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excellent motion to thy gait in a femi-circled farthingale. I fee
what thou wert ; if fortune thy foe were not, nature is thy friend :
come, thou canft not hide it.

Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there’s no fuch thing in me.

Ful. What made me love thee? let that perfuade thee there’s
fomething extraordinary in thee. Come, 1 cannot cog, and fay,
thou art this and that, like many of thefe lifping haw-thorn buds,
that come like women in men’s apparel, and fmell like Bucklers-
Bury in fimpling-time ; I cannot: but I love thee, none but
thee; and thou deferveft it.

Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me, fir; I fear, you love miftrels Page.
| Fal. Thou might'ft as well fay, I love to walk by the counter-
? gate, which is as hateful to me as the reek of a lime-kiln.

Ms. Ford, Well, heav’n knows how I love you, and you fhall
one day find it,

Fal. Keep in that mind; I’ll deferve it. 5

Mis. Ford. Nay, I muft tell you, fo you do; or elfe I could

not be in that mind.

Rob. [within.] Miftrefs Ford, miftrefs Ford! here’s miftrefs
Page at the door, {weating, and blowing, and looking wildly,

and would needs fpeak with you prefently.
Ful. She {hall not {fee me ; I will enfconce me behind the arras,

Mirs. Ford. Pray you, do fo; fhe’s a very tattling woman.

S CENTE TIX
Enter miftre[s Page.

What's the matter ? how now ?

: Mrs. Page. O miftrefs Ford, what have you done? you're
| fham’d, y’are overthrown, you are undone for ever.
| Mrs. Ford. What's the matter, good miftrels Page ?
: Mirs. Page. O well-a-day, miftrefs Ford| having an honeft man
to your hufband, to give him fuch caufe of fufpicion !

Mis.-Ford. What caufe of {ufpicion ?

Mrs. Page. What caufe of fufpicion? out upon you; how am

I miftook in you!
Mrs.




