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a hollow walnut for his wife’s leman. Satisfy me once more;
once more fearch with me. ;

Mrs. Ford. What hoa, miftrefs Page/ come you, and the old
woman, down ; my hufband will come into the chamber.

Ford. Old woman! what old woman’s that ?

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid’s aunt of Brainford.

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean! have I not
forbid her my houfe? {he comes of errands, does fhe? weare fimple
men, we do not know what’s brought to pafs under the profeflion
of fortune-telling. She works by charms, by {pells, by th’ figure,
and fuch dawbry as this is, beyond our element; we know nothing.
Come down, you witch, you hag you, come down, I fay.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, good fweet hufband; good gentlemen, let
him not ftrike the old woman.

HEENT WV,
Enter Falltaff in womens cloths, and miﬁre/} Page.

Mirs. Page. Come, mother Praz, come, ‘give me your hand.

Ford. Tll Prar her. Out of my door, you witch, [zeats him.]
you hag, you baggage, you poulcat, you ronion ! out, out, out!
I'll conjure you, I’ll fortune-tell you. [ Exiz. Fal.

Mrs. Page. Are you not atham’d? I think, you have kill'd
the poor woman. :

Mis. Ford. Nay, he will do it; ’tis a goodly credit for you.

Ford. Hang her, witch.

Eva. By yea and no, I think, the’oman is a witch, indeed :
I like not when a ’oman has a great peard; I {py a great peard
under her muffler.

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen ? I befeech you, follow ; {ee
but the iffue of my jealoufy; if I cry out thus upon no trail,
never truft me when I open again. :

Page. Let’s obey his humour a little further: come, gentle-
men. [ Exennt.

Mis. Page. Truft me, he beat him moft pitifully.

Mis. Ford. Nay, by th’ mafs, that he did not; he beat him

moft unpitifully, methought.
Vow.-1. M m Mrs.




