyes your:
Wife. Adieu; I love not the Humour of Bread and
Cheefe: Adieun. - . .Exzt Nym.,;
Page, The Humour of it, quoth’a?. here’s a:
. Fellow frights. Englifb out of his Wits,
Ferd, 1 will feek out Falftaff. . § |
R Page. T never heard. fuch a drawling; adffe&ing’
'ﬂgue.’ o T L . CTe e :
Ford, If ¥ dofind it: Well, - DU
Page. I will not believe fuch .a Cataian, tho:: the
Prieft o’ th’ Fown commended him fof a’ trite Mdn,
Fard, *Twasa good fenfible Fellow: Well, :
Page. How now, Meg? - = - . =
Mrs, Page. Whither. go you, Geerge ? hark you.
Mrs, Ford. How now,:fweet Frank, why art thou'
melancholy? = - .. S T Y
Ford, I melancholy! Y am not melancholy, .
Get you home; goo. -~ .~ T K
"Murs, Ford. Faith thou haft fome Crotchets in thy'
Head. Now will yougo, Miftrefs Page? o
Mrs, Page. Have with you, You’ll come to Dirn- .
rer George ¢ Liook who comes: yonder: fhe fhall bei:
our Meilenger to.this pdltry Knight.. .= = .
- . __Enter MrseQuickly. =~ ... . "
Mrs, Ford. Truft me, I thought on lier, fhe’ll fitiit
Mrs,Page. You arecometoieec my Daughterdnne!
LQyic. Ay, Forfooth; and I pray how does good..
Miftre(s Anne ? . . e
Mrs, Page. Go in with us and {ee; we have an -
Hour’s talk with you. . S o
(Ex. Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Mrs. (j),;lllc-f !
- age. )
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& Page. ‘How now, Mafter Ford.
% Ford. You heard what this Knave told me, did
ou not? -
§ Page. Yes; and you heard what the other told
me ? - | -
9 Ford, Do you think thereis truth in them?
% Page. Hang 'em, Slaves, | do not think the Knight
svould offer it; but thefe that accuie him in his in-
gent towards our Wivesare a Yoke of difcarded Men
Yery Rogues now they be out of Service. |
8 Ford. Were they.his Men ?
A Page. Marry were they. |
i Ford. 1 like it never the better for that,
Poes he lie at the Garter 2
¢ Page. Ay, marry doeshe. If he-fhould intend bis
¥ oyage toward my 'Wife, I would turn her loofe to
bim; when he gets more of her. than fharp. Words,
gt it lie on my Head. L
% Ford, 1.do not mifdoiubt my Wife, but I.would
Be loth to turn them together ; a Man may be. too
gonfident ; I would bave nothing lie on my Head 3
g cannot be thus fatisfy’de -~
¢ Page. Look where my ranting Hoft of the Girter
fomes's .there is either-Liquor in his Pate, .or Mo-
ey in his Purfe, when he looks fo merrily. How
bow, mined Hoft? . _
. . . . Enter Hoft and Shallow.
§: Hof¢. How now, Bally Rook? Thouw'rt. a Gentle-
pan, Cavaleirg-Juftice, I fay. o -
g Shal, I follow, mine Hoft, I follow. Good Even,
nd' twenty, good Mafter Rege. - Mafter Page, will
pu.gowith us? We haye.Sport.in Hand. .
] -Fgﬂﬂ. ‘Tell bimy Cavaliero-Juftice ;. tell:him; Bully
ROK « . R
g Shal. Sir, thereis a Fray to be fought between Sir
Quch, the Welch Prieft, and: Caiusthe French Do&or.
) Ford. Good mine Hoft. o’ .th’ Garter, a word with
iHQR-l W ]_ﬂt *fay:’ﬁ;thou, Bully Rosk p L
| s be L Shale

N
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24 The Merry Wives of "Windfor. 3

Shal. Will you go with us:to behold it?. Myi.lf:;:
‘merry :Hoft hath had- the meafuring of their Wea. 3%

o

pons, and { think, hath appointed themi contrary: i3
‘Places; for, believe me, 1 hear the Parfon is. no ¢
Jefter. Hark, I will tell you what our Sport ﬂlaﬂ"‘v‘gﬁ.‘%
be. A
" Hft. Haft thou no Suit againft my Knight, my '3
Gueft-Cavalier! o . 5
Ford. None, I protelt; but I'll give.youa Pottle: ?
of burnt Sack to give me recourie to him, and tell <
him my Nameis Brossm;.only fora Jeft.. + ' . 4
Hyf. My Hand, Buily; thou fhalt have Egrefi:
and Regrefsy faid I well? and thy Name.fhall b5
Broosn. Ttisa merry Knight, Will you go an-heirs)
' Shal. Have with you, mine Hoft, * ¥
Page. | have heard the Frewnchman hath good
Skill in his Rapier. ': g
Shal. Tut, Sir, I could have told you more; . -
-thele times you ltand on Diftance, your Paffes, Stoc
cado’s,and { know not what: “Tis the heart, Mafter
Page; ’tis here, ’tishere. [ have{een thetimz, with !
my long Sword, I would-have made you four tal.
Fellows skip like Rats. .
' Host. Here Boys, here, here: Shall wewwag? o
' Page. Have with.you; I had rather hear them:)
{cold than fight. [ Ex.Hoft, Shal. and Page!:
Ford. Tho’Page be-a {ecure Fool, and ftand [
-firmly on this Wife’s Frailty, 'yet I cannot put ofti’
my Opinion fo eafily. She was in his Company ai.
Page’s Houle, and what they made there I know!
.not. Well, I will look further into’t; and I have;!
a Difguife to found Falstaff ¢ It I find her honeft, .lf.;.'
lofe not :my Labour ; if: fhe be otherwife, “tisLabout:
well beftow'd. o LExit:
3 AT B S A -

SCENE . II. |
.+ Enter Faltaff and Piftol, . - .. .

Fal. I will not lend thee a Penny. | !?
_ Pift. Why then the World’s mine Ojfﬁcr,-.mhich*r‘
"I with Sword fhall open, )
Fal
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I . .Fal, Not a Penny: I have been content, Sir, you
fhould lay my Countenance to Pawn;. Thave grated

%pon my good Friends for three Reprieves for you,
and your Coach-felloav, Ny ; or el{feyou looked thro™"

£he Grate, like 2 Geminy of Baboons. I am damn’d -

The Merry Wives of Windfor. 2§

%h Hell for fwearing to Centlemen, -my Friends,
when Mittrefs Bridget loft the Handlé of her Fan,
¥ rook’t ipon mine Honour thou hadft it not. -
Pence? - :
82 Fel. Reafon, you Rogue, Reafon: Think’t thou
¥’} endanger my Soul grafis ? At aWord, hang no
ifliort Knife, anda Thong. to your Manor of Picki~
Batcht 3 go, you’ll not bear a Letter for' mey "you .
Wnconfinable Bafenels, it is as much as I'can do
‘8 keep the Term of my Honour precife. I, I, I my
f’; t Hand, - and hiding 'my-Honour in my Neceflity,
ﬁ‘:": . . - . . ", .o ' . ' ' e - . .
s.f Rogue will enfconfe your Rags, ¥our Cat-a="
i1d-beating Oatlis,. -under the Shelter of your How
it I do relent; what would’ft thou more of Man? -
o Enter Robin. :

Fou wereigood Soldiers, and tall Fellows.: And

& Pift. Didit thou not fhare ? Hadft thou not fifteen

¥y d *

more about me, I dam:no Gibbsat for-you: Go, "a

Bogue “you ftand upon your Honour ? Why, thou

48t fometimes, leaving the Fear of Heaven on the
d fain to thuflle, to hedge, and to luréh) and yet,

i ountain' Look, your Red Lettice Phrafes, and your -

apur! -You will not do it, you'! ~

¥ Rob. Sir, here’s 2. Woman would fpeak with you.

LR

]

‘f@kFals Let her approach, -+ - S r
"i't":',]"h . ¥ 1 ,-Eﬂter Miﬂrcﬁ. Quicklyl. * <.
:“P ._;: ’ - » - ' ™ P ~ . L
L uics Give your Worfhip Good-morrow. - ;

'8¥Fal.; Good-moriow; good Wife, o
Waluic. Not {0, and’t pleale’ your Worthip.-
vig¥al. Good Maid then, A '
. L

. rpPuic, [l be fworny -~ -

A%y Mother was the firt Hour. T was born, = :f

L]

" S
“tFal. Ido belicve'the Sweaders!‘'what'iwith me?
I wice Shall [ vouchfafe your Woithip a Word: or ..
k. B o Fals
B -
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26. The :Merry Wives of Windlor.
Fal. ‘T wo thonfand, fair Woman, and I'H vouch.:
{afe thee the hearing. . A
Quic. There isone Miftrefs Ford, Sir: I pray come::
a-little nearer this ways; I myfelf dwell with Mr,-
PDoéor Casus.
Fal. Well on, Miitrefs Ford, youfay. i
Quic. Your Worthip. fays very true I pray your
Worthip come a little nearer this ways.
~ Fal. I warrant thee nc body hears: mine own Peo-
ple, mine own People. -
Quic. Are they fo ? Heav’n blefs them, and make:’

them his Servants, -
(trefs Ford, what of her?

Fal. Well: Mi s
Luice Why, Sir, fhe’s a good creature, Lord,
Lord, your Worfhip’s 2 Wanton; well, Heav’n for
give you,-and all of us, I pray . ]
Fal. Miftrefs Ford, come Miftrefs Forde == .
yice Marry this the fhort and the long of It;.
you - have brought her into fuch a Canaries as ‘i
wonderful : - The beft Courtier of them all, when.
the Court lay at Wiadfor, could never have brought!
Ler to fuch a Canary.. Yet there has been Knighs,
and . Lords, and Gentlemen, with their Coaches: [:
warrant you Coach after Coach, Letter after Lettey;
Gift after Gift, {melling fo {weetly ; all Musk 3 and;
fo rufhling, I warrant you in Silk and Gold. and i~
fuch aligant Terms, and.in fuch Wine and Sugar ¢
the beft, and the faireft, that would have won anj
Woman's Heartj and 1 warrant you they could n¢-
ver get an Eye-wink of her, Lhad. myfelf twenty
Angels given me this' Morning, hut:L defy all An;
gels, in gny fuch fort as they. fay, .but in the way
of Honefty ; and I warrant. you. they. could nevei.
get her fo much as fip on a Cup with the proudei;
of them ally and yet chere hias: been Earls, naj:
which is more, Penfioners, but. I warrant you i
is one withshere, * 00 1 N C st
Fal, But;what {ays, fhe -to .me¢., Be: byief, «m}]

i
-
L]
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L
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The Merry Wives of Windlor: 27
 Quic. Marry, fhe hath received your Letter, for
the which fle thanks you a thouland times; and
the gives you to notify, that her Husband will be
abfence from his Houfe between ten and eleven.

Fal, Ten and eleven. .

Quic. Ay, and then Forfooth, you may come and
{ec the Picture, fhe fays, that you wot of : Mafter
Ford, her Husband will be from home. Alas! the
{iveet Woman leads an ill Life with him, he’sa very
jealoufie-Man 3 fhe leads a very frampold. Life with
hini, good Heart.

Fal. Ten and eleven: Woman, commend me to
her, I will not fail her. C.

LQuic. Why, you fay well ; But I have another
Mefienger to your Worthip ; Miftrefs Page has-her
hearty Comunendations to you too ; and let me tell
you in your Ear, fhe’s as fartuous a «civil modeft
Wife, and one (I tell you) that will not mifs you
Morning and Evening Prayer, asany is in Windfor,
wboe’er be the other ; and {he bad me tell your Wor-
{hip that her Husband is feldom from home, . but fhe
hopes there will come a time, - I . never knew a
Woman fo doat upon a Manj f{urely I think yow
have Charms la; yes in Truth. R

Fal. Not I, .1 affure thee; fetting the Attra‘tion
of my good Parts afide, I have no other Charms.

Luic. Bleiling on your Heart for’ts - .

. Fal, But I pray thee tell me thisy - has Ford’s Wife
and Page’s Wite acquainted each other how they love -
me ? . - . 1 .
Quir. That were a Jeft indeed 3 they have not {o
little Grace, I-hope 3 that were a trick indeed ! Bus
Miftrefs Page would defire you to (¢nd her yourlittle:
lage, of all Loves: FHer Husband has a marvellous
Infedtion to the little Page; and truly Mafter Pgge.
s an honeft Man., Never 2 Wife in Windfor leads a

etter Life than fhe does 3 do what fhe will, fay what
fhe will, take all,::pay all; go to‘Bed -when:{he lift,
rife. when fhe:lift,/all. is as fhe will,-and! cruly.the
delervesit, for if there be a kind Womdnin pipd/irs:

5 T Bas T 77 truly
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48 The Merry Wives.of Windfor.

truly fhe is one. Youmuft fend her your Fage; no

RemEle -

Ial. Why, I will.

Luic. Nay, L ut do fo then; and, look you, he may
come and go between you both 3 and, in any Cafe,
have a Nayword, that you may know one anothers

-Mind, and the Boy never need to underftand any
thing ; for ’tis.not good that Childrenthould know

any Wickednefs: Old Folks, you know, have Dil-
cretion, as they fay, and know the World,

Fal. Farethee well; commend me to them both
There’s my Purfe, I am yet thy Debtor, Boy, go
along with this Woman. 7This news diftraéts me.
SR ; - | Exzt Quic. and -Rubin,
. Pifp.. This Punk is one of Cupid’s Carriers ;

Clap ¢n more Sails; puriue 3 up with your Fights 3
Give Fire; fheismy Prize, or Qcean whelm them

all. . { Exit Piftol.

- Fal. Say’ft.thou fo, old Jack? go thy wayss I’ll

make more of thy old Body than 1 have done ; will
they yet look after thee? Wilt thou, after the Ex-
pence of fo much Money, be now a Gainer ? Good
body, I thank thee; let them fay, ’tis grofly done,

{o it be fairly done, no matter.

. g Enter Bardolph.

Bar. Sir Jchn, there’s one Mafter Brovizz below
would fain ipeak with you, and be acquainted with
you, and hath {ent your Werfhipa Mornings draught
+ Df S&C]Fl T - - ]

Fal. Broom is his Name?

. Bar.'Ays Sir. - L

.+ Fal. Callhim iny fuch Brocsss are welcome to me
that o’erflows fuch Liquor. Ah! ba! Miftrels Ford
and - Miftels Page, bave 1 encompafled you ? Go to,
Wle  tmiee o e e i e bt
. ..o o Enter Ford difguis’d,
hfFﬂr:(f.IBIHf.Sr,Y..Qq:_f”!' A T oo

.. Faly Ao yous, Olr 7 would,you fpeak with me 2.

