ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 365

me moft infupportable vexation.

Laf. I would it were hell-pains for thy fake, and my poor

doing eternal.” [ Exit.
Par. Well, thou haft a fon fhall take this difgrace off me;

fcurvy, old, filthy, fcurvy lord: well, I muft be patient; there
is no fettering of authority. T’ll beat him, by my life, if I can
meet him with any convenience, an he were double and double
o lord. I'll have no more pity of his age that I would have of —
'l beat him, an :f T could but meet him again.

Reenter Lafeu.

and mafter’s married, there’s news for

Par. My lord, you do

Laf. Sirrah, your lord
you: you have a new miftrefs.

Par. I moft unfeignedly befeech y
refervation of your wrongs: he, my goo
above is my malfter.

Laf. Who? god?

Par. Ay, .
Laf. The devil it is, that’s thy mafter. Why doft thou garter

up thy arms o’ this fathion ? doft make hofe of thy fleeves? do
other fervants {fo? thou wert beft fet thy lower part where thy
nofe ftands. By mine honour, if T were but two hours younger,
I’d beat thee : methinks, thou arta general offence, and every
man thould beat thee. I think, thou waft created for men to
breathe them{elves upon thee.

Par. This is hard and undeferved meafure, my lord.

Laf. Go to, fir; you were beaten in Iraly for picking a
kernel out of a pomegranate ; you are a vagabond, and .no true
traveller : you are more faucy with lords, and honourable
perfonages, than the heraldry of your birth and virtue gives you
commiifion. You are not worth another word, elfe I'd call you

our lordfhip to make {fome
d lord, whom I ferve

knave. I leave you. [Exit.
T eternal: for doing I am paft, as I will by thee, in what motion age will give me

leave. [Exit.
Par, Well, &,
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