ALLS WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 4o1

brother for a coward, yet his brother is reputed one of the beft
that is. In a retreat he outruns any lackey; marry, in coming
on he has the cramp.

Tnter. If your life be faved, will you undertake to betray the
Florentine ¢

Par. Ay, and the captain of his horfe, count Rowfillon.

Tnter. T1l whifper with the general, and know his pleafure.

Par. T'll no more drumming ; a plague of all drums! Only
to feem to deferve well, and to beguile the {fuppofition of that
lafcivious young boy the count, have I run into danger: yet who
would have fufpeéted an ambufh where I was taken? - [afide.

Inter. There is no remedy, fir, but you muft die: the general
fays, you that have fo traiteroufly difcovered the fecrets of your
army, and made fuch peftiferous reports of men very nobly held,
can ferve the world for no honeft ufe; therefore you mutft die.
Come, head{man, off with his head.

Par. O lord, fir, let me live, or Jet me fee my death.

Inter. That fhall you, and take your leave of all your friends:

[unbinding him.
So, look about you; know you any here ?

Ber. Good morrow, noble captain.

2 Lord. God blefs you, captain Parolles.

1 Lord. God {ave you, noble captain.

2 Lord. Captain, what greeting will you to my lord Lafer 2
1 am for France.

1 Lord. Good captain, will you give me a Copy of that fame
fonnet you writ to Diana 1n behalf of the count Rowfillon 2 if T
were not a very coward, I'd compel it of you ; but fare you well.

: [ Exeunt.

Tutor. You-are-undone, captain, all but your fcarf; that has
a knot on’t yet.

Par. Who cannot be crufh’d with a plot ?

Inter. If you could find out a country where but women were
that had receiv’d fo much fhame, you might begin an impudent
nation. Fare you well, fir, Iam {or France too; we fhall {peak
of you there. [ Exit.
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