. Hordss L make bold to puels wich fo litcle Prepara~ .
tionfugod yoWs.: . i L. L

S I . " .Fdll

-

' dowa



The Merry Wives of Windfor! =g
Fal. You're welcome.; svhat’s your Will? Give us
leave, Drawer. =z o
Ford, Sir, Tam a Gentlesan that have {pent much,
my Name is Brooms. ~ * ; _
Fal. Good Mafter Brooms, 1 defire more Aequain-
tance of you. ' S
Ford, Good Sir Fuhn, 1 fue for yoursy noti to
charge you: for I muft let youundertand, Ithink.
mylelf in” better Plight for a Leader than you are,
the which hath {fomething emboldened me to this un-
feafloned Intrufion; for they fay, if Money go b:fore,
all Ways do lie opsn. | P
Fal. Money 1s a good Soldier, Sir, and will on.
Ford. Troth, and I have a  Bag:of-Money here
troubles me; if you wiil help to bear ie, Sir Fobis.
take all, or half, for eafing me of' the Carriage.
Fal, Sir, I know not how. I may deferve to be
your Porter, +
y Ford. I sill tell you, Sir, if you will give me the
¢aring. - o :
. Fa!.%Spgak, good Mafter Brooms, 1 fhall be glad.
to bz your Servant. . S P
 Ford, Sity I, hear you are a Scholar, I wi)l; be
brief with you, and you have beena Man long known-
to ine, tho’ had never lo good Means as efire to
make mylelf acquainted with yon: I ihall dilcover
a thing wherein 1| muit very much lay open mine -
own lmperle&ions; but, good vir 7 Hn, as you have
ons Eye upon my Follies, as you hear th:n une-
folded, turn annther into the Regilter of your.owny:
that I may pals with a Reproot the eaficr, futh you.
yourlelfkrow huw eafy it is to be luch an Offender,.
Fal. Very well, Sir, proceed, S -
Ford. There is a Gentlewoman in this Town, her
Husband’s Name is Ferd, L |
Fﬂ’- Wcu, Sil‘. . , - e
Ford. Ihave long lov’d her, and, I'protefl to you,.
heftowed much on her, followed her with a doating .
Obfervance,ingrofs’d Oppartunities to mect her, feed
every flight Occalion that };‘ould but niggardly give...
3 B $41-¥



30 The Merry Wives of Windfor.

me {ight of her; not only bought manyPrefentsto give
her,but havegiven largely to many, to know what fhe
would have given: Briefly [ have purfu’d her, as
Love hath purfued me, which . hath been on the
Wing of all QOccafions.  But whatfoever I have me-
rited, either in my Mind, or in my Means, Meed’
I am fure I have received none, unlefs Experience
be a Jewel I have purchas’d at an infinite rate, and
that hath taught me to fay this; |
* Love like a Shadow flies, when Subffance Leve
purfues ; |
¢ jimjai#g that that flies, and flying what prer=
UESs ﬂ
Fal, Have you received no promife of Satisfa&ion
at her Hands? . :
FOI’(I- NEVE‘I'- ' o
Fal. Have you importun’d her to fuch a Purpofe »
Ford. Never. . g
Fal. Of what Quality was your love then ? |
Ford, Like a fair Houfe built on another Man'st
Ground, fo that I have loft my Edifice, by miftaking
the Place where I ere&ed it., :
Fal, “To what Purpoie have you unfolded this to
mes? . a | |
. Ford. WhenI have told you that, I have told you
all. Somefay, that though fhe appear honeft to me,
yet in other Places the enlargeth her mirth {o far,
that there is fhrewd Conftruétion made of her. Now, -
Sir Fsbn, here is the Heart of my Purpofe: You
are a Gentleman of excellent Breeding, admirable -
Difcourfe, of great Admittance, authentick in your
Place'and Perion, generally allowed for your many
Warslike, Court-like, and learned Preparations.
Fﬂlﬂ 0 Sir ! |
Ford. Believeit, for you know it; there is Money,
fpend it, fpend it; fpend more, {pend al) I have,
only give me fo much time in exchange of it, as
to lay an amiable fiege to the Honefty ot this Ford’s
Wifes ufe your Art of wooing, win her to con-
fent to you ; if any Man may, you may as {pon as a;_y’.
. @i
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E Fal. Would it apply. well to the Vehemence of
. your Affe&ion, that I fhould win-whit youwould

- enjoy ? Methinks youprefcribe to yourfelt very pre-

| poiteroully. ¢

" Yord, O, underftand my drift; fhe dwells {fo fe-
! curely on the Excellency of her Honour, that the
Y Folly of my foul dares not prefentitfelty fhe is too
 bright to be look’d againft. Now could I come to
Lher with any Dete&ion in my Hand, my Defires
¥ had - Inftance _and Argument to commend them-
i {clves: I could drive herthen from the Ward of her

i Purity, her Reputation,; her Marriage Vow, anda
s thoufand other Defences; which now are too ftrongly
! embattail’d'2zainft me, What{ay you to’t, fir Fobr 2
- Fal.- Mafter: Broosn, 1 will irlt make bold gwith
I your Money 3 next give me your Hand, and laft as
'] am a Gentleman, you fhallif you will, enjoy Ford’s
:‘WEFE{ oo ‘ N N ’

¥: Ford. O good Six ! | "

% . Feal. 1fay you fhall,” "

% Yord. Want no Money, Sir Jobn, you fhall want
Sfone. R : ' PR

g Fal. Want no Miftre(s Ford, Mafter Brovsmz, you
% fhall want none 3 I-fhall be ‘with her, T may teil
¥ you, by her own Appointment. Even as you came
¥1in to me, her Affittant, or Go-between, “parted from
£ me; I fay, I fhall be with hér between tenand ele-

L

‘~'ven ; for at that time the jealous rafcally Knave her

LA

f Husband will be forth ;- come:you to me at Night;,

“.i
[}
‘I

i-you fhall know how I {peed.- | S
%=  Ford, I ambleft in your Acquaintance: Do’ you
#know Ford, Sir? . + | ‘
@ Fal, Hang him, poor cuckoldy Knave, I know
¥ him not; yet I wrong him, to call himpoor; they
iay the jealous witolly Knavehath mafles -of Money,
pfor the which his Wife {eems to me svell-favour’d,
ol will ufe her as the Key of the Cuckold-Rogue’s
MF Cofter, and there’s my Harvett-home,

B Ford, I would you knew Ford, Sir, that you miglic
i avoid him, if you faw him, - . - LD

B 4 L Fek



32 The Merry Wives of Windfor. |
Fal. Hang him, mechanical falt-butter Rogue; T
will ftare him out of his Wits; I will awe bim
- with my Cudgel; it fhall hang like a Meteor o'cr !
the Cuckold’s Horns. Mafter Broos:, thou fha't .
. know I will predominant over the Peafant, and thou :
. thale lie with his Wife: Come to me {oon at Night; .
Ferd’s a Knave, and [I.will aggravate his Stile;
T hou Mafter Broosn, flialt know him for Xnave and
Chuckold : come to me fcon at Night. - [E~.
Ford,. What a damn’d Epicurcan Rafcal is this!
My Heart is ready to crack with Impatience. Who
A{ays this is improvident Jealoufy ? My Wile hath
{ent to him, the Match is made; Would -any Man
have thought this? See the Hell of having .a falie
Woman; my Bed fhall be abus’d, my Cofters ran-
{ack’d, my Reputation gnawn at, and I fhall not
only receive this villanous Wrong, but ftand, under
the Adoption of abominable Terms, and by him
that does me the Wrong. Terms, Names; Amai-
“mn founds well, Luczfer well, Barbafcn well, yet
they -are_Devils Additions, the Names of Fiends;
but Cuckold, Wittol, Cuckold ! the Devil himielf
hath not fuch a Name. Page is. an-Afs, a fecure
 Afs, he will truft his Wife ; he will not be jealous;
I will rather trult a_Flemng with my Butter, Parlon
Hugh, the Welchman, with my Cheefe, an Irifbman
with my Aqua-¥Vite LEottle, or a Thief to walk my
ambling Gelding, thon my Wife with herfeif s Then
the plots, then fhe raminates, then fhe devifes; and
what they think in their Hearts 'they may affel,
they will break their Hearts but they will effedt.
Heav'n be prais’d for my Jezleuly. Eleven o’Clock
the Hour; I will prevent this, dete&t my Wife, be
revenz’d on Falftaff, and laugh at Page: I will
aboutit 3 better three Hours tootoon, than a Minute
teo late. Yy, fy,fy, Cuckold, Cuckold,,ClE:kold.
. . ‘ - C C Eﬁft-
- SCENE. . IIL.. .
S Enter Caius and Rugby,
- Caius, Jack Rughy! . . . .
'.‘ *,R‘ﬂn Sir ' Caiuse



The -Meryy Wives of Windlor.. 33

? Caius. Vatis de Clock, Fack? |

. Rug. *Tis paft the Hour, Sir, that Sir. Hugb pro-
imis’d to meet. . P

. Caius. By gar he has fzve his Soul, dat he is no_
bcome 3 he has pray his Pible well, dat he is no come *
IBy gar; Fack Rugly, he is dead already, ifbe b€
Ycome., ‘ L

} Ruo. He is wile, Siry; he knew: your Worfhip
"woulg kill him, if he came. - '

¥ Caius. By gar, de Herring is no dead fo as I vill
§kill Him'y take your Rapier, Jack, I vill'tell yow-

¢ how T vill kill hiin, - ' e

8 Rug. Alas, Sir, I cannot fences

. Cazis. Villany, take your-Rapiers:

& Rug. Forbear, here’s Company. . -
Enter Hoft, Shallow, Slehder, and*Page..

¥  H?f. ’Blefs thee, Bully Do&or. .
Shal, Save.you, Mr; Do&tor,.

Page. Now good-Mr. Do&or Caias.

Slen. Give you Good-morrow, Sire -. ~ -

% Caius. Vat beall you; one two tree, four, come
gfore - P
& H./7. To fee thee fight, to fee the foigne, to fee
athe traverfe, tofee thee lhiere, to fee thee there,'to -
ce thee pafs thy Pun&o, thyStock, thy Reverie; 'thy
%Yitance, thy Montant. Is hedead; my: Ethidpian ?
5¥s he dead my Francifco - Ha Bully ? What {ays my
L ﬁ:uh?im ?-my Galen ? “'my Heart of Elder? "Ha &
s he dead, Bully-ftale? is hc-deads TS
M8 Caius. By gar he is de Coward Fack Prieft-of de
iVorld; he is notthow his Face, -« . ' .7°

% Hoft. Thou: art a Caftalion king Urinal : Heller:
gof Greece, my Boy. - | " . ;
B Caius. 1 pray you bear witne(s, that me may (tay
gax or feven, two tree Hours for- him, and he is no
OmB- o toe R . o, LYo
S8 Shal. Heisthe wifer Man, Mr. Do&oar 3 he:is a
g urer of Souls, and you a Carer of.Bodies; If you.
gpnould fight, you goagaintt the hair of: your Pro-
B ; ean5-= itnottrue. after Pa‘ge. :

/. Bs Page..
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34 The '.I/‘-ferr.y Wives ébf Windfor.

. Page. Mafter Shallow, you have yourfelf been a

great Fighter, tho’ now a man of peace.

Shal. Body-kins, Mr. Page, tho’ I now be old,and
of peace, it I fec a Sword out, my Fingers itches to

make .one; tho’ we are Juftices, and Do&ors, and

Churchmen, Mr. Page, we have fome Salt of our

Youthjnus; we are the Sons of Women Mr. Pgge.
Page, *Tis true, Mr, Shallow: | |
Shal, It will be found {o, Mr. Page. Mr. Do&or

Caius, I amcome to fetch you Home: Iam fworn
of the Peace 3 you have fhew’d youriclf a wife Phy-".
fician, and Sir Hugh hath fhewd himlelf a wile and
patieat Churchman: You muft go with me Mr, :

Doéor,

k
!

Hgft, Pardon, Gueft-Juftice, a Monfieur IMock- .

water, o
Caius. Mock-vater! Vatis dat?

Host, Mock-water, in our Englifh tongue, is Va- |

Jour, Bully.

. Caius. By gar, then I have as much Mock-vater |
as de Englifbman, Scurvy-Jack-Dog Prielt 3 by gar :

me will cuc his Ears. L
— Hoft.. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, Bully,

- ¥
i

. Caiys, Clapper-de-claw: Vat is dat?
."Heft, ‘That is, he-will makethee Amends.

|
|

. Caius. By gar, me do look he fhall clapper-de-claw

me ;_for by gar, me vill have it. ‘
Hoft. And I will provokehim to’t, or let him wag.
' Caius, Me:tanck you for dat, | |
Hof. And moreover, Bully ;3 but firt Mr,Gueft,
and Mr, Page, and eek Cavalesro Slenders go you
thro the Town to Frogmwore,
Page. Sir Hugh isthere, jshe? '
-~ Hoft, He isthere; fee what Huamour he is ing

w

and I will bring the Doé&or about the Fields? Will

it do well? - * |

- Shal. Rgc will .c!o%lgh 5 . ,

o il Adicuy, good JVir: JJoctor. * .

| b Akl B2 T L Bxit Page, Shal.gnd Sha
| @riin
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€aius. By gar, me vill kill de Pri:ft 3 for he fpeak -
for a Jac-an-Ape to Aunne Page. - : S
. Hoft. Lethim diey fheath thy Impatience, throw:
:L'old Water on thy Choler 3 -go about the Fields with:
e thro’ Frogmure, [ will bring thee where Miftrefs.
idnne Page. isy at a Farm-Houfe a feafting, and -thou
fhalt woe her: Cride game, faid I well?
: Cerus. By gar, me tank yon vor.dat? By.gat [
love you; and I will procure ’a you de good Guefta
fe Earl, de Knight, de Lords, de' Gentlemen, my
Patients. , .
r Hoft. For the which I will be thy Adverfary to~
;ward Anne Page: Said I well? .
. Caius, By gar ’tis good, vellfaid,.
s Hoff. Let us wag then? . |
ome at. my Heels, Faik Rughy. - | +:‘[Exéum-‘..

HRBSBIBLVOVOVIDOOBBY
P ACT II. SCENE L

- . . P o ~ v 4 P . .
Enter Bvahs and Simple. ;1 ¢ :;

o
||‘|. }.I.
i &

'
A
-t
o

g£ve. § Pray younow, good Mafter Slendeils Serv~
%, . A gman, and Friend Simple by your Nziae,
Which way have you look’d for Mafter:Caiusy-ghat
Erlls himfelf Doltor of Phyfick. NI I
% Semp, Marry Sir; the Pittyswary; the Bark-wards
Rery-way,- ol &’ very: wayy.but

* Windfor :way, :an
?ETO\V?wa{{_éi‘. rof E;H }IA :;‘_ A MR DA
i} Eva. 1 moft fehemently: L you: will.
B ot eyt v, il
: Simpn I WﬂI,:Sih* ' S o « .
¥ Eva. Plels-my'Soul; ‘how full of Challars 1. an,
d trempling of Mind 2. 1. fhall be:glad if he haveg
grceived me 3 how melancholies X am.!::1 will knog
g® Urimals about his ‘Khaves Coftard,: when-] bave
20d Opportunittes for:the Qrke 3 . Plefs yny,Soul 3
Bfouliow Rivers, to whefe F alls melodious Birds fings
. ~ \ | Aa=

’

TR TR I S .

