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Mrs. Page. I'll have the cudgel hallow’d, and hung o’er the

altar ; it hath done meritorious fervice.

. Mrs. Ford. What think you? may we, with the warrant of
womanhood, and the witnefs of a good confcience, purfue him
with any further revenge ?

Mrs. Page. The {pirit of wantonnefs is, {ure, {car’d out of him ;
if the devil have him not in fee-fimple, with fine and recovery,
he will never, I think, in the way of wafte, attempt us again.

Mzs. Ford. Shall we tell our hufbands how we have ferved him ?

Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means ; if it be but to {crape the figures

- out of your huifband’s brain. If they can find in their hearts the

poor unvirtuous fat knight fhall be any further affliGed, we two
will ftill be minifters.

Mrs. Ford. Tll warrant, they’ll have him publickly tham’d ;
and, methinks, there would be no right period to the jeft, thould
he not be publickly tham’d.

Mrs. Page. Come, to the forge with it then, thape it: I would
not have things cool. [ Exeunt.
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S CENE:= VI
Changes to the Garter-Inn.
Enter Hoft, and Bardolph.
Bard. SI R, the German defires to have three of your horfes ;

the duke himfelf will be to-morrow at court, and
they are going to meet him.

Hyff. What duke thould that be comes fo fecretly 5 I hear not
of him in the court: let me fpeak with the gentlemen ; they
{peak Englifh ? .

Bard. Sir, I'll call them to you.

Hoft. They fhall have my horfes, but I'll make them pay, I'll
fauce them. They have had my houfe a week at command ; 1
have turn’d away my other guefts ; they muft count off; I'll
{auce them ; come. [ Exeunt.
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