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			Dramatis Personae

			
					
					Sir John Fal­staff

				

					
					Fenton, a young gen­tle­man

				

					
					Shal­low, a coun­try justice

				

					
					Slender, cous­in to Shal­low

				

					
					Ford, a Gen­tle­man dwell­ing at Wind­sor

				

					
					Page, a Gen­tle­man dwell­ing at Wind­sor

				

					
					Wil­li­am Page, a boy, son to Page

				

					
					Sir Hugh Evans, a Welsh par­son

				

					
					Doc­tor Caius, a French phys­i­cian

				

					
					Host of the Garter Inn

				

					
					Bardolph, Pis­tol, Nym; fol­low­ers of Fal­staff

				

					
					Robin, page to Fal­staff

				

					
					Simple, ser­vant to Slender

				

					
					Rugby, ser­vant to Doc­tor Caius

				

					
					Mis­tress Ford

				

					
					Mis­tress Page

				

					
					Anne Page, her daugh­ter, in love with Fenton

				

					
					Mis­tress Quickly, ser­vant to Doc­tor Caius

				

					
					Ser­vants to Page, Ford, etc.

				

			

			Scene: Wind­sor and the neigh­bour­hood

		
	
		
			The Merry Wives of Windsor

		
	
		
			
				Act
				I
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Wind­sor. Be­fore Page’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Justice Shal­low, Slender, and Sir Hugh Evans.
							
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Hotly. Sir Hugh, per­suade me not; I will make a Star Cham­ber mat­ter of it; if he were twenty Sir John Fal­staffs, he shall not ab­use Robert Shal­low, es­quire.
						

						
								Slender
								Nod­ding. In the county of Gloucester, Justice of Peace, and “coram.”
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Ay, cous­in Slender, and “cust-alor­um.”
						

						
								Slender
								Ay, and “rato-lor­um” too; and a gen­tle­man born, Mas­ter Par­son, who writes him­self “ar­mi­gero” in any bill, war­rant, quit­tance, or ob­lig­a­tion—“ar­mi­gero.”
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Ay, that I do; and have done any time these three hun­dred years.
						

						
								Slender
								All his suc­cessors, gone be­fore him, hath done’t; and all his an­cest­ors, that come after him, may: they may give the dozen white luces in their coat.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Proudly. It is an old coat.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								The dozen white louses do be­come an old coat well; it agrees well, passant; it is a fa­mil­i­ar beast to man, and sig­ni­fies love.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Coldly. The luce is the fresh fish; the salt fish is an old coat.
						

						
								Slender
								I may quarter, coz?
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								You may, by mar­ry­ing.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								It is mar­ring in­deed, if he quarter it.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Not a whit.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Yes, py’r lady! If he has a quarter of your coat, there is but three skirts for your­self, in my simple con­jec­tures; but that is all one. If Sir John Fal­staff have com­mit­ted dis­par­age­ments un­to you, I am of the church, and will be glad to do my be­ne­vol­ence to make atone­ments and com­prom­ises between you.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								The Coun­cil shall hear it; it is a ri­ot.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								It is not meet the Coun­cil hear a ri­ot; there is no fear of Got in a ri­ot; the Coun­cil, look you, shall de­sire to hear the fear of Got, and not to hear a ri­ot; take your viza­ments in that.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Ha! o’ my life, if I were young again, the sword should end it.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								It is pet­ter that friends is the sword and end it; and there is also an­oth­er device in my prain, which perad­ven­ture prings goot dis­cre­tions with it. There is Anne Page, which is daugh­ter to Mas­ter George Page, which is pretty vir­gin­ity.
						

						
								Slender
								Mis­tress Anne Page? She has brown hair, and speaks small like a wo­man.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								It is that fery per­son for all the ’or­ld, as just as you will de­sire; and sev­en hun­dred pounds of moneys, and gold, and sil­ver, is her grand­sire upon his death’s-bed—Got de­liv­er to a joy­ful re­sur­rec­tions!—give, when she is able to over­take sev­en­teen years old. It were a goot mo­tion if we leave our pribbles and prabbles, and de­sire a mar­riage between Mas­ter Ab­ra­ham and Mis­tress Anne Page.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Did her grand­sire leave her sev­en hun­dred pound?
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Ay, and her fath­er is make her a pet­ter penny.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								I know the young gen­tle­wo­man; she has good gifts.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Sev­en hun­dred pounds, and pos­sib­il­it­ies, is goot gifts.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Well, let us see hon­est Mas­ter Page. Is Fal­staff there?
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Shall I tell you a lie? I do des­pise a li­ar as I do des­pise one that is false; or as I des­pise one that is not true. The knight Sir John is there; and, I be­seech you, be ruled by your well-willers. I will peat the door for Mas­ter Page. Knocks. What, hoa! Got pless your house here!
						

						
								Page
								With­in. Who’s there?
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Here is Got’s pless­ing, and your friend, and Justice Shal­low; and here young Mas­ter Slender, that perad­ven­tures shall tell you an­oth­er tale, if mat­ters grow to your lik­ings.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Page.
							
						

						
								Page
								I am glad to see your wor­ships well. I thank you for my ven­ison, Mas­ter Shal­low.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Mas­ter Page, I am glad to see you; much good do it your good heart! I wished your ven­ison bet­ter; it was ill killed. How doth good Mis­tress Page?—and I thank you al­ways with my heart, la! with my heart.
						

						
								Page
								Sir, I thank you.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Sir, I thank you; by yea and no, I do.
						

						
								Page
								I am glad to see you, good Mas­ter Slender.
						

						
								Slender
								How does your fal­low grey­hound, sir? I heard say he was out­run on Cot­sall.
						

						
								Page
								It could not be judged, sir.
						

						
								Slender
								You’ll not con­fess, you’ll not con­fess.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								That he will not: ’tis your fault; ’tis your fault. ’Tis a good dog.
						

						
								Page
								A cur, sir.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Sir, he’s a good dog, and a fair dog; can there be more said? he is good, and fair. Is Sir John Fal­staff here?
						

						
								Page
								Sir, he is with­in; and I would I could do a good of­fice between you.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								It is spoke as a Chris­ti­ans ought to speak.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								He hath wronged me, Mas­ter Page.
						

						
								Page
								Sir, he doth in some sort con­fess it.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								If it be con­fessed, it is not re­dressed: is not that so, Mas­ter Page? He hath wronged me; in­deed he hath;—at a word, he hath—be­lieve me; Robert Shal­low, es­quire, saith he is wronged.
						