I:r..
A
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Madrigalls; There will'we make.our:Peds of Rofes, and |
@ thoufand fragrant Pofies. To [ballow emee~s Mercy
on me, 1 have a great Difpofition to cry. Meled:icus ;g
Birds fing Madrigal ——— VWhen as-I [at in Pabylon ; 1)
and a thoufand vagram Pofies, To fhallow, &e. féﬁ
- Simp. Yonder heds coming this way, Sir Hugh. @%
Eva. He's welcome. To fhallow Rivers to . whofe E}
Fa{:'s ~= Heaven profper the Right &, What weapors |
is he? SR I T 1
- Sumps - No Weapons, Sixr 3 there comes my Mafte: :f,

Mr. Shallow, and another Gentleman from Frggamnore, |
. - T

over the Stile, this way, - | ~ S
_ Eva. Pray you giveime my Gown, or elfe keep :
1t in your Arms, . - . - T ;F:
 Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender. - "
. Shals How now, Mafter Parfon? Good-morrow, !
good Sir Hugh. Keep a Gamfter from-the Dice, and ',
a good Student from his Book, and it is wonderful.
‘Slen. Ah {weet Anne Page.. . .. - :
Page. Save you, good Sir Hugh. | :
Ewa. 'Plefs you from his Mercy fake, all of you, |
Shal. What, the Sword and the Word !
Po you ftudy them bath, My, Parfon?
Page, And youthful ftill, in your D
Hofe, this raw:rumatick.Day.#-:- ., ~ - . - |
. Eva. There isReafons and Caufes for it. f
. JFage.We are come to youto do-agood Oﬂicc,f

Mr-ParfO'n- , . - a

. Eva. Ferry :wells whatisie?2.: - .
" Rage.vYopderis a.mqft reverand Gentleman, who
belike having received Wrong by fome Perlon, is at,
moft odds with-his own Gravicy and Patience, that
ever you {aw. o
Shal. I have liv’d four{core Years and upward ;1
never heard a Man of his. Place, Gravity and Learn
ing, fo wide of his own Refpe&. S
~ Eva, Whatishe? . | o -
- Page. 1 think you' know him, Mr, Do&or Casus
the »régnowncd French Phyficiane, . . . - ,é' -
. A ' Co . Ve

1 \ . \ . 1 '.h 1-‘ ' III-‘

1
i
1
4
L
t
L
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Eva. Got’s Will; and his Paffion of mfy-'He;art! |
had as lief you fhould teil me of a mefs of Porridge.

Page, Why ? . L

Eva, He has no more Knowledge in Hibocrates

and Galen; and he is a Knave befides, a cowardli:

Knave asyon would defire to be acquainted withal.
Pzge. I warrant you, he’s the man fthould fighs

with him. ' | '

. Slen. O fwect Anne lage,

- Euter Hoft, Caius, and Rugby.
Shal, It appears fo by his Weapons: Keep them

alunder; here comes Do&or Czius, ;

- Page, Nay, good Mr.Parfon, keep in your weapon,
Shal, So do you, gond Mr, Do&or., = =
Hof. Difarm, them,-and let them queftion; let

them keep their Limbs and-.hack our Englifh.
«Cazus. 1 pray you let me {peak a Word with'your

- Ear: Wherefore vill you not meet-ame?’ "

Eva, Pray you ule your Patience in good time.

: ; faigs. By gar, you.are de Coward, de Fack Dog,

g Jobn Ape. | | c

sz.l‘:)Pmy.you. let. us'not be Laughing-Stocks to .

‘ot.heri,Mellas Hu’mm_.tfs ; I deﬁre you in "]Zfl‘.iciﬁdﬂﬁp,

__ R . . . . . ' " N R - X
i and will ong way or other.make you.amends; Iwill

I knog your Urinal about your Knaye’s Cogs-comib,
{ - Caius. Diable Jack Rugby, mine Hoft de Farteer,
Ehave [ not ftay for him, to kill him? Have I not as
{de Place I did appoint? Co-
8 Eva. As I amaChriftian-foul, now look you, this
@s the Place appointed ;- 'll. bé judgnient by mine
Floltof theGartgr. ~ ..~ 0. 7.
& Hoft. Peace, 1 fay, Gqllia .and, Gaul, French and
elch, Soul-curer and Body-curer. ' <7 -
B Caius. Ay datis very good, excellent, = ' -
R Hoft. Peace, I fay; hear mine Hoft of the Gaiter
gpm I Politick ? AmISubtle? Am Ia Machiavel
hall | lofe my Qq%o;? l%g:, he gives ime‘thiePgtions
d'the Motions. Shall . qafgih'ﬁ Parfon? myPrieft
gy Sir Hugh ? No ; he gives nie the Proverbs ahd the -
No-verbsy | Give me.thy Hand, Celeftial, fo, {Boy_pf
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of Art, I have deceived you both : I have dire&ed
you to wrong Places 5 yourHearts are mighty, your
Skins are whole,- but let burned Sack:be the 1ffue.
Come, lay their Swordsto Pawn. Follow me, Lad
of Peace, follow, follow, follow. |
Shal. Truft me, amad Hoft, Follow, Gentlemen,
folloew. ' |
Slen. O {weet Anne Page? | B
[ Ex. Shal. Slen., Page end Hoflt. ,:i“
Caius. Ha! do 1 perceive dat? Havo you make
a-de-fot of us, ha, ha? - , ¢
Eva. This is well, he has made us his Vilowing- ﬁ
ftog +'1 defire'you that we may be Friéndsy and letus ¢
knog our Prainstogether, to berevenge of the {ame t
fmall{call Scurvy Companion,the Hoft of the Garter,
Caius. By gar, with all my Heart; he promife to
bring me where is Anpe Page; by gar, he deceivesme
tO0. . - ' .
- EvaWell,Iwill fmite hisNoddles; prayyou follow,
* S CEN E, Ii,
. Enter Miftrefs Page and Robin. .- - .
" "Mrs. Page.’ Nay, keep ‘your way, ‘little Galant; ;
you werewont to be a Follower, butnow you'area
Leader. Whether had you rather lead mine Eyeés, or
eye your Mafter’sHeelsp = - )
Rob. 1 had rather, Forfooth, go before you like a
Man, than follow him like a Dwarf. - | |
. Murs, Page. O you are a flattering Boy 3 nowI fee
yowll be a Courtiey, .” .- . - & -
o o EpterPord, 0 . - -0
Ford.. Well met, Miftrefs Page 5 whither go-you ?
Mrs. Page. Truly Sir, to fee your Wite'y is fheat
Home? ¥ AP
Ford, Ay, and asidle as fhe may hang.-together for
want of Company 3 [ think if your Husbands wert
dead, you two would marry, * =~ -
- Mis. Pqge,  Be'fure of that, two other Husbands
. Ford,” Where had you this pretty Weather-cock ?
 Mis, Page. ‘1 cannot tell what the dickenis hisNain
4s my Husbind had hinvof, - “Whatdoyou-call yo¥
Koight's Name, Sirrah ? T

N oy
___..h__'.f'-l"_‘ -—-lll-t.-h_
—_ ~ .

- T e —
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Rob. Siv Yobn Falflaf.
Ford. Sir Fobn Falftaff ? |
Mrs. Page. He, he 5.1 can never bit on’s Name jthere
is fuch a League between my good Manand he. Is
your Wife at home, indeed ? -
'Fal., Indeed fhe is. ' '
Mirs.Page.By your leave,Sir; T am fick till I fee her.
| ( Exeunt Mrs. Page and Robin.
" Ford, Has Page any Brains? hath he any Eyes?
hath he any thinking ; fure they fleep ; he hath no ufe
of them. Why, this Boy will carry a'Letter twenty
Miles, as ealy as a Cannon will fhoot point-blank
twelve-fcore 3 he picces out his Wife’s Inclination, he
gives her Folly Motion and Advantagé, and now fhe’s
going to my Wife, and Falffaff’s Boy with her. A
IMan may hear this Shower fing in the Wind; and
| Falftaff’s Boy with her! Good Plots; they are laid,
land our revolted Wives fthare Damnation together.
tWell, I will take him, then torture my Wife, pluck
Bhe borrowed Vail of Modefty from the {o feeming,
gMiftrels Page, divulge Page himlielf for a fecure-and
Rvilful Alfeon, and to thale violent Proceedings "all
any Neighbours fhall cry aim. The Clock gives me
By Cue, and my Aflurance bids me fearch; there [
ghall find Felftaff: 1 fhall be rather praifed of this
ghan mock=d; for it is as pofitive as the Earth is
Prm, that Falffaff is there: I will go. ..
gEnterPage,Shallow,Slender, Hoft, Evans, and Caius.
% Shal. Page,®c. Well met, Mr. Ford,
8 Ford. Truft me, agood Knot: I have good Cheer
i&-home, and I pray you all-go with me,
B Soal. 1 muft excule myfelf, Mr. Ford.
) Slen. And fo muft I, Sir; - -
¢ have appointed to dine with Miftrefs Anne,
nd I.wwould not break with her for more Money
fan Il {peak of, S T
R Shal. Wl have 'lingered about a Match between
nnePqge. and my Coufin Slenders and this Day we
all have our Aniwer. - -
§ Sken. ] hope ] have your good Will, Fatheér P;gé. |
| v 4°4AgC

—
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Page. You have, Mr. Slender, 1 {tand wholly for
ymil y but my Wife, Mafter Do&or, isfor you alto-

ether.

& Ca:. Ay, be gar, and de Maid is love a-me: My

Nurth-a-Luickly tell me fo mufh.

Hoff. What fay you to young Mr. Fentin? he
capers, he dances, lie has Eyes of Youth, he writes
Verfes, he {peaks Holy-Day, he fmells Aprs7 and
May, he will carry’t, he will carry’t, ’tis in his But-
tons, he will carry’t. _

Page. Not by my Confent, I promife you: The
Gentlemen is of no having, he kept Company with
the wild Prince, and Pezng ; he is of teo high a Re-

- ligion, he knows too much; no, he fhall not knit a°

Knot in his Fortune, with the Finger of my Sub-

ftance. If he takesher, let him take %er fimply; the

Wealth 1 haveé waits on my Confent,and my Confent

goes not that way. .

. Ferd, 1befeech you heartily, fome of you go home
with meto Dinner; befides your Cheer you fhall have
Sport; I willfhew youa Monfter. Mr.Do&or ycu
fhall go, {o fthall you Mr, Page, and you Sir Hugh.

Shal. Well, fare you well : | ‘

We fhall have the freer Woing at Mr, Page’s
Caius. Go home, Fchn Rugby, I come anon,
Hofl. Farewell my Hearts; [ will to my honeft

Knight Falftaff; and drink Canary with him. |
EFord. 1 think 1 fhall drink in Pipe-Wine firft with

him: I'll make him dance. Will you go, Gentles?

. All. Have'with you to fce this Monfter, . =

R SCENE III
Enter Mifivefs Ford, Miftrefs Page,add Servants with

Mrs. Ford. What Jobn! what Robert !

Murs. Page. Quickly, quickly : Is the Buck-basket -»

Mrs, Ford. 1 warrant.  What, Rcbin, 1 fay.

Myrs.. Page. Come, .come, come, -

Mrs, Ford, Here, fet it down, o
~ Mirs. Page, Give your Menthe Charge; we muft
‘be brief. | ! L M

¥Se
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Mrs. Ford. Marry as i told yocu before, F:h» and
Ribert, be ready here hard by in the Brewhoufe,
‘and when 1 fuddenly call you, come forth, and,
without any paufe or ftagge:ing, take this Basket on
your Shoulders; ‘that done, trudye with it in all hafte,
and carry it among the Whititers in Datchet Mead,
and there empty-itin the muddy Ditch, cleie by the
Thames hide. ., ., - T * .

Mrs. Page. Yousvill doit? - , _

Mis, Ford. T ha'told them over and over; they
Jack c?o Direéion. Be gone and come when you are
call'd. - - - | a . -

Mrs. Page. Here cones little Rocbin. .= -

.. 1ol nEnterRobin., ..o,

Mrs, Ferd, How now, my Eyes-Musket, what

News with you? . | - Lo
Reb. My Mafter Sir Fobhn, is come in at your Backe

door, Miftrefs Pord; and requefls your Company.
Mrs. Page. Youlittle Jack-a-leut, bave you been

truetousy f.-" 0 T 0 T T
- Robin. Ay, I'll.be fworn; my Mafter knows not
of youy being: here; .and hath threaten’d to put me
anto everlafting-Liberty, if I tell you of it; - loz

b

-

he fivears he'll turn. me away, . oy
Mys. Page. Thou’art a good Boy 3. this Secrefly of
thine fhall be a Tailor to thee, and fhall make thee a
new Doublet and Hofe. I'll go hideme., = = |
EMrs. Ford. Do fosgo tell thy Mafter, I amm alones
MiftrefsPage,remember you your Cue.[ Exit.Robiu.
‘Murs, Page. Iwarrant thee ; if I donot a& it, hils
me. . . ... [ Exit Mrs, Page.
Mrs.Ford. Go to then; we'llule this unwholefome
Humidity, this grofs watry Pumpion, we’ll teach him
to know Turtles from Jays.
Enter Falitaff, | .
Fal, Have I caught thee, my heav'nly Jewel?
h'y,: now let me die 3 for I have lived long enoughs
hl:i'l'ﬁ the Period of my Ambition: O this blefied
our ! o S, :
Mrs, Ford,. Q fivect Siv Yoby ! -
. T | P"’f
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Fal, Miftrefs Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate,
Miftrefs Ford » Now fhall I finin my With. [ would
thy Husband were dead, we'll ipeak it before the
Lord, I would inake thee my Lady. - |

Mrs. Ford. 1 your Lady, Sir Jobn'! Alas, I fhould
be a pitiful Lady. “

Fal, Let the Court of France fhew me {uch ano-
ther ; I fee how thine Eye would emulate the Dia-
mond: Thou haft the right arch beauty of the Brow,
that becomes the Ship Tire-Valiant, or any Tire of
Penetian Admittance. - +

Mous. Ferd. A plain Kerchief, Sir Fohn:

M y Brows become nothing elfé, nor that well neither,

Fal, Thou art aTyrant to {ay {fo; thou wouldft
make an abfolute Courtier,and the firm fixure of-thy
Foot- will give an excellent Motion to thyGait; in
a femicircled Farthingale. I fee what thou wert, it
Fortune thy Foe were not, Nature thy Friend?
Come, thou canft not hide it. Lo

Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there’s.no fuch thing in me.
. Fah' W-hat made melove thee? ' Let.me-periuade
thee, there's fomething extraordinary in theée: ‘Come,
1 cannot cog, and {ay, ‘thou drt thisand that, like a
many of thefe lifping Haw-thorn Buds, that‘come
like Women. in Men’s Apparel, and imell like Buck-
Jers-bury in fimplingstime s I.cannot 3 but Ilove thee,
none but thee ; and thou deferveft it .

