OF WINDSOR.
Caius. Go home, Fobhn Rugby; 1 come anon.
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Hoff. Farewel, my hearts; I will to my honeft knight Fa/flaf,

and drink canary with him.

Ford. 1 think, I fhall drink in pipe-wine firft with him, T’ll

make him dance. Will you go, gentles?
All. Have with you to fee this monfter.

[ Exeunt.

S2CaE NEE SV I
Ford’s houfe.

Enter miftrefs Ford, miftre/s Page, and fervants with a bafker.

Mrs. Ford. HAT, Fobn! what, Robert/

Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly: is the buck-

bafket —
Mrs. Ford. 1 warrant. What, Robin, I fay!
Mrs. Page. Come, come, come.
Mrs. Ford. Here, {et it down.

Mis. Page. Give your men the charge; we muft be brief.

Mrs. Ford. Marry, as 1 told you before, Fohn, and Robert, be
ready here hard-by in the brew-houfe; and, when I fuddenly call
you, come forth, and, without any paufe, or ftaggering, take
this batket on your fhoulders; that done, trudge with it in all
hafte, and carry it among the whitfters in Dazchet-mead, and

there empty it in the muddy ditch clofe by the Thames "fide.

Mrs. Page. You will do it?

Mrs. Ford. 1 ha’told them over and over; they lack no di-

re&ion. Be gone, and come when you are call’d.

Mrs. Page. Here comes little Robin.
Enter Robimn.

Mrs. Ford. How now, my eyas-mufket, what news with you ?

Rob. My mafter fir John is come in at your back-door, miftrefs.

Ford, and requefts your company.

Mrs. Page. You little jack-a-lent, have you been t

rue to us?

Rob..




