ALILS WELL: THAT ENDS WELL.
Count. What angel thall

Blefs this unworthy hufband ? he cannot thrive,
Unlefs her prayers, which heav'n delights to hear
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath
Of greateﬁ juftice. Write, o, write, Rynaldo,
To this unworthy hufband of his wife

Let every word weigh heayy of her worth,

That he does weigh too light: my oreateft grief,
Though little does he feel it, {fet down fharply.

Defpatch the moft convenient meflenger :
When, haply, he fhall hear that fhe is gone,
He will return; and hope I may, that fhe,
Hearing {o much, will {peed her foot again,
Led hither by pure love. Which of them both

Is deareft to me, I've no fkill in {enfe

" To make diftinéion. Provide this meflenger :

My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak,
Grief would have tears, but forrow bids me fpeak. [ Eweunt.

SCENZE VIIL
Florence.
A Tucker afar off.

Enter an old Widow of Florence, Diana, Violenta, azd Mariana,
with other Gitizens.

R TAY, come: forif they do approach the city, we
¥ fhall lofe all the fight.

Dia. They fay, the French count has done moft honourable
{ervice.

Wid. It is reported that he has ta’en their greateft commander,
and that with his own hand he flew the duke’s brother. We have
loft our labour, they are gone a contrary way : hark ! you may

Wid.

know by their trumpets.
Mar.
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