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SCEN T Wr |

Par. Yet I am thankful: if my heart were great, |
"T'would burft at this. Captain I'll be no more; |
But I will eat, and drink, and fleep as foft
As captain {hall: fimply the thing I am
Shall make me live. Who knows himfelf a braggart,

Let him fear this; for it will come to pafs,

That every braggart {hall be found an afs.

Ruft, {word! cool, bluthes! and, Pardiles, live

Safeft in {hame! being fool’d, by fool’ry thrive! g
There’s place and means for every man alive,

I’ll after them. [ Exst,

SCENE VIL
The Widow’s houfe at Florence.

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana.

Hel. HAT you may well perceive I have not wrong’d you,
One of the greateft in the chriftian world :

Shall be my furety ; *fore whofe throne, ’tis needful,

Ere I can perfe& mine intents, to kneel,

Time was, I did him a defired office,

Dear almoft as his life; for which, gratitude

Through flinty Zarzar’s bofom would peep forth,

And anfwer thanks. I duly am inform’d,

His grace is at Mar/eilles ; to which place

We have convenient convoy: you muft know,

I am fuppofed dead ; the army breaking,

My hufband hies him home; where, heaven aiding,

And by the leave of my good lord the king,

We'll be before our welcome,

Wid. Gentle madam,
You never had a fervant to whofe truft




