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turn them together; a man may be too confident ; I would have
nothing lye on my head ; I cannot be thus fatisfy’d.

Page. Look, where my ranting hoft of the garter comes; there
is either liquor in his pate, or money in his purfe, when he looks
fo merrily. How now, mine hoft ?

G B -Nek - N
Enter Hoft and Shallow.

£off. How now, bully Rock? thou’rt a gentleman; cavaliero-

juttice, I fay.

Shal. 1 follow, mine hoft, I follow. Good even, and twenty,
good mafter Page. Mafter Page, will you go with us? we have
iport in hand.

Hoft. Tell him, cavaliero-juftice ; tell him, bully Rock.

Shal. Sir, there is a fray to be fought between fir Hugh the
Welch prieft, and Caius the French do&or.

Ford. Good mine hoft o’th garter, a word with you.

Hoft. What fay’ft thou, bully Rock?

Shal. Will you go with us to behold it? my merry hoft hath
had the meafuring of their weapons, and, I think, hath appointed
them contrary places; for, believe me, I hear the parfon is no

jefter. Hark, I will tell you what our {port fhall be.

Hoj?. Haft thou no fuit againft my knight, my gueft-cavalier?

Ford. None, I proteft; but I'll give you a pottle of burnt fack
to give me recourfe to him, and tell him my name is Brook ; only
for a jeft. ,

Hoj?. My hand, bully; thou fhalt have egrefs and regrefs; faid
I well? and thy name fhall be Brook. Itisa merry knight, Will
you go, myn-heers ? ‘

Shal. Have with you, mine hoft.

Page. 1have heard, the Frenchman hath good fkill in his rapier.

Shal. 'Tut, fir, I could have told you more; in thefe times
you ftand on diftance, your pafles, ftoccado’s, and I know not
what : ’tis the heart, mafter Page; *tis here, ’tis here. I have feen

the