						
								Page
								Here comes Sir John.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir John Fal­staff, Bardolph, Nym, and Pis­tol.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Now, Mas­ter Shal­low, you’ll com­plain of me to the King?
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Knight, you have beaten my men, killed my deer, and broke open my lodge.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								But not kiss’d your keep­er’s daugh­ter?
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Tut, a pin! this shall be answered.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I will an­swer it straight: I have done all this. That is now answered.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								The Coun­cil shall know this.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								’Twere bet­ter for you if it were known in coun­sel: you’ll be laughed at.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Pauca verba, Sir John; goot worts.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Good worts! good cab­bage! Slender, I broke your head; what mat­ter have you against me?
						

						
								Slender
								Marry, sir, I have mat­ter in my head against you; and against your cony-catch­ing ras­cals, Bardolph, Nym, and Pis­tol. They car­ried me to the tav­ern, and made me drunk, and af­ter­wards picked my pock­et.
						

						
								Bardolph
								You Ban­bury cheese! He draws his sword.
						

						
								Slender
								Ay, it is no mat­ter.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								How now, Meph­osto­philus! He also draws.
						

						
								Slender
								Faintly. Ay, it is no mat­ter.
						

						
								Nym
								Pricks him with his sword. Slice, I say! pauca, pauca; slice! That’s my hu­mour.
						

						
								Slender
								Des­per­ate. Where’s Simple, my man? Can you tell, cous­in?
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Comes between them. Peace, I pray you. The three with­draw. Now let us un­der­stand. Takes out note­book. There is three um­pires in this mat­ter, as I un­der­stand: writes that is—Mas­ter Page, fi­delicet Mas­ter Page; and there is my­self, fi­delicet my­self; and the three party is, lastly and fi­nally, mine host of the Garter.
						

						
								Page
								We three to hear it and end it between them.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Fery goot: I will make a prief of it in my note­book; and we will af­ter­wards ’ork upon the cause with as great dis­creetly as we can. He writes again.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Pis­tol!
						

						
								Pis­tol
								He hears with ears.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Looks up. The tevil and his tam! what phrase is this, “He hears with ear”? Why, it is af­fect­a­tions.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Pis­tol, did you pick Mas­ter Slender’s purse?
						

						
								Slender
								Ay, by these gloves, did he—or I would I might nev­er come in mine own great cham­ber again else!—of sev­en groats in mill-six­pences, and two Ed­ward shovel-boards that cost me two shil­ling and two pence apiece of Yead Miller, by these gloves.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Is this true, Pis­tol?
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								No, it is false, if it is a pick-purse.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									Ha, thou moun­tain-for­eign­er!—Sir John and mas­ter mine,
									

									I com­bat chal­lenge of this lat­ten bilbo.
									

									Word of deni­al in thy lab­ras here!
									

									Word of deni­al! Froth and scum, thou li­est.
								

							
						

						
								Slender
								By these gloves, then, ’twas he. Point­ing at Nym.
						

						
								Nym
								Be avised, sir, and pass good hu­mours; I will say “marry trap” with you, if you run the nut­hook’s hu­mour on me; that is the very note of it.
						

						
								Slender
								By this hat, then, he in the red face had it; for though I can­not re­mem­ber what I did when you made me drunk, yet I am not al­to­geth­er an ass.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What say you, Scar­let and John?
						

						
								Bardolph
								Why, sir, for my part, I say the gen­tle­man had drunk him­self out of his five sen­tences.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								It is his “five senses”; fie, what the ig­nor­ance is!
						

						
								Bardolph
								And be­ing fap, sir, was, as they say, cash­ier’d; and so con­clu­sions passed the careires.
						

						
								Slender
								Ay, you spake in Lat­in then too; but ’tis no mat­ter; I’ll ne’er be drunk whilst I live again, but in hon­est, civil, godly com­pany, for this trick; if I be drunk, I’ll be drunk with those that have the fear of God, and not with drunk­en knaves.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								So Got ’udge me, that is a vir­tu­ous mind.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								You hear all these mat­ters denied, gen­tle­men; you hear it.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Anne Page with wine; Mis­tress Ford and Mis­tress Page fol­low­ing.
							
						

						
								Page
								Nay, daugh­ter, carry the wine in; we’ll drink with­in.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Anne Page.
							
						

						
								Slender
								O heav­en! this is Mis­tress Anne Page.
						

						
								Page
								How now, Mis­tress Ford!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Mis­tress Ford, by my troth, you are very well met; by your leave, good mis­tress. Kiss­ing her.
						

						
								Page
								Wife, bid these gen­tle­men wel­come. Come, we have a hot ven­ison pasty to din­ner; come, gen­tle­men, I hope we shall drink down all un­kind­ness.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt all but Justice Shal­low, Slender, and Sir Hugh Evans.
							
						

						
								Slender
								I had rather than forty shil­lings I had my Book of Songs and Son­nets here.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Simple.
							
						

						
								
								How, Simple! Where have you been? I must wait on my­self, must I? You have not the Book of Riddles about you, have you?
						

						
								Simple
								Book of Riddles! why, did you not lend it to Alice Short­cake upon All­hal­low­mas last, a fort­night afore Mi­chael­mas?
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Come, coz; come, coz; we stay for you. Tak­ing him by the arm. A word with you, coz; marry, this, coz: there is, as ’twere, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar off by Sir Hugh here: do you un­der­stand me?
						

						
								Slender
								Ay, sir, you shall find me reas­on­able; if it be so, I shall do that that is reas­on.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Nay, but un­der­stand me.
						

						
								Slender
								So I do, sir.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								At his oth­er side. Give ear to his mo­tions, Mas­ter Slender: I will de­scrip­tion the mat­ter to you, if you be ca­pa­city of it.
						

						
								Slender
								Nay, I will do as my cous­in Shal­low says; I pray you par­don me; he’s a justice of peace in his coun­try, simple though I stand here.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								But that is not the ques­tion; the ques­tion is con­cern­ing your mar­riage.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Ay, there’s the point, sir.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Marry is it; the very point of it; to Mis­tress Anne Page.
						