Mrs, Ford, Do not ‘betray me, Sir; ] fear you
love Miitrefs Page. s K *

Fal., Thou might't as well {ay, 1 love to walkby
the Counter-Gate, which is as hateful to me as the
reck ot'a Lime-kilp. = B

Mirs. Ford, Well, Heaven knows hew I love you,
and you fhall one day findit, - - -

Fal. Xeep in that Mind 5 'l deferve its

Mrs, Ford, Nay, I muft tell you, fo youdo; o
elfe 1 could not be-in that Mind, .
- Rob. [within] Miftre(s Ford, Miftrefs Ford, here’s
Miftrefs Pgge at the Door, fweating and blowing,
and {ooking wildly, and would needs{peak wich yot
prefcm‘ly; Fal,
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Fal. She fhall not fee me: I will enfconce me be-
ind the Arras.
Mrs. Ford. Pray you do fo; fhe’s a very tatling

W oman.

- Enter Mrs.Page,

What’s the matter 7 How now ? -

| Mrs. Page. O Miftrels Ford, what have you done ?
Vou're fham’d, y’are overthrown, you are undone
for ever.

L]
¢

i

Mrs.Ford. W hat’s the matter, good Miftrels Pa,ge?_
Mrs. Page. O well-a-day,Migtrefs Ford, having an
oneft Man to your Husband, to give him fuch caule

of Sulpicion. ~
¢ Miftrels Ford. What Caule of Sufpicion ?

Mrs. Page. What caufe of Sufpicion! QOut upon
rou 3 how am I miftook in you! - .-
t Mrs. Ford, Why, alas! what's the matter ? _
{ Mrs. Page. Your Husband’s coming hither, Wos
1an, withall the Officers in Wzndfor; tofearch for a
Bentleman that he {ays is now here.in-the Houfe, by
our Confent, totake anill Advantage of hisAbfence,
fou are undone. . |
k Mrs. Ford, °Tis not.fo, I hope. S
} Mrs. Page. Pray Heav’nit be ot {o, that you have
ch a Man here; but 'tis moft certain your Husband’s
yming with half Windfor at his heels, to fearch for
h aonsy I come before te tell you, if you know
urfelt” clear, why, I am glad of ity but if yow
ve a Friend here, convey, convey him out., 'Be
t amaz’d, call all 'your Senfes to you, defend your
putation, or bid farewel to your good Life for.evers
Mrs, Ford, What fhall 1do? there is 8 Gentle-
N, my dear Friend; -and '1 fear not mine own
me {o much as his Peril, 1 ‘hadrather than a-
ufand Pound he were-out of the Houfe. -
Mrs,Page, For Shame, never ftand, you had rather,
1 you had rather ; your Husband's here at Hand,
hink you of fome Conveyance in the Houfe you -
not hide him. Oh, how have y'ou deceiv’d me ?
oky here is a Basket, if he be of any realonable
' Stature
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Scature he may creep in here, and throw foul Linnen
upon him, as if it were going to Bucking: Or itis
whiting time, fend him by your two-Mento Datchet
Mead, . ‘

Mrs, Ferd., He’s too big to. go in there: What
fliall I do?

Entér Falitaff.

Fal, Let me fee’t, let me {ee’t, O let me fec’t,
I'llin, ’llin; follow your Fiiend’s Counfels; liin,

Mrs, Page. What Sir Fobn Falfiaff ! are thele your
Letters, Knight? - -

Fal. I love thee, help me away; let me creep i
here: Pll never—r— |
[ He gees into the Basket, they.ccver him with Linnn,
~ Mrs. Page.. lelp to cover your Matfter, Boy : Call
your Men, Miftrels Ford. You diflembling Knight,

Mrs. Ford. What, Jobn, Robert, Fohn go take up
thefe Clothes here quickly. Where’s'the Cowl ftaff?
K.ook how you drumble: Carry them to the Lan
drefs in Datcébet Mead 3 quickly, come.
.. Enter Ford, Page, (Caius, and Evans,

Ford. Pray youcome near; if I fufpe& without
Caufe, why then make Sport at me, then let me be
your Jeft, I delérve-it. How mnow ?' whither. bear
you this? - o _

Serv. To. the Landrefs, forfooth.
. Mrs.Ford. Why,what have you to do whither they
bear it ? You were beft meddle with Buck-wafhing,
. Ferd.. Buck? I would.I could wath mylelf of the
Buck: Buck, Buck, Buck ay Buck: I warrant you.
Buck, and ofthe Seafon toos it fhall appear.

. [Exeunt Servants with the Basket
Gentlemon, Ihave dreamtto Night, Ull tell you my.
PDream: Here, here, here bemy Keys; afcend my
Chambers, fearch, feck, find out. I'll warrant we'll
unkennel the Fox. Let me ftop this way firft: 3o
now. uncape. - |

Page. Good Mafter Ford lie contented s.
Xou. wrong yourfclftoo much., | fird
. rd,
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[ Ford. True, Matfter Page, UP Gentlemen, you
fhall {ee Sport anon: follow me, Gentlemen.
Eva. This 1s very fintaftical Humours and Jea-
lOUﬁEsl . ‘ ' . - -
(aius. By gar, ’tis no the Fafhion of France, it
is not jealousin France -
Pqiges Ny, follow him, Gentlemen, {ee the Iffue
rof his Search. - [ Exeunt.

. Manent Miftrefs Page and Miftrefs Ford.

Mrs, Pags. Isthere not a double Excelley in this?

- Mrs, Ford. 1 know not which pieaies me better,’
- that my Husband is deceived, or Sir $obn.

- Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in when your

' Husband ask’d who-was in the Basket. .

Mrs, Ford. 1 am half airaid he will have need of

wasthing, fo throwing him into the Water will do

“him a Benefit, *

~ Mrs, Page. Hang him, difthoreft Rafeal; I would
all of the fame Strain were in the fame Diftrefs. :

Mrs, Ford. I think my Husband hath lome {pecial
Sulpicion of Falffaft’s being here! I never faw him
{o grofs in his Jealouly ’till now. , -

Mrs, Page. 1 will lay a Plottotry that, and we
we will have more Trickswith Falffaff : his diffolute
Difeale will {carce obey this Medicine. . oo

Mrs, Ford. Shall we {endithat foolith Carrion Mi-
(trels Quickly, to him, and excnfe his throwing into
the Water, and give him another Hope, to betray
him to another Punifhment ? -

Mrs, Page. We'll do ity let him be fent for to-
morrow by eight o’ Clock, to have amends.

Re-enter Ford, Page, c. .~

Ford. I cannot find him; may be the Knave bragg’d
of that he could not compafs. -'

Mrs, Page. Heard you that? SRR

TVI?rS.*Fard. You ufe me well, Malter Ford, do
youe .. . - S

‘;Fﬂrdn Ay’ ay: I dO fo. .

Mrs, Page, Heav’n make you better than your
Yerd.

Thoughts 2
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Ferd. -Amen. - -

1:'?Irs. Page. You do yourfelf mighty Wrong, M:,
Ford, ‘ ) .
Ford. Afy_., ay, I muft bear it.

Eva. lfthere be any body in the Houfe, and in
the Chambers, and in the Coffers, and inthe Prefles,
Heaven forgive my Sins, | oo

Caius. By gar nor 1 too: there is no'Bodies.

Paege. Fy, ty, Mr. Ford, are, you not atham’qd’
"What Spirit, what Devil fuggefts this Imagination?
I would not ha your Diftemper in this kind, for the
Wealth of #indfor-Caftle, ) |

Ford. "Tis my Fault, Mr. Page, 1 fuffer for it.

Ewva. You fuffer for a pad Conlcience, your Wife
1s as horneft a "omans, as I-will defires among five
thoufand, and five hundred too.

Caius. By gar, I {ee ’tis an honeft Woman.

. Ford. Well, I promis’d you a Dinner j come,
come, walk in the Park. I pray you pardoinme; |
will hereafter make known to you why I have done
this. Come Wife,. come Miftrefs Page, I pray you
pardon me: Pray heartily pardon me.

Page. Let’s go in, Gentlemens but, truft me,we’ll
mock him. I do invite you to morrow-morning to
my Houle to Breaktaft, after we'lll a birding toge-
ther: I have a fine Hawk for the Bufh. Shall itbe
{o? |

Ford. Any thing,

. Ewva. If there is one, I fhall make two in the

Company. | ~

Caius. If there be one or two, [ fhall make-a the
t'urd- - ’

Ford. Pray you gos Mr.Page.

Eva. 1 pray you now remembrance to-morrow on
the loufy Knave, mine Hoft. S

¥ -

. Caius, Dat is god, by'gar, with all my Heart. -
Eva. A loufy Knave, to have his Gibes, and his.

Mockeries, [ Exeunt.
o SCENE
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Enter Fenton and Miftrefs Anne Page.
Fent. Ifee I cannot get thy Father’s Love
Therefore no more turn me to him, {iveet Nau,
Anne. Alas! how then?
Fent. Why, thou muft be thyfelf.
He doth obje&@ I am too great of Birth, .
And that my State being gall’d with my Expence,
I {feek to heal only by his Wealth,
Befides thefe, other Bars he lays before me,
My Riots paft, my wild Societies:
And tells me ’tis a thing impoflible
I thould love thee, but as a Property.
Anne. May be he tells you true.
Fent. No, Heav’nfo{peed me in my tume to come,
Albeit, I will.confefs, thy Father’s Wealth
Was the firft motive that I wood thee,. .Anne:
Yet wooing  thee,. I found thee of more Value
Than Stamps in Gold, or Sums in fealed Bags 3
And ’tis the very Riches of thylelf o
That now I aim at, |
Anne. Gentle Mr, Fenton, 1 |
Yet feek my, Father’s Love, ftill {feek it, Sir:
If Opportunity and humbleft Suit
Cannot attain it, why then hark you hither,
Enter Shallow, Slender, and Miftrefs Quickly.
Shal. Break their Talk, Miftre(s Quickly;
My Kinfman fhall {peak for himfelf. .
. Slen. ;I’l] make a Sheft or a Bolt on’t: "Drflid ’tis
but venturing, . - | o

-— 4 i

.Sbal; Be not difmay’d..
. Slen, No, the thall not difmay me:
- I care not for that, but. I am affeard. e
Quic, Hark ye; Mr. Slender would {peak a word
withyota .- o v o e ~
.Ame.. I come to him, This is my Father’s Choice,
O what a world of vile ill-favour’d Faults ..
Look handfome in.three-hundred Pounds a Yearg
Quic, And how does good Mafter Featonp. - .
Pray yow.a:word: with. you,, - _
' ) ‘ Ave
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Shal. She’s commg 2 to her, Coz.
O BU _1. th(}ll hadﬂ: 2 F‘{ther. S B -

Slen. 1 had a Father, Mrs. Anize ; my Uncle can .

tell you good Jefts of him. Pray )ou, Uncle, ‘tell
Mis. Anne the Jeft, how my ]:al.her ﬁo!e two Geele
out of a P’en, good Uncle. et

Skal. Mlﬂ:rclsﬁnm, my Coifin loves ybu.

Slen.- Ay, that 1 du, as wéll as I love any Wmnan
in Gloue ﬂedbzre. : -

Shal, He will maintain: you hke a Gentlewoman

Slen. Ay that [w:l], ecome cut- and long-taﬂ un-

der the degree of a Squire.
Shal. He will make you 2 hur.:dred and ‘fifty
Pounds Jointure." -

Anne., Good Ma&er Sballcw, Iet hlm Wao f'or hml-

{elf. R
Shal. Marty, Ithan’k you for it; Ithank you f'or
that, Good Comfort;  fhe cal]s )ou, L,oz.. 1 11 Jeave
OlU, . '
d Anne. Now Mafler. Slender. -
Slen. Now good Miltrels Anne.- -
Anne. What is your Will?" - - DR
Slen. My Will: ?‘ 'Od’s-heart-lings, that § apr ett)"
Jeft indeed, 1 ne'er, “made’ my Will’yet, T’ thank
Heaven;- I aiir not Fuch a ﬁckly Creauire, Igive
Heaven Praife.
Anne, 1 mean Mr. .S'fender, what would you with
nte s
Slén. Truly for my:- own part I would litcle or

nothing with you ;- your Father and my Uncle have -

made Motions; if it be my Luck fo 3 if noty happy
Man be his dole' they: can tell you'how things go
better than I can; yon may ask- your ’Father here
he comes.

- Enter Page, cmd M:ft‘reﬁ Page. o

' Page. Now Ma{ter Slendcr Love lnm, Daughter |

.Anne.

Why how m::w’-‘L Wlfal: does Ma{ler Fcntan herc IR

You wrong: me, Sir,-thus to: haunt my *Houfe s
I tcll you, Sir, my Daughter is'difpos’d-of.: F t
fﬂ ‘

h
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Fent. Nay, Malter Pape, be not impatient. o
Mrs, Page. Good Mafter Fenton, come not to my
Child.
Page. She is no Match for you.
Fext. Siry will you hear me?
Page. No, good Mafter Fentor. |
Come, Mafter Shalloaw ; come Son Slender, in.
Knowing my Mind,.you wrong me, Malfter Fenton.
. [Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender.
Quic. Speak to Millrefs Page,
. Fent. Good Miftrefs Page,for that I love your Daughtes
In {uch a rightéous Fafhion as I do,
Pertorce, againft all Checks, Rebukes and Manners,
I muit advance the Celours of my Love,
And not retire, -lLiet me have your good Will.
Anne, (Good Mother, do not ‘marry me'to yon Fool.
Mors, Page. I mean itnot, I feek you a better Husband.
Quze. T hat’s my Mafter, Maiter Doctor. ‘
Anne, Alas I had rather be fet quick 1'th® Earth,
And bow!’d to Death with Turneps.
Mrs. Page. Come trouble not yourlelf, good Mafler
I will not be your Friend nor Enemy :. - Y Fenton,
My Daughter will’ I queftion how fhe loves you,
And as 1 find her,. fo am I affeéted.
'T1il then, farewel Sir;. fhe muft needs go in, o
Her Father will be angry. {[Ex. Mrs. Page ard Anne.
Fent. Farewel, gentle Millrefs ; farewel Nan. '
Quic. This is my doing now. Nay, faid I, will you
calt away your Child on a Fool, and a Phyfician 2
Lool. on Mafter Fenton: This is ‘my doing, -
- Fent::1 thank theées-and: I pray thee once to Night,
Give my fweet Naxu this Ring. There for thy Pains,*
S oL | xet.
Quic. Now Heav'n fend thee good Fortune, A kind?
Heart he hath, a Woman would run thro’ Fire and
Water for fuch a kind Heart, But yet, I would my Ma.
iter had Miftrefs Anne, or I would Mr Slender had her;
of, in footh, I would Mr. Fenton had her. I will-dowhac
I can for them all three, for fo I have promis’d, and 1’1"
be-as good- as my Word, but efpecially for Niv. Femtor,
. Well, I muft of another Errand to Sir Fobs Et‘/ﬂaj‘ frome .
my two Miftrefles ; what a Bealt am 1 to flack ic. S\E X,
C SCENE
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SCENE Il
Enter Faltaf and Bardolph.

