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Kuic. You fhall have 4 fools-head of your own. No, I know
Anne’s mind for that; never a woman in ZZ7xd/or knows more
of Anne’s mind than I do, nor can do more than I can with her,
I thank heav’n.

Fent. [within] Who’s within there, hoa?

Ruic. Who's there, I trow? come near the houfe, I pray you.

SGCENE XI

Enter mafler Fenton.

Fent. How now, good woman, how doft thou ?

Quic. The better that it pleafes your good worfhip to afk.

Fent. What news? how does pretty miftrefs Anne ?

Ruic. In truth, fir, and fhe is pretty, and honeft, and gentle;
and one that is your friend, I can tell you that by the way, I praife.
heav’n for it.

Fenz. Shall I do any good, think’ft thou? thall I not lofe my fuit?

uic. Troth, fir, all is in his hands above ; but notwithftand-
ing, mafter Fenton, I'll be fworn on a book fhe loves you: have
not your worthip a wart above your eye?

Fent. Yes, marry, have I; and what of that?

RQuic. Well, thereby hangs a tale; good faith, itis fuch ano-
ther Van; but, I deteft, an honeft maid as ever broke bread ;
we had an hour’s talk of that wart: I fhall never laugh but in
that maid’s company: but, indeed, fhe is given too much to
allicholly and mufing ; but for you —well — go to —

Fent. Well, 1 fhall fee her to-day; hold, there’s money for
thee: let me have thy voice in my behalf; if thou feeft her
before me, commend me —

Quic. Will 1? ay, faith, that I will: and I will tell your
worfhip more of the wart the next time we have confidence, and
of other wooers. : :

Fent. Well, farewel; I am in great hafte now. [ Exiz,

KQuic. Farewel to your worthip. Truly, an honeft gentlemen ;
but Znne loves him not 5 I know Zuse’s mind as well as another
does. Out upon’t! what have I forgot ? [ Exit.
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