						
								Slender
								Why, if it be so, I will marry her upon any reas­on­able de­mands.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								But can you af­fec­tion the ’oman? Let us com­mand to know that of your mouth or of your lips; for divers philo­soph­ers hold that the lips is par­cel of the mouth: there­fore, pre­cisely, can you carry your good will to the maid?
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Cous­in Ab­ra­ham Slender, can you love her?
						

						
								Slender
								I hope, sir, I will do as it shall be­come one that would do reas­on.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Nay, Got’s lords and his ladies! you must speak pos­sit­able, if you can carry her your de­sires to­wards her.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								That you must. Will you, upon good dowry, marry her?
						

						
								Slender
								I will do a great­er thing than that upon your re­quest, cous­in, in any reas­on.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Nay, con­ceive me, con­ceive me, sweet coz; what I do is to pleas­ure you, coz. Can you love the maid?
						

						
								Slender
								I will marry her, sir, at your re­quest; but if there be no great love in the be­gin­ning, yet heav­en may de­crease it upon bet­ter ac­quaint­ance, when we are mar­ried and have more oc­ca­sion to know one an­oth­er; I hope upon fa­mili­ar­ity will grow more con­tempt. But if you say “Marry her,” I will marry her; that I am freely dis­solved, and dis­sol­utely.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								It is a fery dis­cre­tion an­swer; save, the fall is in the ’ort “dis­sol­utely:” the ’ort is, ac­cord­ing to our mean­ing, “res­ol­utely.” His mean­ing is good.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Ay, I think my cous­in meant well.
						

						
								Slender
								Ay, or else I would I might be hanged, la!
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Here comes fair Mis­tress Anne.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Anne Page.
							
						

						
								
								He bows. Would I were young for your sake, Mis­tress Anne!
						

						
								Anne Page
								Curt­sies. The din­ner is on the table; my fath­er de­sires your wor­ships’ com­pany.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								I will wait on him, fair Mis­tress Anne!
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Hur­ries in. Od’s plessed will! I will not be ab­sence at the grace.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Justice Shal­low and Sir Hugh Evans.
							
						

						
								Anne Page
								To Slender. Will’t please your wor­ship to come in, sir?
						

						
								Slender
								Sim­per­ing. No, I thank you, for­sooth, heart­ily; I am very well.
						

						
								Anne Page
								The din­ner at­tends you, sir.
						

						
								Slender
								I am not a-hungry, I thank you, for­sooth. To Simple. Go, sir­rah, for all you are my man, go wait upon my cous­in Shal­low.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Simple.
							
						

						
								
								A justice of peace some­time may be be­hold­ing to his friend for a man. I keep but three men and a boy yet, till my moth­er be dead. But what though? Yet I live like a poor gen­tle­man born.
						

						
								Anne Page
								I may not go in without your wor­ship: they will not sit till you come.
						

						
								Slender
								I’ faith, I’ll eat noth­ing; I thank you as much as though I did.
						

						
								Anne Page
								Im­pa­tient. I pray you, sir, walk in.
						

						
								Slender
								I had rather walk here, I thank you. I bruised my shin th’ oth­er day with play­ing at sword and dag­ger with a mas­ter of fence; three veneys for a dish of stewed prunes—and, by my troth, I can­not abide the smell of hot meat since. Why do your dogs bark so? Be there bears i’ the town?
						

						
								Anne Page
								I think there are, sir; I heard them talked of.
						

						
								Slender
								I love the sport well; but I shall as soon quar­rel at it as any man in Eng­land. You are afraid, if you see the bear loose, are you not?
						

						
								Anne Page
								Ay, in­deed, sir.
						

						
								Slender
								That’s meat and drink to me now. I have seen Sack­er­son loose twenty times, and have taken him by the chain; but I war­rant you, the wo­men have so cried and shrieked at it that it passed; but wo­men, in­deed, can­not abide ’em; they are very ill-fa­voured rough things.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Page.
							
						

						
								Page
								Come, gentle Mas­ter Slender, come; we stay for you.
						

						
								Slender
								I’ll eat noth­ing, I thank you, sir.
						

						
								Page
								By cock and pie, you shall not choose, sir! come, come. He stands aside to let him pass in.
						

						
								Slender
								Nay, pray you lead the way.
						

						
								Page
								Go­ing in. Come on, sir.
						

						
								Slender
								Be­gins to fol­low but then turns. Mis­tress Anne, your­self shall go first.
						

						
								Anne Page
								Not I, sir; pray you keep on.
						

						
								Slender
								Truly, I will not go first; truly, la! I will not do you that wrong.
						

						
								Anne Page
								Keeps be­hind him. I pray you, sir.
						

						
								Slender
								I’ll rather be un­man­nerly than trouble­some. You do your­self wrong in­deed, la!He goes in.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				The same.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Simple.
							
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Go your ways, and ask of Doc­tor Caius’ house which is the way; and there dwells one Mis­tress Quickly, which is in the man­ner of his nurse, or his dry nurse, or his cook, or his laun­dry, his wash­er, and his wringer.
						

						
								Simple
								Well, sir.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Nay, it is pet­ter yet. Give her this let­ter; for it is a ’oman that al­to­geth­er’s ac­quaint­ance with Mis­tress Anne Page; and the let­ter is to de­sire and re­quire her to so­li­cit your mas­ter’s de­sires to Mis­tress Anne Page. I pray you be gone: I will make an end of my din­ner; there’s pip­pins and cheese to come.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				A room in the Garter Inn.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fal­staff, Host, Bardolph, Nym, Pis­tol, and Robin.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Sets down his cup of sack. Mine host of the Garter!
						

						
								Host
								Turns. What says my bully rook? Speak schol­arly and wisely.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Truly, mine host, I must turn away some of my fol­low­ers.
						

						
								Host
								Dis­card, bully Her­cules; cash­ier; let them wag; trot, trot.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I sit at ten pounds a week.
						

						
								Host
								Thou’rt an em­per­or, Caesar, Keiser, and Pheaz­ar. I will en­ter­tain Bardolph; he shall draw, he shall tap; said I well, bully Hec­tor?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Do so, good mine host.
						

						
								Host
								I have spoke; let him fol­low. To Bardolph. Let me see thee froth and lime. I am at a word; fol­low.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Host.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Bardolph, fol­low him. A tap­ster is a good trade; an old cloak makes a new jer­kin; a withered serving-man a fresh tap­ster. Go; adieu.
						

						
								Bardolph
								It is a life that I have de­sired; I will thrive.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								O base Hun­gari­an wight! Wilt thou the spig­ot wield?
						