Fal. Bardokph, 1 fay. |

Bor, Here, Sir.-

Fal, Go fetch me a Quart of Sack, put a Toaft in'.
Have I lived to be carried in a Bafket, like a Barrow of
Butchers Offal, and to be thrown into the Thames 7 Well,
if 1 be {erv’d fuch another trick, I'll have my Brains ta’en
out and butter'd, and give them to.a Dog for a New-
years Gift. The Rogues {lighted me into the River, with
as little Remorfe as they would have drown’d a Blind
Bitches Puppies, fifteen 1'th’ Litter; and you may know
by my fize, that I have a kind of Alacrity in finking:
If the bottum were as deep as Hell, I fhould down. L
had been drown’d, but that the Shore was thelvy and
fhallow ; a Death that I abhor; for the Water fwells a
Man, and what a thing fhould I have been when I had
becn {well’'d? I fhould have been 2 Mountain of Mumimny.

Bar. Here's Mrs. Quickl, Sir, to fpeak with you.

Fal, Ccme, let me pour in fome Sack to the Thazmes-
‘Water, for my Belly’s ascold as if I had fwallow’d Snow-
balls, for Pillsto cool the Reins. Call her in.

Bar. Come in, Woman. .

Enter Miflrefs Quickly.

Duic. By your Leave: I cry you Mercy.
Give your Worfhip Good-morrow,

Fal. Take away thefe Chalices ;

Go, brew me a Pottle of Sack finely.
. Bar. With Eggs, Sir ?

Fal. Simple of itfeif: I'll no Pullet-Sperm in my
Brewage, How now? | |
¥ Luic. Marry, Sir, 1 come to your Worfhip from Mrs.

ora. ‘ ' :

Fal, Mrs. Ford? I have had Ford enough; I was
thrown into the Ford; I have my Belly full of Ford.

Quic. Alasthe Day ! good Heart, that was not her’
Faujt: She does fo take on with her Men, they miftook
their Ereétion.

Fal. So did I mine, to build on a foolith- Woman's
P romiie. o

Quic, Well, fhe laments, Sir, for it, that it would yen
your Heart too fee it, Her Husband goes this Mti:‘_n:’qg a
- irding,
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birding, fhe defires you once more to come to her, be-
tween eight and nine. I muft carry her Word quickly,
fhe’ll make you amends, I warrant you.

Fal. Well, I willvifit her, tell her fo, and bid her thinlk
‘what a Man is: Let her confider his Frailty, and then
judge of .my Merit. -

Quic, 1 will tell her. |

Fal. Do fo. Between. nine and ten, fay’ft thou *

Quic. Eight and nine, Sir.

Fal. Well, be gone; I will not mifs hee,

Quic, Peace be with you, Sir. (B,

Fal. I marvel I hear norof Mafter Broon ; he fent me
Word to ftay within: I like his Money well. -

Oh, here he comes.
Enter Ford,

Ford. Blefs you, Sir,
Fal. Now, Mafter Broom, you come to know what
hath pafs’d between me and Ford’s Wife.
Ford, ‘That indeed, Sir ?afm, is my Bafinefs.
Fal, Mafter Broom, I will not lye to you ;
I was at her Houfe the Hour fhe appointed me.
Ford. And you fped, Sir?
Fal, Very ill-favour’dly, Mafter Byoom.
Ford. How Sir, did fhe change her Determination ¢
Fal, No, Mafter Braom ; butthe peaking Cornuto her
Husband,Matfter Broom, dwelling in a continual larum-of
. Jealoufy, comes in the inftant ot ofr Encounter, after we
ad embric’d, kifs'd, protefted, and as it were fpoke the
Prologue of our Comedy, and at his Heels a rabble of his-
Companions, thither provok’d and initigated by his Dift~
imper, and forfooth, to fearch his Houfe for his Wife’s
ove. .- . . '
Ford, 'What, while you were there? |
Fal, While I was there. |

Ford, And didhe fearch for you,and could not find you
. ¥al. You fhall hear, Asgood Luckwould have'it,come s
inone Miftrefs Page, gives Intelligence of Ford's Ap -
proach, and in her Invention, and Ford's Wife's Dit -

rattion, they convey'd me into a Buck-basket.
Ford, A Buck-basket?.

Fal, Yea, 'a Buck-bafket; ramm'd me in with foul
Shirts and Smocks, Socks, foul Stockings, and greafy
C 2 Nap-

\-I'
Y
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leins, that, Mafter Broom, there was the rankeft Com.
pound of villainous Smell, that ever offended Nofiril.’

Ford. And how lay you there? * -

Fal. Nay, you fhall hear, Mafter Broom, what 1 have
{uffer’d, to bring this Woman to evil, for your ‘good. Be-
ing thus cramm’d in the Basket, a couple of" Ford’s
Knaves, his Hinds, were call’d forth by their Miftrefs, to
carry me in the name of foul Clothesto Datchet-lane ;
they took me on their Shonlders, met the jealous Knave
their Mafler at the Door, who asked them once or twice
what they had in their Basket; ¥ quilk’d for fear; leit
the Lunatick Xnave would have fearchd it} but’ Fate,
ordaining he fhouid be a Cuckold, held his-Hand. Well,
on went he for a fearch, and away went I for foil Cloths,
but mark, the fequel, Matter Broom, 1 fufteréd-the Pangs
of three feveral Deaths: Firft, an intolerable Fright, to
be detefted by a jealous rotien Eell-weather s next to
be compafs'd like a good Bilbo, “in- the Tircumference
of a Pecls, hiltto point, heal:fo héad ; -and then to be
flopt in, like 2 flveng- Difillation;, wiikf ftitking'Clothes,
that fretted- in' their-own:Greéafe : “Think of-that, 2’ Man
ef my Kidney ; think of that, that am as fubje& to heat
as Batter, a Man of continual difflolution and thaw;
it was a Miracle to *fcape. Suffocation.” And in the
height of this Bath, when I was more than half flew'd
in Greafe, like a Dureh Difh; to*be -thrown into the
Thames and cool’d glowing hot, in that ferge,”like a
Horle-fhoe; think of that’; hifling hot; think'of ‘that
Mafter Broom. | R A

Ford. In good fadnefs, Sir, I am-forry that for my
fake you fuffer’d all this. My Suit i1s thén defperate;
youw’ll undertake her nomore? = 7" - et

Fal. Mafter Braom, I will be thrown in,t? EE{ua, asI
have been into the Thames, e'er I:-will legve  her - thus,
Her Husband is this Morning ‘gone a Birding; 1 have
reéceived 'from her another ' Ambaffy of ‘meeting ; “twixt
eight and ‘nine is the Heour, Mafter Broom. =
~ Ford. "T'is paft eight already, Sir.

. Fal; Is it? ¥ will then addiefs me to my Appointment.
Come to me at your convenient leifure, and you fhall
know how [ fpeed ; and the C-,c')‘;iicluﬁojﬁ fhall -quq*crowl]"d
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with your enjoying her; Adieu, you fhall have her, Ma-
fter Broom,Mafter Broom, you fhall cuckold Ford. [Exie.

Ford. Hum! Ha! Is thisa Vifion? Isthisa Dream ?
- Do Ffleep ? Mafter Ford awake, awake Mafter Ford ;
there’s 2 Hole made in your beft Coat, Mafter Ford'; this
is to' be married? this 'tis to have Linnen and Buck-
Baszkets ! Well, I will proclaim myfelf what I am; 1L
will now take the Leacher; he is at my-Houfe: he:
cannot ’fcape me; ’tis impoffible he thould ; he cannot
creep into a Half-penny Purfe, nor into a Pepper-box.
But left the Devil that guides him fhould aid him, I
‘will ‘fearch impoffible places; tho’ what I am I ‘cannot
avoid, yet to be what T would not fhall not make me
tame: If I have Horns to malie one mad, let the Pro-

verb go with me, I’ll ‘be horn-mad. LExit
FRERERCRFAFLFRELFRFLFR K
Enter Mifirels Page, Miftrefi Quickly,

;§ be at Mr. an‘rf? s already, Im"kﬁ thou,
" Quic."Sure he is.by this, or will be pre-

%,iﬂ very courageous mad, about his
Vater ; Mrs. Ford defires you to come

M. Page.

fently ; but truly
throwing into the
‘fuddenly. '
Mrs. Page. I'll be with her by and by ; IMI but bring
my young Man herc to School. Look where his Ma-
iter comes, 'tis a Playing day I fee. How now Sir Hugh,
no School to Day: ~° ' o
Lnter Rvans. T
FEwva, No; Mafter S§lender is let the Boysleave to play.
Quic.” Blefling of his Heart. |
Mrs. Page. Sir Hygh, My Flusband fays my Son pro-
fits nothing in the World at his Book, I pray you ask
him fome Queftions in his Accidence.. . -.
~ Ewa, Come hither, Pilliam, hold up your Head cidmg.
. _,L . Mus.

-
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 Mrs, Page. Come on, Sirrah, hold up your Head, an-
fwwer your Mafter, be not afraid.

Ewa, William, how many Numbers is in Nouns?
Will, 'Two.

uic. 'Truly, I thought there had been one Number
niore, becaufe they fay od’s Nowns.

Ewva, Peace, your tatlmgs, What is, Fair, William.?

Will. Pulcher.
. Huic. Poulcats? There are fairer things than Poulcats
ure.

Ewa. You are a very fimplicity o'man; I pray you
peace. What is Lapis, William 2.

F¥:ll, A Stone.

Fwva. And what 1s a Stone, 75lliam?

Will. A Pebble.

Ewva. No, it is Lapis: 1 pray you remember in }'our
Prain. -

Will. Lapis. | |

Ewva. Thatisa good WPillia : What.is he, Wi I{mm
that does Jend Articles ?.

Wiil. Articles are borrow’d of the Pronoun, and be
thus declined, Singulariter Nominative, bic, heet, hoc.

Ewva. Nominativo, big, bag, bog ; pray you mark ;
Geuitivo bujus: Well, what 1s your Jcmfat:*vt Cﬂﬁ?

Hill, Accufative, hisc,

E«wa. I pray you have your remcmbrance, Chxld dc-
cufatino bing, kang, bog. L

Quic. Hang hog is Latin for Bacon, 1 warrant you. |

Ewva. Leave you Prabbles, o'man. What is the Fo-
cative Cafe, Wiilliam.

Will. O, Vocativo, O.

Eva. Remember William, Focative is caret.

Quic, And that's a good Root,:

Eqm O’man, forbcar

Mrs. Page. Peace.

Bwva. Wh'lt is your Genitive Cafe Plural, William i

Will, Genitiue Cafe, -

Ewa. Ay.

Will, Genitivo, borum, barum, borum,

Quic, 'Vengcauce of Ginyes Cafe; fy on her; fever
mean her, Child, if fhe be a Whore,

Eva. For fhame o'man,

8)uic
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gfic. You do i1ll to teach the Child fuch Words : He
teaches him to hic, and to hac, which they'll do faft
enough of themfelves, and to call horum ; fy upon you.

Fva. Q'man, art thou Lunacies? Halit thou no under-
Aandings for thy Cafes, and the numbers of the Geunders?
Thou art as foolith Chriftian Creatures as I would defires.

Mys. Page. Pr'ychee hold thy Peace.

Ewva. Shew me now, William, fom> Declenfions of
your Pronouns.

Will. Forfooth, I have forgot.

Ewa. It is Qui, que, quod ; if you forget your Qures,
your Ques, and your Quods, you muft be preeches ! Go
your ways and play, go, |

‘Mrs, Page. He is a better Scholar than I thought he
was.

Ewa. Heis a good fprag Memory. Farewel, Mrs. Page.

Mrs. Page, Adieu, goed Sir Hughb.

Get you home, Boy. Come,we flay too long. [Exeunt.

. SCENE IL |

Enter Falftaff and Mifiress Ford.

Fal. Miftrefs Ford, your Sorrow hath eaten up my Suf-
ferance ; I fee you are obfequious in your Love, and I
profefs Requital to 3 hairs breadth, not only, Miftrefs Fard,
in the fimple Office of Love, but in all the Acoutrement,
Complement, and Ceremony of it. But are you fure
of your Husband now ? -

Mrs, Ford.. He's a Birding, fweet Sir Fobsn., -
: N{rs.’ Page, [within] What hoa, Goflip Ford! what

0a -
Mrs. Ford. Step into th' Chamber Sir Folbn. [ Ex.Fal.
- Enter Mrs. Page,

Mrs. Page. How now, fweet Heart, who's at home.
befides yourfelf? |

Mrs, Ford, Why none but mine own People,

Mns. Page. Indeed? |

Mrs. Ford. No certainly .———Speak louder.

Mrs, Page. Truly, I am fo glad you have no body here.

Mrs. Ford, Why ? |

- Mrs. Page. Why Woman, your Husband is in his.old
Lines again ; he fo takes on yonder with my Hufband,
fo-rails againft all married Mankind, fo curfes all "E.we's
Daughters, of what Complexion foever, and fo 'bt;lfﬁ:ts

| ine
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himfelf onthe Forehead, crying peer-out, peer-out, that
any 1/Madnefs I ever yet behcld feem'd but Tamiefs, Ci-
vility and Patienice'to this Dxﬁempur he isnow in; I am
glad the fat Knight is not here.

Myrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of him?

‘Mrs. Page. Of none but him, and {wears he was car-
ried out the laﬁ: time he fearch’d for him in a Basket ; pro-
tefts to my Husband he is now here, and hath drawn him
and the reft of their Company from their Sport, to make
another Experiment of lis Sufpicion ; but I am glad the
Knight is not here; now he {hall fee his own I'oolery,

Mois. Ford. How near is he, Miftrefs Page

Mis, Page, Hardby,at Streetsend, he will be here anon.

Mrs. Ford. 1 am undone, the nght is here,

Mors. Page. Why then thou art utterly fham’d, and he’s
but a dead Man, What 2 Woman are you? away with
hlm, away with him ; better Sliame than Murder.

‘Nrs..Ford Which way fhould he go'? How {hou}dl
beftow him ? Shall I put him into the Basket again.

. Enter Famaﬂ' -

Fal. No, I'll come no more i'th’ Balket :

May I not go out er¢ he come ?

Mirs. Page. Alas, alas, three of Mafter For d’s Brothers
watch the Dcor with Plﬂ.Ol‘?, that.none fhouid lﬁ'ue out,
otherwife you might {lip ere he came. But what' make
you here ? K,

Fal. What fhallI do? I'll creep up into- the Clumney

Mrs. Ford There they always ule to diicharge their
Birding Picces; creep into the Kill Hole. *

. Fal. \Vhere is it? |

Mos. Ford. He will feek there, on my, Word :Neither
Prefs, Coffer, Chelt, Trunk, Well, Vault, but hé hath_
an Abftraét for the rcmembrance of fuch Places,and goes
to them by his Note, there is no hiding ‘you in the
Houte. -

Fal. I'll go out then.

