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Mrs. Page. Letter for letter, but that the name of Page and
Ford differs! To thy great comfort in this myftery of ill opinions,
here’s the twin-brother of thy letter; but let thine inherit firft,
for, I proteft, mine never fhall. I warrant, he hath a thoufand
of thefe letters, writ with blank fpace for different names; nay,
more ; and thefe are of the fecond edition: he will print them,
out of doubt, for he cares not what he puts into the prefs, when
he would put us two. I had rather be a giantefs, and lye under
mount Pelion. Well, I will find you twenty lafcivious turtles,
- ere one chafte man.

Mrs. Ford. Why, this is the very fame, the very hand, the very
words ; what doth he think of us?

Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not; it makes me almoft ready to
wrangle with mine own honefty. TI’ll entertain myfelf like one
that I am not acquainted withal ; for, fure, unlefs he knew fome
ftain in me, that I know not myfelf, he would never have boarded
me in this fury.

Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call it you? T’ll be fure to keep him
above deck.

Mrs. Page. So will 1; if he come under my hatches, I'll ne-
ver to fea again.. Let’s be reveng’d on him ; let’s appoint him
a meeting, give him a (how of comfort in h1s {uit, and lead him
on with a fine baited delay, "till he hath pawn’d his horfes to mine
hoft of the garter.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will confent to a& any villainy againft him
that may not fully the charinefs of our honefty: o, that my huf-
band faw this letter | it would give eternal food to his Jealoufy

Mrs. Page. Why, look where he comes, and my good man too;
he’s as far from jealoufy as I am from giving him caufe; and
that, I hope, is an unmeafurable diftance.

Mrs. Ford. You are the happier womag.

Mrs. Page. Let’s confult together againft this orreafy knight.
Come hither.
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Vor. I.