						
								
								
								Exit Bardolph.
							
						

						
								Nym
								He was got­ten in drink. Is not the hu­mour con­ceited?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I am glad I am so ac­quit of this tinder­box: his thefts were too open; his filch­ing was like an un­skil­ful sing­er—he kept not time.
						

						
								Nym
								The good hu­mour is to steal at a min­im’s rest.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								“Con­vey” the wise it call. “Steal!” foh! A fico for the phrase!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Well, sirs, I am al­most out at heels.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Why, then, let kibes en­sue.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								There is no rem­edy; I must cony-catch; I must shift.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Young ravens must have food.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Which of you know Ford of this town?
						

						
								Pis­tol
								I ken the wight; he is of sub­stance good.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								My hon­est lads, I will tell you what I am about.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Two yards, and more.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								No quips now, Pis­tol. In­deed, I am in the waist two yards about; but I am now about no waste; I am about thrift. Briefly, I do mean to make love to Ford’s wife; I spy en­ter­tain­ment in her; she dis­courses, she carves, she gives the leer of in­vit­a­tion; I can con­strue the ac­tion of her fa­mil­i­ar style; and the hard­est voice of her be­ha­viour, to be Eng­lished rightly, is “I am Sir John Fal­staff’s.”
						

						
								Pis­tol
								He hath stud­ied her will, and trans­lated her will out of hon­esty in­to Eng­lish.
						

						
								Nym
								The an­chor is deep; will that hu­mour pass?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Now, the re­port goes she has all the rule of her hus­band’s purse; he hath a le­gion of an­gels.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								As many dev­ils en­ter­tain; and “To her, boy,” say I.
						

						
								Nym
								The hu­mour rises; it is good; hu­mour me the an­gels.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I have writ me here a let­ter to her; and here an­oth­er to Page’s wife, who even now gave me good eyes too, ex­amined my parts with most ju­di­cious oeil­lades; some­times the beam of her view gil­ded my foot, some­times my portly belly.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Then did the sun on dunghill shine.
						

						
								Nym
								I thank thee for that hu­mour.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								O! she did so course o’er my ex­ter­i­ors with such a greedy in­ten­tion that the ap­pet­ite of her eye did seem to scorch me up like a burn­ing-glass. Here’s an­oth­er let­ter to her: she bears the purse too; she is a re­gion in Guiana, all gold and bounty. I will be cheat­or to them both, and they shall be ex­chequers to me; they shall be my East and West In­dies, and I will trade to them both. To Pis­tol. Go, bear thou this let­ter to Mis­tress Page; To Nym. and thou this to Mis­tress Ford. We will thrive, lads, we will thrive.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy be­come,
									

									And by my side wear steel? then Lu­ci­fer take all!
								

							
						

						
								Nym
								I will run no base hu­mour. Here, take the hu­mour-let­ter; I will keep the ha­viour of repu­ta­tion.
						

						
								
								
								They throw let­ters on the table.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								
								
									Rising. To Robin. Hold, sir­rah; bear you these let­ters tightly;
									

									Sail like my pin­nace to these golden shores.
									

									Rogues, hence, avaunt! van­ish like hail­stones, go;
									

									Trudge, plod away o’ hoof; seek shel­ter, pack!
									

									Fal­staff will learn the hu­mour of this age;
									

									French thrift, you rogues; my­self, and skir­ted page.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Fal­staff and Robin.
							
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									Let vul­tures gripe thy guts! for gourd and ful­lam holds,
									

									And high and low be­guile the rich and poor;
									

									Test­er I’ll have in pouch when thou shalt lack,
									

									Base Phrygi­an Turk!
								

							
						

						
								Nym
								I have op­er­a­tions in my head which be hu­mours of re­venge.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									Wilt thou re­venge?
								

							
						

						
								Nym
								
								
									By welkin and her star!
								

							
						

						
								Pis­tol
								With wit or steel?
						

						
								Nym
								
								
									With both the hu­mours, I:
									

									I will dis­cuss the hu­mour of this love to Page.
								

							
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									And I to Ford shall eke un­fold
									

									How Fal­staff, var­let vile,
									

									His dove will prove, his gold will hold,
									

									And his soft couch de­file.
								

							
						

						
								Nym
								My hu­mour shall not cool: I will in­cense Page to deal with pois­on; I will pos­sess him with yel­low­ness, for the re­volt of mine is dan­ger­ous: that is my true hu­mour.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Thou art the Mars of mal­con­tents; I second thee; troop on.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				A room in Doc­tor Caius’s house, a door in back lead­ing to a small closet; two oth­er doors, one lead­ing to the street with a win­dow be­side it.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Mis­tress Quickly and Simple.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Call­ing. What, John Rugby!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Rugby.
							
						

						
								
								I pray thee go to the case­ment, and see if you can see my mas­ter, Mas­ter Doc­tor Caius, com­ing: if he do, i’ faith, and find any­body in the house, here will be an old ab­us­ing of God’s pa­tience and the King’s Eng­lish.
						

						
								Rugby
								I’ll go watch.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Go; and we’ll have a pos­set for’t soon at night, in faith, at the lat­ter end of a sea-coal fire.
						

						
								
								
								Rugby goes to win­dow.
							
						

						
								
								An hon­est, will­ing, kind fel­low, as ever ser­vant shall come in house with­al; and, I war­rant you, no tell­tale nor no breed-bate; his worst fault is that he is giv­en to pray­er; he is some­thing peev­ish that way; but nobody but has his fault; but let that pass. Peter Simple you say your name is?
						

						
								Simple
								Ay, for fault of a bet­ter.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								And Mas­ter Slender’s your mas­ter?
						

						
								Simple
								Ay, for­sooth.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Does he not wear a great round beard, like a glover’s par­ing-knife?
						

						
								Simple
								No, for­sooth; he hath but a little whey face, with a little yel­low beard—a cane-col­oured beard.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								A softly-sprighted man, is he not?
						

						
								Simple
								Ay, for­sooth; but he is as tall a man of his hands as any is between this and his head; he hath fought with a war­ren­er.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								How say you?—O! I should re­mem­ber him. Does he not hold up his head, as it were, and strut in his gait?
						

