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Hence, thou detefted flave ! thou fhamelefs villain!
' [ Breaking from bim.
Enter BAwWD.
You powers that favour chaftity, defend me.
B AWD.
Why how now ? what’s the matter here? what
have you been doing with her ?
BOLT.
Nothing, miftrefs, and T am afraid there is no-
thing to be done with her.  She fights like a fhe-
tiger.
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B AWD.
Out, yourafcal. Isthis a morfel for your chaps?
BOLT.
Why not ¢ do you think I’ll ferve up a delicate
dith without tafting it ?
B A WD.
In your turn, firrah, in your turn. Let your
betters be ferv’d before you.
BOLT.
Ay, but abit of the {pit, you know—
B AWD.

About your bufinefs, and let gentlemen know
how we are provided for their entertainment, [ Exit

" Bolt.] Don’t cry, pretty one: he fhall be made to

know his diftance and his time. While you behave
difcreetly, child, you fhall be referv’d for the bet-
ter fort of men only. You are fallen into good
hands, depend upon it.
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