Murs, Ford. 1f you go ourin your own Semblance, you
die, Sir Fobn, unlefa you go.out dlfgtus‘d How mlght
we difgnite him? :

Mrs. Page. Alas-the-day, I know. not, there is no.
Womun's men big enough for him, otherwile he might;

put a Hat, a Mufller, and a Kerchief, and fo efc?pt}
‘a
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Fal. Good Heart, devife fomething ; any Extrentity

rather than Mifchief, - . .

Mrs. Ford. My Maid’s Aunt, the fat Woman of Brain«- .
ford, has a Gown above, o

Mrs. Page. On my Word it will ferve him, fhe’s as big .
as he is, and there's her thrumb Hat, and her Muffler t00, ..
Run up, Sir Foba.

Mrs, Ford. Go, go, fweet . Sir Fobn, Mrs. Page and.
I will look {fome Linnen for your Head. v .

Mrs, Page. Quick, quick, we’ll come drefs you ftraight.
put on.the Gown the while. [Ex. Fal.

Mrs. Ford. I would my Husband would meet him in.
this Shape, he cannot abide the old Woman of Biainford,
he fwears the’s a2 Witch, forbad her my Houfe, and hath
threatned. to beat her. .

Mrs, Page. Fleav'n guide him to my Husband’s Cud-
ocl, and.the Levil guide his Cudgel afterwards.

~ Mzs, Ford. But is my Hausband coming ?

Mrs. Page. Ay in good Sadnefs is he, and talks of the.
Bafket too, howloever he hath had Intelligence.

Mrs. Ford. We'll try that; for I'll appoint my Men.
to carry the Bafket again, to meet him at the Door with
it as they did lait time.

Mrs, Page. Nay, but he'll be here prefently; let’s go-
drefs him hlse tche Witch of Brainford. _

Mrs. Ford. I'll firk dire&t my Men what they fhall do.
with the Basket ; go up, I'll bring Linnen for him ftraight.

Mrs. Page. Hang him, difhonelt Varlet, |
We cannot mifufe him enough.

We'il leave a Proof, by that which we will do.
Wives may be merry,. and yet honeft too.

We do not aét, that often jeft and laugh:

"I'is old but true, fill Swine eat all the Draugh.

Mrs. Ford. Go Sirs, take the Backet again. on your
Shoulders, your Mafter is hard at Door ; if he bid you
fet it down obey him: Quickly, difpatch.

Enter Servants avith the Bajet,

1 Serwv, Come, come, take up.

2 Serw, Pray lHeav'n. it be not full of the Knight
again, '

1 Serw, I hope not, 1 had as Jief" bear fo much lead.
| C3 Rouyer
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Enter Ford, Shallow, Page, Caius a»d Evans.
Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, Mafter Pzge, have you
any way then to unfool me again ? Set down the Basket,
Villain ; fomebody call my Wife: Youth in a Dasket!
Oh you panderly Raftals, there’sa-Knot, 2 Gang,a Pack,
a Confpiracy againft me ; now fhall the Devil be {ham’d,
What Wife, 1 fay ; come, come forth, behold what ho-
neft Clothes you fend forch-to bleaching.
Page. Why, this pafles Mafter Ford, you-are not to
oo loofe any lenger, yon muft be pimion’d,
- Ewa. Why, this 1s Lunaticks; this is mad as 2 mad
og. .
Sg»éal. Indeed, Mafter Ford, this is not well indeed.
. Ford. So fay I too, Sir, Come hither Miftrefs Ford,
Miftrefs Ford, the honelt Woman, the modelt Wife, the
virtuous Creature, that hath the jealous Fool to her Huf-
band : I fufpe& without Caufe, Miftrefs, do 1?
Mrs. Ford. Heav'n be my Witnefs you do, if you fuf-
pe& me in any Difhonefty.
Ford. Well faid Brazen-face, hold it out: Come forth
Sirrah. ' [Palls the Clothes out of the Basket.
Page. This pafles. ..
Mrs. Ford. Are you notafhamed ? let the Clothesalone.
Ford. I fhall find you anon.
Ewa. 'Tis unreafonable’; will you take up your Wife's
Cloaths! Come away.
- Ford. Empty the Basket, I fay.
Mirs. Ford. Why Man, why ?
¥ord. Mafter Page, as I am a Man, there was one con-
vey’d out of my Houfe yelterday in this Basket ; why
may not he be there again? In my Houfe I am fure he
is; my Intelligence is true, my Jealoufy is reafonable,
pluck me out all the Linnen. .
Mrs. Ford. If you find a Man there, he fhall die a
Fleals Death. -
Page. Here’s- no Man.
Shal. By my Fidelity this is not well, Matter Ford,
this wrongs you, )
Ewva. Mafler Ford, you muft pray, and not follow
the Imagination of your own Heart; this is ]ealoufies,
Ford. Well, he's not here [ feek for,

- Pagze, No, nor no where elfe bug in your Bmizi: i’
y




The fMe}'r_y Wives of Windfor. &9

Ford. Help to fearch my Houfe this one time, if I find:
not what I feek, fhew no colour for my Extremity ; let.
me {o, ever be your Table-fport; let-them fay of me,As
jealous as Ford, that fearched a hollow Walnut for his:
Wive’s Lemman. Satisfy me once more, once more
fearch with me.

Mrs. Ford. What hoa, Miftrels Page! come you and
the old Woman down; my Husband will come into
the Chamber, |

Ford. Old Woman! what old Woman's that ?

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my Maid's Aunt of Brainford.

Ford. A Witch, a Quean, an old cozening Queans;
have I not forbid her my Houfe ? She comes of Errands,
docs fhe? We are fimple Men, we do not know what's
brought to pafs under the Profeffion of Fortune-telling.
She works by Charms, by Spells, bv the Figure, and fuch
dawbry as this is, beyond our Element; we know no-
thing. Come down, you Witch, you hag you, come
down, I fay,

Mrs. Ford. Nay, good fwveet Husband ; gecod Gentle-
men, let him not firike the old Woman.

Enter Falftaff in Womens Clothes.

HM:]‘S. Page. Come Mother Prat, come, give me yout
and. R .
Ford. I'll Prat her, Out of my Poor you Witch
[Beats him) you Hag, you Baggage, yon Poulcat, you
Runnion, out, out, out; I'lFconjure you, I'll Fortune-
tell you, L T [Exit Fal,

Mrs Page, Arve: you nagt, atham'd?

I think you-have kill'd the poor Woman,
Mrs, Ford, Nay, he will do it; 'tis a goodly -Credit

Ny

for you, - - ..
¥ord, Hang her, Witch,

" Ewa,. By yea, and no, 1 think the o'man is a Witch
indeed ;. I like not when 2 o’'man has a great Peard ; I
fpy a great Peard under her Mufiicr,

Ferd, Will you foliow, Gentlemen? I befeech you
follow ; fee but the 1flue of my Jealoufy; if .I cry out
thus upon no Trial, never truft me when I open again.
_ Page. Let’s ebey-his Humour a little further:

Come, Gentlemen. [ Exeunt.

Mss, Page, Truft me, he beat him moft pi'tif'ullyM
‘ VA T3,
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Mrs. Ford. Nay by th' Mafs that he did not; he beat
him moft unpitifully, methcught,

Mirs. Page. I’ll have the Cudgel hallow’d, and hung
o’er the Altar; it hath dene meritorious Service.

Mrs. Ford. What think you? May we, with the war-
rant of Woman-Lood, and the Witnefs of a good Con-
{cience, purfue him with any further Revenge?

Mrs, Page. The Spirit of Wantonnefs is fure {car'd
out of him; if the Devil have him not in Fee fimple,
with Fine and Recovery, he wiil never, I think, in the
way of walte, attempt us again,

Mirs, Ford. Shall we tell cur Husbands how we have
ferved him ¢

Mrs, Page. Yes, by all means, if it be but to fcrape
the Figures cut of your Hufband’s Brain. If they can
find-in their Hearts the poor unvirtuous fat Knight fhall
be any further afflicted, we two will {tiil be the Minilters.

Mrs. Ford. I’ warrant-they'll have him publick!y
fham’d, and methinks there would be no Period to the
Jeft, fhould he mot be publickly fham’d,

Mrs. Page, Come to the Forge with it, then fharp it ..
I woudd not have things cool. [Execunt,

SCENE II -
Enter Hoft and Bardolph.

Bar. Sir, the German defires to have three of your
Horfes; the Duke himfelf will be to.marrow at Court;
and they are going to meet him.

Hoft. What Duke fhould that be comes {o fecretly ¢ I,
hear not of him inthe Court: Let me fpecak: with the
Gentlemen ; they fpeak Eng/ifb - L

Bay, Sir, I’ll call them to you.. -

Hop. 'They fhall have my Horfes, but I'll make them

ay, I'll fwace them. They have had my Houfe a
QVeelc at ‘Command; I have turned away my other
Guelts; they mult come off ; I'll fwace them, come.

[ Exeunt.
| SCENE IV, '
Enter Page, Ford, Mrﬂiﬁeﬁ Page; Mifrefs Ford, and
vans. | .
Ewva. *Tis one of the belt Difcretions of a o'inan as
ever I did look upon.
Page.
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Page, And did he fend you both thefe Letters at an
inftant 2 ‘ .
Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an Hour.
Ford. Pardon me,Wite, Henceforth do what thoa wilt.
[ rather will {ufpe€t the Sun with Cold,

Than thee withWantonnefs ; now doth thy Honour ftand,

In him that was of late an Heretick,

As firca of Faith. :

Page. *Tis well, ’tis well ; no more.

Be not extream in Submiflion, as in Offence,

But let cur Plot go forward : Let our Wives

Yet once again, to make us publick Sport,

Appoint a Meeting with this old fat Fellow,

Where we may take him, and difgracé him for it.
Ford. 'T'here 1s no better way than that they fpoke of.
Page. How ? to fend him Word they’ll meet him in

the Park at Midnight? Fie, fie, he'll never come.
Ewa. You fay he hath been thrown into the River;

and has been grievonfly peaten, as an old o’'man; me-
thinks there fhould he Terrors in him, that he thould not

come ; methinks his Flefh is punifhed,. he fhall have ne
Defires.

Page. So think 1 too.

Mrs. Ford., Devife but how you'll ufe him when he
comes; and let us two devife to bring hun thither.
Mrs. Page. There is an old Tale goes, that Herne the
Hunter, fometime a Keeper in Wind/or Foreft,
Doth all the Winter time at f{till of Midnight
Walk round about an Oak, with great ragged Horns,
And there he blafts the Tree, and takes the Cattle,
And makes Milch-kine yield Blood, and fhakes a Chain
In a molt hideous and dreadful manner.
You have heard of fuch a Spirit, and well you know
The {uperftitious idle- headed E/d
Receiv'd, and did deliver to our Age
This "Nale of Herne the Hunter for a Truth.
Page. Why yet there want not many that do fear

In deep of Night to walk by this Herne's Oak ;
But what of this? |

| ‘h*irs.'Ford. Marry this is our Device,
Ihat Fa/laff at that Oak fhall meet with us.

D Page.
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Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come,
And 1n this Shape when you have brought him thicher,
What fhall be done with him? Wthat is your Plot ?

) Mrs. Page.: 'That likewife we have thought upon, and
thus > | -
Nan Page (my Daughter) and my little Son,
And three or four more of their Growth, we'll drefs
Like Urchin, Ouphes, and Fairie:, green and white,
With Rounds of waxen Tapers on their' Heads,
And Rattles in their Hanhds; dupon a {udden,
As Falffaff, the, and I,  are newly met,
Let them from forth a Saw-pit rufh at once
Wit!\{cmi‘e diffufed Song: Upon their fight
We two, in great Amazednels, will fly ;
‘Then let them all encircle him about,
And Fairy-like to pinch thé¢ unciean Kmight ; .
And ask him why, that Hour of Fairy Revel,
In their {o facred Paths he dares to tread
In Shape profane. . -
Mrs. Ford. And. till he tell the Truth,
Let the fuppofed Fairies pinch him f{cund,
And burn him with their Tapers, |

Mrs. Page. The Truth being known,

We'll all prefent ourfeives ; dithorn the Spirie,
And mock him home ta Windfor. |

Ford. The Children muft
Be prattis’d weill to this, or they’ll nc'er do't.

Ewa. I will teach the Children their Behaviours, and
I will be like a Jack-a-napes alfo, to burn the Knight
with my Taber. | - -

Ford. 'This will be excellent,

I'll go buy them Vizards., - .

Murs. Page. My Nan fhall be the Queen of all the
Fairies, finely attir'd in a Robe of White.

Page. That Silk would I po buy, anddén that time
Shall Mr, Slender fteal my Nan away, S
And marry her at Eaton, Go fend to Falflaf ftraight,

Ford. Nay, I'll to him agiain in the Name ot Broom,
He'll tell me all his Purpoie. Sure lie'll come, .

Mys. Page, Fear not you that; go get us Propertics

Apnd tricking for your Fairies.
 Ewa.
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" Fwa. Let as about it,
It is admirable Pleafures, and ferry honeft Knaveries.
e .. [Exit. Page, Ford, and Evans,
‘"Mrs. Ford. ‘Go, Mrs. Ford, . .-,
Send quickly to Sir Fobu, to know his Mind. .
o _‘ A Exit Myrs, Ford,
I'll to the Doltor, he hath my good Will,
And none but he tonarry with Nazn Page,
That Slender, tho' well landed, is an Ideot;
And he my Husband beft of all affefls;
"T"he Doctor is well mony’d, and his Friends
Potent’at Cou:t; he, he, none but he fhall have her,
T'ho™ twenty thoufand worthier came to crave her.

R [ Exit.
SCENE V,
Lanter Hoft and Simple,

Hgy?. What would’{t thou have, Boor? what, Thick-
skin ? fpeak, breathe, difcufs; brief, fhort, quick, fhap,

Simp. Marry, Sir, I come to {peak with Sir Fobn Fal-
flaff from Mr. Slender. B . | ‘

Hof?. Therc’s his Chamber, his Houfe, his Calftle, his
Standing-bed and Truckle-bed ; 'us painted about with
the Story of the Prodigal, frefh and new; go, knock
and call; he’ll {peak like an Anthropophaginian unto
thee: Knock, I fay. . | :

Simp. There's an old Woman, a fat Woman gone up
into .his Chamber, I’ll be fo bold as ftay, Sir, "till fhe
come down ; I come to fpeak with her indeed.

Moff. Ha! a fat Woman? 'The Knight may be
robbed : I'll call. Bully-Kunight! Bully-Sir Fob» ! {peak
from thy Lungs Military : Art thou there? It is thine
Holt, thine Ephefian calls.

 Emer Falftaff.

Fal, How now, mine Hollt?