						
								Simple
								Yes, in­deed, does he.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Well, heav­en send Anne Page no worse for­tune! Tell Mas­ter Par­son Evans I will do what I can for your mas­ter: Anne is a good girl, and I wish—
						

						
								Rugby
								Rugby calls from win­dow. Out, alas! here comes my mas­ter.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								We shall all be shent. Run in here, good young man; go in­to this closet. Shuts Simple in the closet. He will not stay long. Call­ing. What, John Rugby! John! what, John, I say!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Doc­tor Caius, she feigns not to see him.
							
						

						
								
								Go, John, go in­quire for my mas­ter; I doubt he be not well that he comes not home.
						

						
								
								Sings. And down, down, adown-a, etc.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Sus­pi­cious Vat is you sing? I do not like des toys. Pray you, go and vetch me in my closet une boit­ine verde—a box, a green-a box: testily do in­tend vat I speak? a green-a box. He busies him­self with pa­pers.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Ay, for­sooth, I’ll fetch it you. Aside. I am glad he went not in him­self: if he had found the young man, he would have been horn-mad. She goes to closet.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								
								Wipes his fore­head.
								Fe, fe, fe fe! ma foi, il fait fort chaud. Je m’en vais à la cour—la grande af­faire.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Re­turn­ing with a green case. Is it this, sir?
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Oui; mettez le au mon pock­et: de­pechez, Quickly—Vere is dat knave, Rugby?
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								What, John Rugby? John!
						

						
								Rugby
								Comes for­ward. Here, sir.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								You are John Rugby, and you are Jack Rugby: come, take-a your rapi­er, and come after my heel to de court.
						

						
								Rugby
								Open­ing the door. ’Tis ready, sir, here in the porch.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Fol­low­ing swiftly. By my trot, I tarry too long stops—Od’s me! Qu’ay j’oublie? Rushes to the closet. Dere is some simples in my closet dat I vill not for the varld I shall leave be­hind.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Aside. Ay me, he’ll find the young man there, and be mad!
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Dis­cov­ers Simple. O di­able, di­able! vat is in my closet?—Vil­lainy! lar­ron! Pulling Simple out. Rugby, my rapi­er!
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Good mas­ter, be con­tent.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Verefore shall I be con­tent-a?
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								The young man is an hon­est man.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								What shall de hon­est man do in my closet? dere is no hon­est man dat shall come in my closet.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								I be­seech you, be not so phleg­mat­ic. Hear the truth of it: he came of an er­rand to me from Par­son Hugh.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Vell.
						

						
								Simple
								Ay, for­sooth, to de­sire her to—
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Peace, I pray you.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Peace-a your tongue!—Speak-a your tale.
						

						
								Simple
								To de­sire this hon­est gen­tle­wo­man, your maid, to speak a good word to Mis­tress Anne Page for my mas­ter, in the way of mar­riage.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								This is all, in­deed, la! but I’ll ne’er put my fin­ger in the fire, and need not.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Sir Hugh send-a you?—Rugby, baillez me some pa­per: tarry you a little-a while. He sits at desk and writes.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Draws Simple aside. I am glad he is so quiet: if he had been throughly moved, you should have heard him so loud and so mel­an­choly. But not­with­stand­ing, man, I’ll do you your mas­ter what good I can; and the very yea and the no is, the French doc­tor, my mas­ter—I may call him my mas­ter, look you, for I keep his house; and I wash, wring, brew, bake, scour, dress meat and drink, make the beds, and do all my­self—
						

						
								Simple
								’Tis a great charge to come un­der one body’s hand.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Are you avis’d o’ that? You shall find it a great charge; and to be up early and down late; but not­with­stand­ing—to tell you in your ear—I would have no words of it—my mas­ter him­self is in love with Mis­tress Anne Page; but not­with­stand­ing that, I know Anne’s mind, that’s neither here nor there.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Rising and fold­ing let­ter. You jack’nape; give-a dis let­ter to Sir Hugh; by gar, it is a shal­lenge: I will cut his troat in de Park; and I will teach a scurvy jack-a-nape priest to meddle or make. You may be gone; it is not good you tarry here: by gar, I will cut all his two stones; by gar, he shall not have a stone to throw at his dog.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Simple.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Alas, he speaks but for his friend.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Turns upon her. It is no mat­ter-a ver dat:—do not you tell-a me dat I shall have Anne Page for my­self? By gar, I vill kill de Jack priest; and I have ap­poin­ted mine host of de Jartiere to meas­ure our weapon. By gar, I vill my­self have Anne Page.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall be well. We must give folks leave to prate: he boxes her ears what, the good-jer! Rub­bing her head.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Rugby, come to the court vit me. To Mis­tress Quickly. By gar, if I have not Anne Page, I shall turn your head out of my door. Fol­low my heels, Rugby.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Doc­tor Caius and Rugby.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								You shall have An the door shuts fool’s-head of your own. No, I know Anne’s mind for that: nev­er a wo­man in Wind­sor knows more of Anne’s mind than I do; nor can do more than I do with her, I thank heav­en.
						

						
								Fenton
								With­in. Who’s with­in there? ho!
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Who’s there, I trow? Come near the house, I pray you.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Fenton.
							
						

						
								Fenton
								How now, good wo­man! how dost thou?
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								The bet­ter, that it pleases your good wor­ship to ask.
						

						
								Fenton
								What news? how does pretty Mis­tress Anne?
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								In truth, sir, and she is pretty, and hon­est, and gentle; and one that is your friend, I can tell you that by the way; I praise heav­en for it.
						

						
								Fenton
								Shall I do any good, thinkest thou? Shall I not lose my suit?
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Troth, sir, all is in His hands above; but not­with­stand­ing, Mas­ter Fenton, I’ll be sworn on a book she loves you. Have not your wor­ship a wart above your eye?
						

						
								Fenton
								Yes, marry, have I; what of that?
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Well, thereby hangs a tale; good faith, it is such an­oth­er Nan; but, I de­test, an hon­est maid as ever broke bread. We had an hour’s talk of that wart; I shall nev­er laugh but in that maid’s com­pany;—but, in­deed, she is giv­en too much to al­lich­oly and mus­ing. But for you—well, go to.
						

						
								Fenton
								Well, I shall see her today. Hold, there’s money for thee; let me have thy voice in my be­half: if thou seest her be­fore me, com­mend me.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Will I? i’ faith, that we will; and I will tell your wor­ship more of the wart the next time we have con­fid­ence; and of oth­er woo­ers.
						

