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Inter. Bafkos thromaldo beffos.

Par. 1 know, you are the Mifkos regiment.
And I fhall lofe my life for want of language.

If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch,
Italian, or French, let him {peak to me,
I'll difcover that which fhall undo the Florentine.

Inter. Bafkos vanvado : 1 underftand thee, and can {peak thy
tongue, Kerelybonro : fir, betake thee to thy faith, for {eventeen
poniards are at thy bofom.

Par. Oh!

Inter. Oh, pray, pray, pray.

Mancha ravancha dulce.

Lord. Ofceoribi dulchos volivorco.

Inter. The general is content to {pare thee yet ;
And, hoodwink’d as thou art, will lead thee on
To gather from thee. Haply, thou may’ft inform
Something to fave thy life.

Par. O, let me live,

And all the fecrets of our camp I'll thow ;

‘Their force, their purpofes: nay, I'll fpeak that
Which you will wonder at.

* Ipter. But wilt thou faithfully ?

Par. If I do not, damn me.

Inter. Acordo linta.

Come on, thou art granted {pace. [ Exit,

[a fbort alarum within,

Lord. Go, tell the count Roufillon and my brother,

We've caught the woodcock, and will keep him muffed

Till we do hear from them.
Sol. Captain, I will.
Lord. He will betray us all unto ourfelves ;

Inform ’em that.

Sol. So I will, fir.

Lord. Till then I'll keep him dark, and fafely lock’d.

[ Exennt.
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