Hapt. Here's a Bobemian-Tartar tarries the coming
down of thy fat Woman : Let her defcend, Bully, lec
llcli d[cl'ccnd; my Chambers are honourable, Fie, Priva-.
cy ! [Blie. q

Fal, There was, mine Hoft, and old fat Woman even
how with me, but the's gone.

Simp. Pray you, Sir, was't not the wife Woman of
Brainford ?
D2 - Fal,

by
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Fal. Ay marry was it, Mufcle-fhell, what would
you with her. |

Simp. My Matfter, Sir, my Mafter Slender {ent to her
feeing her po thro’ the Street, to know, Sir, whether
one Nym, Sir, that beguil’d him of a Chain, had the
Chain or no.

Fal. I {pake with the old Woman about it.

Simp. Aund what fays the, I pray, Sir?

Fal, Marry fhe fays, that the very fame Man that
beguil’d Mafter Slender of his Chain, coren'd him of it,

Simp. I would I could have fpoken with the Woman
herfelf, I had other things to have fpoken with her too,
from him.

Fal. What are they 7 Let us know.

Hoff. Ay, come; quick,

Simp. 1 may not conceal them, Sir.

Hoft, Conceal them, or thou dy’ft.

Simp. Why, Sir, they were nothing but about Miftrefs
Anne Page; to know if it were my Mafter's Fortune to
have her or no. |

Fal. "T1s, 'tis his Fortune.

Simp. What, Sir?

Fal. To have her, or no; Go, fay the Woman told
me fo. )

Simp. May I be fo bold to {ay fo, Sir?

Hyff. Ay Sir; like who more bold.

Simp. I thank your Worthip; I fhall make my Ma-
fter glad with. theie Tidings. [ Exit. Sim.

Flsf2. Thou art clarkly ; thou art clarkly, Sir Fobn,
Was there a wife Woman with thee ? '

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine Hpf, one that hath
taught me more Wit than ever I learn’d before in my
Life; and I paid nothing for 1t neither, but was paid
for my learning. |

Enter Bardolph,

Bar. Out alas, Sir, Cozenage; mecer Cozenage !

Hoff, Where is my Horfes ¢ Speak well of them Var-
letto. |

Bar. Run away with the Cozeners; for fo foon as I
came beyond Eaton, they threw me off from behind

ene of them in a Slough of Mire, and fet Spu!‘si
an
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and away; like three Germar Devils, three
Fauftufes .. -

Hoff. They are gone but to meet the Duke, Villain,

do not fay they be fled ; Germars are honeft Men,
Enter Evans,

Ewva. Where is mine Hof??

Hoff. What is the matter, Sir?

Fwa, Have a care of your Entertainments; there is
a Friend of mine come to Town, tells me there is
three Cozen-Jermans that has cozen'd -all the Hofs of
Reading, of Maiden-bead, of Cole brook, of Horfes and
Money. I tell you for good Will, look you; you are
wife, and full of Gibes and vlouting Stocks, and ’tie
not convenient you fhould be cozened; fare you well.
. [ Exiz.

Enter Caius.

Caius. Ver's mine Hofl de Farteer?

Hof. Here, Mafter Doctor, in perplexity and doubt-
ful Dilemma. -

Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat; but it is tell-a-me, dat
you make a grand Preparation for a Duke de Famany ;
by my trot, der is no Duke dat the Court is know, to
come, I tell you for good Will; adien. . [Exie.

Hof?. Hue and cry, Villain go; aflit me, Knight, 1
am undone; fly, run, Hue and Cry. Villain, 1 am
undone. | [Ex.

Fal. I would all the World might be cozen’d, for I
have been cozened and beaten too. If it fhould come
to the Ear of the Court, how I have been transformed,
and how my ‘Transformation hath been wafh’d and cud-

el’d, they would melt me out of my Fat, Drop by
rop, and liquor Fithermen’s Boats with me; I war-
rant they would whip me with their Wits, ’ull I were
creft-faln as a dry’d Pear, I ncver profper'd fince I for-
fwore myfclf at Primero. Well,if my Wind were but
long enough, I would repent. Now, whence come

you ¢
Enter Mrs. Quickly.
Quic. From the two Parties, forfooth.
Fal. The Devil take one Party, and his IDam the
other, and fo they fhall be both beftow’d ; I have

juffer’d more for their fakes, more than the vil-
| lainous
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Fal. Ay marry was it, Maulcle-fhell, what would
you with her. |

Simp. My Matfter, Sir, my Mafter Slender f{ent to her
feeing her go thro’ the Street, to know, Sir, whether
one Nym, Sir, that beguil’d him of a Chain, had the
Chain or no. |

Fal. I fpake with the old Woman about it.

Simp. And what fays the, I pray, Sir?

Fal, Marry fhe fays, that the very fame Man that
beguil'd Mafter §/ender of his Chain, coren’d him of it,

Simp. I would I could have {polzen with the Woman
herfelf, I had other things to have fpoken with her too,
from him.

Fal. What are they ? Let us know.

Hoff. Ay, come; quick,

Simp. I may not conceal them, Sir.

Hoft. Conceal them, or thou dy’ft.

Simp. Why, Sir, they were nothing but about Miftrefs
Anne Page; to know if it were my Malfter’s Fortune to
have her or no. ]

Fal. '"Tis, 'tis his Fortune.

Simp. What, Sir?

Fal. To have her, or no; Go, fay the Woman told
me fo. |

Simp. May I be fo bold to fay fo, Sir?

Hsff. Ay Sir; like who more bold.

Simp. I thank your Worthip; I fhall make my Ma-
fter glad with. thete Tidings. [Exit. Sim.

Hsft. Thou art clarkly ; thou art clarkly, Sir Fobn,
Was there a wife Woman with thee? *

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine Hoff, one that hath
taught me more Wit than ever I learn’d before in my
Life; and I paid nothing for 1t neither, but was paid
for my learning. |

Enter Bardolph,

Bar. Out alas, Sir, Cozenage ; meer Cozenage !

Hoff, Where is my Horfes t Speak well of them Var-
letto.

Bar. Run away with the Cozencrs; for {o foon as I
came beyond Eaton, they threw me off from behind

one of them in a Slough of Mire, and fet Spursi
an
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and away; like three Germar Devils, three Do&or
Fauflufes.. -

Hoff. 'They are gone but to meet the Duke, Villain,
do not fay they be fled ; Germans are honeft Men,

| Enter Evans,

Ewa. Where is mine Hyf ?

Hoff. What is the matter, Sir?

Ewa, Have a care of your Entertainments ; there is
a Friend of mine come to Town, tells me there is
three Cozen-Jermans that has cozen'd -all the Hofs of
Reading, of Maiden-bhead, of Cole brook, of Horfes and
Money. I tell you for good Will, look you; you are
wife, and full of Gibes and viouting Stocks, and ’tis
not convenient you fhould be cozened; fare you well.
- [ £ x:e.

Enter Caius.

Caius. Ver's mine Hofl de Farteer?

Hg?. Here, Mafter Doctor, in perplexity and doubt-
ful Dilemma. -

Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat; but 1t is tell-a-me, dat
you make a grand Preparation for a Duke de Famany ;
by my trot, der is no Duke dat the Court is know, to
come, I tell you for good Will; adieu. . [Exie.

Hoff. Hue and cry, Villain go; affiit me, Knifht,l
am undone; fly, run, Hue and Cry. Villain, I am
undone. _ [Ex.

Fal. I would all the World might be cozen'd, for I
have been cozened and beaten too. If it fhould come
to the Ear of the Court, how I have been transformed,
~ and how my ‘Transformation hath been wafh'd and cud-
%el‘d, they would melt me out of my Fat, Drop by

rop, and liquor Fithermen's Boats with me; I war-
rant they wouid whip me with their Wits, 'ull I were
creft-faln as a dry’d Pear. I never profper’d fince I for-
{wore myfclf at Primero. Well,if my Wind were but
long enough, I would repent., Now, whence come

you ? -
Enter Mys. Quickly.
Quic. From the two Parties, forfooth.
Fal. The Devil take one Party, and his Dam the
other, and fo they fhall be both beftow'd ; I have

fuffer'd more for their fakes, more than the vil-
| lainous
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éainn'us Inconftancy of " Man’s "Difpofition ‘is’ able to
ear.

Quic. And have not they fuffer'd ¥ yes, I warrant, fpe-
cioufly one of them ; Miftre(s Ford, good Feart, is beaten
lbll:.@v.c:k and blue, that you cannot'fee a white Spot about

er. )
Fal. What tell'ft thou me of black ‘and blue? I was
beaten myfelf into all Colours of the ‘Rain-bow ; and
I was like to be apprehended for the Witch of Brainford,
but that my admirable Dexterity of Wit, counterfeiting
the Action of "an old Waoan, deliver'd me, the Knave
Conftable had fet me 1'th® Stocks, i1'th’ common Stocks
for a Witch, .

Quie. Sir let me! fpeak” with you'in. your Chamber,
you' fhall hear how things go, and I warrant, to your
Content. Hereis a Leétter 'will fay {fomewhat. Good
Hearts, what ado is hereto bring you together ? Sure one
of you does not {ferve’ Heav’n' well, ‘that “you ‘are fo
crofs’d. | |

Fal. Come up into ‘my- Chamber. [Exeunt,

+ S CE'NE VL |
Enter Fenton and Hoft.

‘Hoft. Mafter Fenton, talk not-to me,'my mind is heavy
I will give over all. o |

Fént. Yet Hear-me fpedk ; -aflit me in my Putpofe,
And, as I am a Gentleman, I’ll give thee . |
A hundred Pound in Gold‘ihore than'your Lofs.

Hof?. ‘1 will'hear you, “Mafter ' Feston, and I ‘will at
the leaft ‘keep your Counfel, |

Fent. From time to-time | have acquainted you
With the dear:Love -I'bear to the fair Aune Page,
Who, mutnally, hath anfwer'd my Affeétion,

(So far forth as herfelf might be her Chufer)

Ev'n'fo my Wifh; I have a Letter from her

Of fuch Contents, as you will wonder at;

The Mirth wheré¢of's fo larded’ with tny Matter,
That neither fingly can be manifefted.

Without the fhew of both. IFat Sir Fobn Falflaff
Hath a great Scene; the Image of “the Jeft

I'll thew you here at large. Hark ‘good mine Hoft;
To Night at Herne's Oak, jult "cwive twelve and oue,

Muft my fweet Na»'prefent the Fairy Queen, -
| G

-
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The Purpofe why, is here; in which Difguife,
While other_ Jells. are fomething sank--on Foor,
Her Father hath conimanded her to flip
Away with Sleader, and with him at Eazon
Immediately to m:rry:; fhe hath confented. Now, Sir,
Her Mother, even (trong againft the Match,
And firm for Doé&or Caius, hath appointed
That he thould likewife. fhufile her away,
While other Sports are tasking ofi their Minds,
And at the Deanry, where a Prieft attends,
Straight marry her, to this her Mother’s Plot,
She, ieemmglyi obedient, likewife hath
Made prom:ic to the Doltor: now thus it refts ;
Her }'athel means _fhe thall be all in. Wh:te,
And’ in that Hd.blt when Slender fees his time
To-take her by the Hand, _and .bid her. go,
She f{kall go wu:h him. Her :Mother:hath intended,
'I'he better to devote her to.the Do&or,:
(For they muft all be mafk'd and vizarded)
T"hat quaint in Green, fhe thall be loofe enrob’d,
With Ribbands-Pendant, flaring ’'bout her Fead;
Aund when the Doétor fples his Vantage ripe,
'I’o pinch her by the Hand, and on that Token,
'The Maid hath given Conlent to go with him.
Hoff. Which means fhe to deceive ? Father or Mother ?
Fent, Both, my good Holtt, to go along with me;
Aud here it refts, that you'll procure the Vicar
To ftay for me at Charch, “twixt twelve and one,
And in the lawful Name of marrying,
To give our, Flearts united Ceremony.
Hoft. Well, Husband your Device; I'll to the Vicar,
Bring you the Maid, you fhall not lack a Prictt.
Eent. So fhall I evermore be bound (o thee ;

Befide, I'll make a prefent Recompence.
[Exeunt.

|

... ACT
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ACT V. SCENE L

Enter Sir John Falftaff, and Miftrefs
+ | Quickly. '

Fal. R’ythee no more pratling; go, I'll hold. This

is the third time; T hope good Luck lies in
odd Numbers; away, go ; they fay there is Divinity in
odd Numbers, either in Nativity, Chance or Death ;

away. *
Quic, I'll provide you a Chain, and I'll do what I can
to get you a Pair of Horns, [Ex. Mifirefs Quic.

Fal. Away, I{ay, time wears: holp up your Head,

and mince. __
Enter Ford.

- How now, Mafter Broom ? Mafter Broom, the Matter
will be knawn to Night, or never. Be you in the Park
about Midnight, at Herne’s Oak, and you fhall fee
Wonders.

Ford Went you not to her Yefterday, Sir, as you
told me you had appeinted 2

Fal. 1| went to her, Malter Broom, as you {ce, likke a
poor old Man; butl came from her, Maller Broom, like
a poor old Woman. That {fame Knave, Ford her Hufband,
hath the fineft mad Devil of Jealoufy in him, Malfler
Broom, that ever governed Frenzy. I will tell you, he
beat me grievoufly 'in the fhape of a Woman; for in
the fhape of a Man, Mafter Broom, 1 fear not Goliah
with a Weaver’s Beam ; becaufe I know alfo Lite is a
Shuttle; I am in hafte ; go along with me, I'll tell you
all Mafter Lroom. Since 1 pluckt Geefe, play’d Truant,
and whipt T'op, I know not what 'twas to be beaten,cill
- lately. Follow me, I'll tell you ftrange things of this
Knave Ford, on whom to Night I will be reveng'd,
and I will deliver his Wife into your Hand. Follow ;
firange things in hand, Mafter Broom, f{oliow,

| F s:rune,

SCENE
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SCENE I
Enter Page, Shallow and Slender,

Page, Come, come, we’ll couch i'th’ Caitle-ditch,’till
we fee the light of our Fairies. Remember, Son Slender,
my Daughter. '

Slen, Ay Forlooth, I have {poke with her, and we
have a Nay-word how to know one another. I come to
her in White and cry Mum, fhe cries Budget, and by
that we know one another. |

Shal. That’s good too; but what needs either your
Mum, or her Budget? The White will decipher her
well enough. It hath ftruck ten.o’Clock.

Page. The Night is dark, Light and Spirits will be-
come 1t well ; Heav’n profper our Sport. No Man means
evil but the Devil, and we fhall know him by his Horns.
Let’s away ; follow me. [ Exeunt,

SCENE 'III *
Enter Mifirefs Page, Miftrefs Ford, and Caius, .

Mrs. Page. Mr. Doétor, my Daughter is in Green,
when you fee your time, take her by the Hand, away
with her to the Deanary, and difpatch 1t quickly; go
before into the Park, we two muft go together. | .

Caius. 1 know vat I have to do ; adieu. [Exir. .