						
								Fenton
								Well, farewell; I am in great haste now.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Farewell to your wor­ship.—
						

						
								
								
								Exit Fenton.
							
						

						
								
								Truly, an hon­est gen­tle­man; but Anne loves him not; for I know Anne’s mind as well as an­oth­er does. Out upon’t, what have I for­got?
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				II
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Be­fore Page’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Mis­tress Page, with a let­ter.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								
								What! have I ’scaped love-let­ters in the hol­i­day-time of my beauty, and am I now a sub­ject for them? Let me see. She reads.

								
									“Ask me no reas­on why I love you; for though Love use Reas­on for his pre­ci­sian, he ad­mits him not for his coun­sel­lor. You are not young, no more am I; go to, then, there’s sym­pathy: you are merry, so am I; ha! ha! then there’s more sym­pathy; you love sack, and so do I; would you de­sire bet­ter sym­pathy? Let it suf­fice thee, Mis­tress Page, at the least, if the love of sol­dier can suf­fice, that I love thee. I will not say, pity me: ’tis not a sol­dier-like phrase; but I say, Love me.

									
										
											By me,
											

											Thine own true knight,
											

											By day or night,
											

											Or any kind of light,
											

											With all his might
											

											For thee to fight,
										

									

									John Fal­staff.”

								

								What a Herod of Je­w­ry is this! O wicked, wicked world! One that is well-nigh worn to pieces with age to show him­self a young gal­lant. What an un­weighed be­ha­viour hath this Flem­ish drunk­ard picked, with the dev­il’s name! out of my con­ver­sa­tion, that he dares in this man­ner as­say me? Why, he hath not been thrice in my com­pany! What should I say to him? I was then frugal of my mirth:—Heav­en for­give me! Why, I’ll ex­hib­it a bill in the par­lia­ment for the put­ting down of men. How shall I be re­venged on him? for re­venged I will be, as sure as his guts are made of pud­dings.

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mis­tress Ford.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Mis­tress Page! trust me, I was go­ing to your house.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								And, trust me, I was com­ing to you. You look very ill.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Nay, I’ll ne’er be­lieve that; I have to show to the con­trary.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Faith, but you do, in my mind.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Well, I do, then; yet, I say, I could show you to the con­trary. O, Mis­tress Page! give me some coun­sel.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								What’s the mat­ter, wo­man?
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								O wo­man, if it were not for one tri­fling re­spect, I could come to such hon­our!
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Hang the trifle, wo­man; take the hon­our. What is it?—Dis­pense with trifles;—what is it?
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								If I would but go to hell for an etern­al mo­ment or so, I could be knighted.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								What? thou li­est. Sir Alice Ford! These knights will hack; and so thou shouldst not al­ter the art­icle of thy gentry.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								We burn day­light: hands her a let­ter here, read, read; per­ceive how I might be knighted. I shall think the worse of fat men as long as I have an eye to make dif­fer­ence of men’s lik­ing: and yet he would not swear; praised wo­men’s mod­esty; and gave such or­derly and well-be­haved re­proof to all un­come­li­ness that I would have sworn his dis­pos­i­tion would have gone to the truth of his words; but they do no more ad­here and keep place to­geth­er than the Hun­dredth Psalm to the tune of “Greensleeves.” What tem­pest, I trow, threw this whale, with so many tuns of oil in his belly, ashore at Wind­sor? How shall I be re­venged on him? I think the best way were to en­ter­tain him with hope, till the wicked fire of lust have melted him in his own grease. Did you ever hear the like?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Hold­ing the two let­ters side by side. Let­ter for let­ter, but that the name of Page and Ford dif­fers. To thy great com­fort in this mys­tery of ill opin­ions, here’s the twin-broth­er of thy let­ter; but let thine in­her­it first, for, I protest, mine nev­er shall. I war­rant he hath a thou­sand of these let­ters, writ with blank space for dif­fer­ent names, sure, more, and these are of the second edi­tion. He will print them, out of doubt; for he cares not what he puts in­to the press, when he would put us two: I had rather be a gi­ant­ess and lie un­der Mount Peli­on. Well, I will find you twenty las­ci­vi­ous turtles ere one chaste man.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Tak­ing Mis­tress Page’s let­ter. Why, this is the very same; the very hand, the very words. What doth he think of us?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Nay, I know not; it makes me al­most ready to wrangle with mine own hon­esty. I’ll en­ter­tain my­self like one that I am not ac­quain­ted with­al; for, sure, un­less he know some strain in me that I know not my­self, he would nev­er have boarded me in this fury.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								“Board­ing” call you it? I’ll be sure to keep him above deck.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								So will I; if he come un­der my hatches, I’ll nev­er to sea again. Let’s be re­venged on him; let’s ap­point him a meet­ing, give him a show of com­fort in his suit, and lead him on with a fine-baited delay, till he hath pawned his horses to mine host of the Garter.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Nay, I will con­sent to act any vil­lainy against him that may not sully the char­i­ness of our hon­esty. O, that my hus­band saw this let­ter! It would give etern­al food to his jeal­ousy.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Why, look where he comes; and my good man too: he’s as far from jeal­ousy as I am from giv­ing him cause; and that, I hope, is an un­meas­ur­able dis­tance.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								You are the hap­pi­er wo­man.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Let’s con­sult to­geth­er against this greasy knight. Come hith­er.
						

						
								
								
								They re­tire.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Fordand Pis­tol, and Page and Nym in pairs.
							
						

						
								Ford
								Well, I hope it be not so.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									Hope is a cur­tal dog in some af­fairs:
									

									Sir John af­fects thy wife.
								

							
						

						
								Ford
								Why, sir, my wife is not young.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									He woos both high and low, both rich and poor,
									

									Both young and old, one with an­oth­er, Ford;
									

									He loves the gal­limaufry. Ford, per­pend.
								

							
						

						
								Ford
								Love my wife!
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									With liv­er burn­ing hot: pre­vent, or go thou,
									

									Like Sir Actae­on he, with Ring­wood at thy heels.—
									

									O! odi­ous is the name!
								

							
						

						
								Ford
								What name, sir?
						

						
								Pis­tol
								The horn, I say. Farewell:
						

						
								
								
								
									Take heed; have open eye, for thieves do foot by night;
									

									Take heed, ere sum­mer comes, or cuckoo birds do sing.
									

									Away, Sir Cor­por­al Nym.
									

