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Well, lords, to-day we fhall have our defpatch, -

On faturday we will return to Frasmce.

‘Then, forefter, my friend, where is the bufh

That we muft ftand and play the murtherer in ?
For. Hard by, upon the edge of yonder coppice ;

A ftand, where you may make the faireft fhoot,*

Enter Coftard.
Boyet. Here comes a member of the commonwealth. ®

3 e the faireft fhoot.

Prin, I thank my beauty, I am fair that thoot,

And thereupon thou fpeak’ft the faireft fhoot.
£or. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not fo.

Prin. What, what? firft praife me, then a%ain fay, no? }

O thort-liv’d pride ! not fair? alack for wo!

For. Yes, madam, fair.
Prin. Nay, never paint me now ;

Where fair is not, praife cannot mend the brow.

Here, good my glafs, take this for telling true ;
air payment for foul words is more than due.

For, Nothing but fair is that which you inherit.
Prin. See, fee, my beauty will be fay’d by merit.

O herefy in fair, fit for thefe days!

A giving hand, though foul, {haﬂ have fair praife.

But come, the bow: now mercy goes to kill,

And fhooting well is then accounted ill.

Thus will I fave my credit in the thoot,

Not wounding, pity would not let me do’t :

If wounding, then it was to fhow my fkill,

That more for praife than purpofe meant to kill,

And, out of queftion, fo it is fometimes ;

Glory grows guilty of detefted crimes ;

When, for fame’s fake, for praife, an outward part,

We bend to that the working of the heart,

As I, for praife alone, now feek to {pill

The poor deer’s blood, that my heart means no ill.

Boyet. Do not curft wives hold that felf-fovereignty

Only for praife’ fake, when they ftrive to be

Lords o’er their lords?

Prin. Only for praife ; and praife we may afford

To any lady that fubdues her lord.

Enter Coftard.

----- commonwealth,

Coft. God dig-you-den all I pray you, which is the head lady?
Prin. Thou thalt know her, fellow, by the reft that have no heads.
Coft. Which is the greateft lady, the higheft ?

Prin. 'The thickeft, and the talleft.
Cof. ‘The thickeft, and the talleft! it is fo, truth is truth.

An your waift, miftrefs, were as flender as my. wit,

One o’ thefe girdles for your waift fhould be fit.

Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickeft here.
Prin. What’s your will, fir ? what’s your will ?

Cofd. 1 have, &,

Coft.



