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Page. Why, this paffes®, mafter Ford; you are not to go loofe

any longer, you muft be pinion’d.
Ewva. Why, this is lunaticks; this is mad as a mad dog.
Shal. Indeed, mafter Ford, this is not well, indeed.
Ford. So fay I too, fir. :

Enter miftre/s Ford.

Come hither, miftrefs Ford, miftrefs Ford, the honeft woman, the
modeft wife, the virtuous creature, that hath the jealous fool to
her hufband : I fufpe& without caufe, miftrefs, do I?

Mrs. Ford. Heav'n be my witnefs you do, if you fufpe@ me
in any difhonefty.

Ford. Well faid, brazen-face, hold it out: come forth, firrah.

[ Pulls the cloths out of the bafker.
Page. This pafles. *

Mrs. Ford. Are you not atham’d ? let the cloths alone.
Ford. 1 fhall find you anon.

Ewva. "T'is unreafonable ; will you take up your wife’s cloths ?
come away. ;

Ford. Empty the bafket, I fay.

Mrs. Ford. Why, man, why —

Ford. Mafter Page, as I am a man, there was one convey’d out
of my houfe yefterday in this batket ; why may not he be there
again? in my houfe, I am {ure, he is; my intelligence is true
my jealouly is reafonable ; pluck me out all the linen.

Mrs. Ford. If you find a man there, he fhall die a flea’s death.

Page. Here’s no man.

Shal. By my fidelity, this is not well, mafter Ford; this wrongs

ou.
2 Eva. Mafter Ford, you muft pray, and not follow the imagi-
nations of your own heart; this is jealoufies.

Ford. Well; he’s not here 1 feek for.

Page. No, nor no where elfe but in your brain.

Ford. Help to fearch my houfe this one time; if I find not what
I feek, thow no colour for my extremity ; let me for ever be your
table-fport ; let them fay of me, as jealous as Ford, that fearched
2 See the notey p, 223. a hollow