									To Page. Be­lieve it, Page; he speaks sense.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Pis­tol.
							
						

						
								Ford
								Aside. I will be pa­tient: I will find out this.
						

						
								Nym
								To Page. And this is true; I like not the hu­mour of ly­ing. He hath wronged me in some hu­mours: I should have borne the hu­moured let­ter to her; but I have a sword, and it shall bite upon my ne­ces­sity. He loves your wife; there’s the short and the long.
						

						
								
								
								
									My name is Cor­por­al Nym; I speak, and I avouch ’tis true.
									

									My name is Nym, and Fal­staff loves your wife. Adieu.
									

									I love not the hu­mour of bread and cheese;
									

									and there’s the hu­mour of it. Adieu.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Nym.
							
						

						
								Page
								Aside. “The hu­mour of it,” quoth ’a! Here’s a fel­low frights Eng­lish out of his wits.
						

						
								Ford
								I will seek out Fal­staff.
						

						
								Page
								I nev­er heard such a drawl­ing, af­fect­ing rogue.
						

						
								Ford
								If I do find it: well.
						

						
								Page
								I will not be­lieve such a Catai­an, though the priest o’ the town com­men­ded him for a true man.
						

						
								Ford
								’Twas a good sens­ible fel­low: well.
						

						
								Page
								How now, Meg!
						

						
								
								
								Mis­tress Page and Mis­tress Ford come for­ward, hav­ing heard all.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Whith­er go you, George?—Hark you. They speak to­geth­er.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								De­mure. How now, sweet Frank! why art thou mel­an­choly?
						

						
								Ford
								Starts. I mel­an­choly! I am not mel­an­choly. Get you home, go. He turns away.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Faith, thou hast some crotchets in thy head now. Will you go, Mis­tress Page?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Have with you. You’ll come to din­ner, George? Aside to Mis­tress Ford. Look who comes yon­der: she shall be our mes­sen­ger to this paltry knight.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Aside to Mis­tress Page. Trust me, I thought on her: she’ll fit it.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mis­tress Quickly.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								You are come to see my daugh­ter Anne?
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Ay, for­sooth; and, I pray, how does good Mis­tress Anne?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Go in with us and see; we’d have an hour’s talk with you.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Mis­tress Page, Mis­tress Ford, and Mis­tress Quickly.
							
						

						
								Page
								How now, Mas­ter Ford!
						

						
								Ford
								Rouses. You heard what this knave told me, did you not?
						

						
								Page
								Yes; and you heard what the oth­er told me?
						

						
								Ford
								Do you think there is truth in them?
						

						
								Page
								Hang ’em, slaves! I do not think the knight would of­fer it; but these that ac­cuse him in his in­tent to­wards our wives are a yoke of his dis­carded men; very rogues, now they be out of ser­vice.
						

						
								Ford
								Were they his men?
						

						
								Page
								Marry, were they.
						

						
								Ford
								I like it nev­er the bet­ter for that. Does he lie at the Garter?
						

						
								Page
								Ay, marry, does he. If he should in­tend this voy­age to­ward my wife, I would turn her loose to him; and what he gets more of her than sharp words, let it lie on my head.
						

						
								Ford
								I do not mis­doubt my wife; but I would be loath to turn them to­geth­er. A man may be too con­fid­ent. I would have noth­ing “lie on my head”: I can­not be thus sat­is­fied.
						

						
								Page
								Look where my rant­ing host of the Garter comes. There is either li­quor in his pate or money in his purse when he looks so mer­rily.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Host and Justice Shal­low fol­low­ing at a dis­tance.
							
						

						
								
								How now, mine host!
						

						
								Host
								How now, bully-rook! Thou’rt a gen­tle­man. Turns and calls. Cava­liero-justice, I say!
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Breath­less. I fol­low, mine host, I fol­low. Good even and twenty, good Mas­ter Page! Mas­ter Page, will you go with us? We have sport in hand.
						

						
								Host
								Tell him, cava­liero-justice; tell him, bully-rook.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Sir, there is a fray to be fought between Sir Hugh the Welsh priest and Caius the French doc­tor.
						

						
								Ford
								Good mine host o’ the Garter, a word with you.
						

						
								Host
								What say’st thou, my bully-rook?
						

						
								
								
								They go aside.
							
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								To Page. Will you go with us to be­hold it? My merry host hath had the meas­ur­ing of their weapons; and, I think, hath ap­poin­ted them con­trary places; for, be­lieve me, I hear the par­son is no jester. Hark, I will tell you what our sport shall be.
						

						
								
								
								They con­verse apart.
							
						

						
								Host
								Hast thou no suit against my knight, my guest-cava­liero?
						

						
								Ford
								None, I protest: but I’ll give you a pottle of burnt sack to give me re­course to him, and tell him my name is Brook, only for a jest.
						

						
								Host
								My hand, bully; thou shalt have egress and re­gress; said I well? and thy name shall be Brook. It is a merry knight. Will you go, myn­heers? Go­ing.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Have with you, mine host.
						

						
								Page
								I have heard the French­man hath good skill in his rapi­er.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Tut, sir! I could have told you more. In these times you stand on dis­tance, your passes, stoc­cadoes, and I know not what: ’tis the heart, Mas­ter Page; ’tis here, ’tis here. I have seen the time with my long sword I would have made you four tall fel­lows skip like rats.
						

						
								Host
								Call­ing. Here, boys, here, here! Shall we wag?
						

						
								Page
								Have with you. I had rather hear them scold than fight.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Host, Justice Shal­low, and Page.
							
						

						
								Ford
								Though Page be a se­cure fool, and stands so firmly on his wife’s frailty, yet I can­not put off my opin­ion so eas­ily. She was in his com­pany at Page’s house, and what they made there I know not. Well, I will look fur­ther in­to’t; and I have a dis­guise to sound Fal­staff. If I find her hon­est, I lose not my la­bour; if she be oth­er­wise, ’tis la­bour well be­stowed.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				A room in the Garter Inn.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fal­staff and Pis­tol.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I will not lend thee a penny.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									Why then, the world’s mine oyster,
									

									Which I with sword will open.
									