Mrs, Page, Fare youwell, Sir, My Husband will not
rejoice fo much at the :Abufe of Falflajf, as he will chafe
at the Do&or’s marrying my - Daughter : But ‘tis no
matter; better a lictle chiding, than a great deal of -
Leart break, - - |

Mrs, Ford. Where is Nan now, and her Troop of
Faries, and the Welch Devil derne ? | '

Mzrs. Page, They are all couch’din a Pit bard by
Herne's Oak, with obfcur’d Lights; which at the very
iniiant of Falfiaf's and our'mecting they will at once
dilplay to the Night. o S R

Mrs. Ford, That cannot chufe’ but-amare him, ' °

Mrs. Page. 1f he be not amaz'd he will be mock'd ;
if he be amaz’d he will be mock'd. -

Mys, Ford. We'll betray him finely. -

Mrs. Page. Againft fuch Lewdflers, and their Leachery,
Thofe that betiay them'do no Treachery. S

Mrs. Ford. 'The Hour draws on's to the @ak, to the
Oak. S * [ Exednt.

- D 3 SCENE
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SCENE IV
Euter Evans and Fairies,

Ewa: 'Tirib, trib, Fairies; come and remember-your
Parts: Becbold, I pray you, follow me into the Pit, and
when T give the Watch-"ords do as I bid you; Come,
come,’ tiib trib, - ro y { Excunt.

¢ Ch SCENE V.

L ~ Enter Falllaft.

Fal. The Windfor Bell hath firuck twelve, theMinute
draws.on ; now the hot blooded God's affilt ,me Re-
member , Fowe, thou walt a Bull for thy Euwropa;
Love fet ¢n thy Horns. Oh powerful Love! thatin
fome: refpe€ts makes a. Beaft a Man; in fome other, a
Man.a Beat. You were allo, Fupiter, a Swan, for the
love of Leda: Oh omnipotent Love ! how near the God
drew to the Comp'exion of -a Goofe, a Fault done firit
in the formh of a Beatt, O Fowve, a beaftly Fault; and
then another Fault in the femblance of a Fowl; think
on't, 7ove, a foul Fau't. When Gods have hot Backs;
what. fhali pobr Men'do ? For me, I am here a Wind/or
Stag, and the fatteft, I think, i’ th’ Foreft. Send me a
cool"Rut-time, Fove, or who can blame. me to pifs
my. TaHo? Who comes here? my Doe?

... Eanter Miftrefs Ford, and Miflre/s Page.

mfs.: Ford. Sir Fobn P Art thou there, my Deer ?
My Male-Deer? -

Fal. My Doe with the Black Scut? let the Sky rain
Potatoes, let it thunder to the Tune of Green Sleeves,
hail Kifling Comfits, and fnow Eringoes; let there come
a Tempeft of Provocation, I will fheiter me here.

Mrs, Ford, Miftrefs Page is- come with me, {weet
Heart. . | '

Fal.. Divide me. like a brib’d Buck, each a Haunch,
I will keep my Sides to my felf, my Shouldiers for the
Fellow of, this. Walk,. and .1ny Hoirns I bequeath your
Hufbands. Am I a Woodman, ha? Speak I like Herne
the Hunter ?* Why, now.is Cupid a Child of Con'cience;
he makes Refticution. As 1 am a true Spirit, welcome.

e Sy po o . [Nﬂ;ﬁ' Wl'fbl.#-
MrF. Pﬂg’ﬂ. A]aﬂl Whﬂt Naire? C . _
- Mrs. Ford, Heav'n forgive our,Sins.
¥al/. What fhould this be?

Ms.
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Mrs. Ford, Mr Para. Away, away.

- [The Wamen run.out.

Fa/. I think the Devil will not have me damn’d,.
I.eft ¢the Oii that i~ in 'me fhould {et' Hell-on Fire;
He would never elie crofs me. thus. '

- Enter Faries.

Quic. Fairies, black, gray, green, and white,
You Moon-fhine Revellers, and fhades of Night,
You Orphan:Heirs of fixed Deftiny,

Aitend your Office, and your Quality.
Crier Hobgoblin, make the Fairy O-yes,.

P:ff. Elves, lift your Names ; filence, you.airy.Toys;.
Cricket, o0 #ind,or Chimneys fhalt thou leap.: .
Where Fires thou find’ft unrak’d, and Hearths. unfwept,
T'here pinch the Maids as blue as Bilbery.

Our radiant Queen hates Sluts and Sluttery. -

Fal. 'They are Fairies, he that fpeaks:to them: fhall die.

I'fl wink and couch ; no Man their Works muft eye: .
N [:Lyes down upon bis Face.

Eva. Where’s:Bede ? Go you,and where'you find a Maid

‘That c'er fhe fleep hath thrice her Prayers-faid,

Raife up the Organs of her Fantafie,

Sleep fhe as found:as carelefs Infancy ;

But thofe that {leep, and think.not on: their Sins,.
'Pinch them, Arms, Legs, Backs,Shoulders,Sidesand Shins.

QLuic, Ahout, ahout ;- |
Search Windfor Caftle, Elves, within and out,

Strew good  Luck, Ouphes, on every facred Rcom,.
That. 1t may ftand ’till the perpetual Doom,
In State as wholfome, as in State *tis fit;
Worthy the Owner, and the Owner it.

‘T'he feveral Chairs of Order look you fcour.
With Juice of Balm and ev’ry precious-Flow'r ;
Each fair Inftalment, Coat, and feveral Creft,
With loyal Blazon. ever more be bleft.

And nightly-medow-Fairies, look you fing

Like to the Gars¢er-compafs ina Ring:

Th' Expreffure that it bears, Green let it be,
More fertile frefh than all the Field to fee ;
And, Honi Soit Qui Mal-y Penfe write

In Emrold.tuffs, Flowers, purple, blue and white, Hh
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Like Saphire-pearl, and rich Embroidery,
Buckled below fair Knight-hoods bending Kree ;
Fairies ufe Flow’rs for their Chara&ery.
Away, difperie; but 'till 'tis one 0’Clock
Our dance of Cuftom round about the Oak
Of Herne the Hunter, let us not forget. [t
Ewa, Pray youlock Hand in Hand, yourfelves in order
And twenty Glo-worms fhall our Lanthorns be
T'o guide our Meafure round about the ‘Tree.
But ftay, I {mell a Man of middle Earth.
Fal, Heav’'ns defend me from that Welth Fairy,
Let he transform me toa piece of Cheefe.
Pif.Vild Worm,thou wait o’er-lock’d even inthy Birth,
Quic. With Trial-fire touch me his Finger end ;
If he be Chafte, the Flame will back defcend
And turn him to no Pain ; but if he ftare,
It is the Flefh of a corrupted Heart.
Pif. A Tral, come. .
[They burn him awith their Tapers, and pinch him.
Ewa. Come, will this Wood -take fire ?
Fal. Oh, oh, oh, -
Quic, Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in Delfire ;
About him, Fairies, fing a {cornful Rhime,
And as you trip, flill pinch him to your time.

The *S O N G

y ,
Fie on fimple Phantafie: Fie on Lufi and Luxury :
Luf is but a bloody Fire, kindled cwith unchafle Defive,
Fed in Heart avbofe Flames afpise,
As thoughts do blonw them bigher and higher.
Pinch bim Fairies, mutually ; pinch bim for bis Villany,
Pinch bim, and burn bim, and turn bim about,
3T:l Candles, and Star-light, and Moon-fhine be out.
! [He offers to run out,

Enter Page, Ford, (e, They lay bold of bim.
Page. Nay, do not fly, I think I have watcht you
now ; . ‘
Wi'] none but Herne the Hunter ferve your turn
Mrs. Pages 1 pray you.come; hold up the Jelt no
higher. _
' Now,
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Now, goed Sir Fobz, how like you Windse Wives?
See -you thefe Husbands ? Do not thefe fair Oaks
Become the Foreft better than the Town ?

Ford. Now, Sir, who’s a Cuckold now ?

Mafler Broom, Falflaff’s a Knave, a cuckoldy Knave,
Here are his Horns, Malier Broom ; |
And, Mafter Bsoom, he hath enjoy’d nothing of Ford'’s
But his Buck-basket, his Cudgel, and twenty Pounds of
Money, which muit be paid to -Mafter Bsrgosn, his IHor-
fés are arreiled for it, Mafter Broom, .

Mrs, Ford. Sir Fobn we haae hadill Luck ; we could
never meet. I will never take you for my Love again,
but I will always count you my Deer.

Fal. 1 do begin to perceive that T am made an Afs.

Ford. Ay, and an Ox too: Both the Proofs are extant.

Fal, And thele are not Fairies :

{ was three or {four times in the Thought they were not
Fairies, and yet the guiltinels of my Mind, the {fudden
furprize of my Powers, drove the grofnefs of the Fop-
pery into a receiv’'d Belicf, in defpight of the Teeth of
all Rhime and Realon, that they were Fairles. See now
how Wit may be made a Jack-a-lent, when ’tis upon 1ll
Imployment.

Eva, Siv Fobn Falflaff, ferve Got, and leave yout’
Defires, and Fairies -will not pinfe you.

Ford. Well faid, Fairy Hugh, .

Ewva. And Jeave you your Jealouzies too, I pray you.

Ford. 1 will never miftruft my Wife again, ’till cheu
art able to woo her in good Englifh.

Fal, Have I laid my Brain in the Sun and dry’d it,
that it wants Matter to prevent fo grofs o’er-reaching as
this ? Am I ridden with a elch Goattoo? Shall 1 have
a Cox-comb of Frize ? 'T'is time I were choaked with
a piecce of Toafted Checle, | '

Ewa, Scefe is not good to give Putter ; your Pelly is
all Putter,

Fal, Seefe and Putter? Havel lived to fland in the taunt
of onec that makes Fittersof ‘Fuglifo # This is ecnough to
be the decay of Luft and late Walking, through the
Realm, . ’ |
. Mrs, Page. Why Sir Fobz, do you think tho' we
would have thrult Virtue out of our Hearts by the Head

J O and
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and Shoulders, and have given ourfelves without {cruple
to Hell, that ever the Levil could have made you our
Delight ?

Ford. What, a Hodge-pudding? A Bag of Flax ?

Mrs. Page. A puft Man ;

Page. Old, cold, wither’d, and of into'erable Entrails.,

Yord. And one that is as flanderous as Satan ?

Page. And as poor as Fob ?

Ford. And as wicked as his Wife ?

Ewva. Andgiven to Fornications, and to Taverns, and
Sack and Wine, Metheglins, and to Drinkings, and
Swearings, and Staring, Pribbles and Prabbles?

Fal., Well, I am your Theme, you have the Start of
me, I am dejeéted s 1 am not able to anfwer the Welp
Flannel,. Ignorance itfelf is a Plummet ®’er me, ufe me
as you will,

Ford. Marry Sir, we'll bring you to #indfer to one Mr
Broom, that you have cozened of Money, to whom you
fhopld have been a Pander: Over and above that you
have {ufler’d, I think, to repay that Nloney will be a
biting Aflliction.

Page. Yet be cheerful, Knight, thou fhalt eat a Poflet
to Night at my Houfe, where I will defire thee to laugh
at my Wife, that now laughs at thece, Tell her Mr.
Slender hath marry’d her Daughter. '

Mrs, Page. Do&tors doubt that; .

If Anue Page be my Daughter, fhe is, by this, Doftor

Cains’s Wite. ,
Enter Slender.

Slen. What hoe! hoe! Father Page!

Page. Son? How now? liow now Son,
Have you difpatch’'d? -

Slen. Difpatch’d @ I'll make the beft in Glouceflerfbire .
know on’t; would I were hang’d.la, elfe,

. Page, Of what, Son, S

Slen. I came yonder at Eaton to marry Mrs, Anne
Page, and fhe's a great lubberly Boy, “If it had no: been
i'th* Church, I would have {wing’d him, or he fhould
have fwing’d me. If I did not think it had been Awne
gagc, would I might never ftir, and tis a Poit- mafter’s

oy . L

Page. Upon my Life then you took the wrong. o
' &N,
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Slen. W hat need you tell me that? [ (hink fo,when I
took a Boy for a Girl - If I had been married to him,
for all he was in Women’s Apparely, I would not have
had him, -

Page. Why, this is your own Folly.

Did not I tell you how you fhould know my Daughter
By her Garments ? -

Slen. 1 went to her in white and cry’d Mum, and fle
cry’d Budget, as 4uze and I had appointed, and yet it
was not 4zne, but a Poft-mafter’s Boy.

Mrs. Page. Good Gﬁaf:% be not angry; 1 knew eof
your purpofe, turn’d my Daughter into Green, and in-
deed fhe 1s now with the Doétor at the Deanary, and
there marry’d.

Enter Caius. ’

Caius, Veris Mrs. Page; by gar, I am cozen’d, Tha
marry’d one Garfoon, a Boy ; oon Peafant, by gar. A
Boy ; it is not Aune Page, by gar, k am cozen'd.

Mrs. Page, Why ¥ did you take “her in Green ?

Caius. Ay by gar, and ’tis a Boy ; be gar, I'll raife
all Windfor. "

Ford. 'This is ftrange | who hath got the right Anne?

Page. My Heart mifgives me ; here comes Mr. Fenton.
How now Mr, Fenton ?

Anne. Pardon, good Father ; good my Mother, Pardon.

-~ Page. Now Miltrefs,
How chance you went not with Mr Slerder 2

Mrs:; Page. Why went you not with Mr, Do&or, Maid:

Fent. ¥uu .o amaze her. Hear the Truth of it
You would- have marry'd her motft fthamefully,

Where there was no proportion held in Love:
The Truth is, fhe ans I long fince contraéted,
Are now fo fure that nothing can diffolve us.
'Th' Offence is holy that fhe hath committed,
And this deceit lofes the name of Craft,

Ot Difobedience, or unduteous Title ;-

Since therein fhe doth eviate and fhun.

A thoufand Irreligious curfed Hours,.

Which forced Marriage would have brought upon her;.
*  Ford, Stand not amaz'd, here is no Remedy,
In.Love, the Heav'ns themfelves do guide the State;-

Money buys Lands, and Wives arc lold by Fate,. Rl
B . | ‘al,
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Fal. I am glad, tho’ you have ta’en a fpecial Stand (o,

ftrike at me, that your Arrow bath glanc’d,
Page. Well,  what Remedy ! Fenton, IHeavn give

the Joy? j

-

?

What cannot be efchew’d, muft be embrac'd.
Fal. When Night-dogs run, all {fortsof Deerare chac'd. i

Mrs. Ford. Well, I wiil mufe uo further. Mr. Fenton. |
Hecav'n give you many, many merry Days, |
Good Hufband, let us every one go home, x
“And laugh this Sport o’er by a Country Fire, g

:
3
i

A
i

Sir ‘Fshn and all, |
~ Furd. Let it be fo, Sir Fobus;
To Maller Broom you yet fhall hold your Ward; =
Ior e, to Night, fhall lie with Miltrefs Ford. 3
[ Lrzuut Omn ﬂbg
-
!

EINTIS
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