									I will re­tort the sum in equipage.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Not a penny. I have been con­tent, sir, you should lay my coun­ten­ance to pawn; I have grated upon my good friends for three re­prieves for you and your coach-fel­low, Nym; or else you had looked through the grate, like a gem­iny of ba­boons. I am damned in hell for swear­ing to gen­tle­men my friends you were good sol­diers and tall fel­lows; and when Mis­tress Brid­get lost the handle of her fan, I took’t upon mine hon­our thou hadst it not.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Didst not thou share? Hadst thou not fif­teen pence?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Reas­on, you rogue, reas­on. Thinkest thou I’ll en­danger my soul gratis? At a word, hang no more about me, I am no gib­bet for you: go: a short knife and a throng!—to your man­or of Picht-hatch! go. You’ll not bear a let­ter for me, you rogue!—you stand upon your hon­our!—Why, thou un­con­fin­able base­ness, it is as much as I can do to keep the terms of my hon­our pre­cise. I, I, I my­self some­times, leav­ing the fear of God on the left hand, and hid­ing mine hon­our in my ne­ces­sity, am fain to shuffle, to hedge, and to lurch; and yet you, rogue, will en­sconce your rags, your cat-a-moun­tain looks, your red-lat­tice phrases, and your bold-beat­ing oaths, un­der the shel­ter of your hon­our! You will not do it, you!
						

						
								Pis­tol
								I do re­lent; what wouldst thou more of man?
						

						
								
								
								Enter Robin.
							
						

						
								Robin
								Sir, here’s a wo­man would speak with you.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Let her ap­proach.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mis­tress Quickly.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Curt­sies. Give your wor­ship good mor­row.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Good mor­row, good wife.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Not so, an’t please your wor­ship.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Good maid, then.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								
								
									I’ll be sworn;
									

									As my moth­er was, the first hour I was born.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I do be­lieve the swear­er. What with me?
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Shall I vouch­safe your wor­ship a word or two?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Two thou­sand, fair wo­man; and I’ll vouch­safe thee the hear­ing.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								There is one Mis­tress Ford, glances round at Pis­tol and Robin sir—I pray, come a little near­er this ways:—I my­self dwell with Mas­ter Doc­tor Caius.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Well, on: Mis­tress Ford, you say—
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Your wor­ship says very true;—I pray your wor­ship come a little near­er this ways.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I war­rant thee nobody hears waves his hand to­wards Pis­tol and Robin—mine own people, mine own people.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Are they so? God bless them, and make them His ser­vants!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Well: Mis­tress Ford, what of her?
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Why, sir, she’s a good creature. Lord, Lord! your wor­ship’s a wan­ton! Well, heav­en for­give you, and all of us, I pray.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Mis­tress Ford; come, Mis­tress Ford—
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Marry, this is the short and the long of it. You have brought her in­to such a ca­nar­ies as ’tis won­der­ful: the best courtier of them all, when the court lay at Wind­sor, could nev­er have brought her to such a ca­nary; yet there has been knights, and lords, and gen­tle­men, with their coaches; I war­rant you, coach after coach, let­ter after let­ter, gift after gift; smelling so sweetly—all musk, and so rush­ling, I war­rant you, in silk and gold; and in such al­lig­ant terms; and in such wine and sug­ar of the best and the fairest, that would have won any wo­man’s heart; and I war­rant you, they could nev­er get an eye-wink of her. I had my­self twenty an­gels giv­en me this morn­ing; but I defy all an­gels, in any such sort, as they say, but in the way of hon­esty: and, I war­rant you, they could nev­er get her so much as sip on a cup with the proudest of them all; and yet there has been earls, nay, which is more, pen­sion­ers; but, I war­rant you, all is one with her.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								But what says she to me? be brief, my good she-Mer­cury.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Marry, she hath re­ceived your let­ter; for the which she thanks you a thou­sand times; and she gives you to no­ti­fy that her hus­band will be ab­sence from his house between ten and el­ev­en.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Ten and el­ev­en?
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Ay, for­sooth; and then you may come and see the pic­ture, she says, that you wot of: Mas­ter Ford, her hus­band, will be from home. Alas! the sweet wo­man leads an ill life with him; he’s a very jeal­ousy man; she leads a very fram­po­ld life with him, good heart.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Ten and el­ev­en. Wo­man, com­mend me to her; I will not fail her.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Why, you say well. But I have an­oth­er mes­sen­ger to your wor­ship: Mis­tress Page hath her hearty com­mend­a­tions to you too; and let me tell you in your ear, she’s as far­tu­ous a civil mod­est wife, and one, I tell you, that will not miss you morn­ing nor even­ing pray­er, as any is in Wind­sor, whoe’er be the oth­er; and she bade me tell your wor­ship that her hus­band is sel­dom from home, but she hopes there will come a time. I nev­er knew a wo­man so dote upon a man: surely I think you have charms, la! yes, in truth.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Not I, I as­sure thee; set­ting the at­trac­tion of my good parts aside, I have no oth­er charms.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Bless­ing on your heart for’t!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								But, I pray thee, tell me this: has Ford’s wife and Page’s wife ac­quain­ted each oth­er how they love me?
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								That were a jest in­deed! They have not so little grace, I hope: that were a trick in­deed! But Mis­tress Page would de­sire you to send her your little page, of all loves: her hus­band has a mar­vel­lous in­fec­tion to the little page; and, truly, Mas­ter Page is an hon­est man. Nev­er a wife in Wind­sor leads a bet­ter life than she does; do what she will, say what she will, take all, pay all, go to bed when she list, rise when she list, all is as she will; and truly she de­serves it; for if there be a kind wo­man in Wind­sor, she is one. You must send her your page; no rem­edy.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Why, I will.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Nay, but do so then; and, look you, he may come and go between you both; and in any case have a nay-word, that you may know one an­oth­er’s mind, and the boy nev­er need to un­der­stand any­thing; for ’tis not good that chil­dren should know any wicked­ness: old folks, you know, have dis­cre­tion, as they say, and know the world.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Fare thee well; com­mend me to them both. There’s my purse; I am yet thy debt­or. Boy, go along with this wo­man.—
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Mis­tress Quickly and Robin.
							
						

						
								
								This news dis­tracts me.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									This punk is one of Cu­pid’s car­ri­ers;
									

									Clap on more sails; pur­sue; up with your fights;
									

									Give fire; she is my prize, or ocean whelm them all!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Pis­tol.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Say’st thou so, old Jack? go thy ways; I’ll make more of thy old body than I have done. Will they yet look after thee? Wilt thou, after the ex­pense of so much money, be now a gain­er? Good body, I thank thee. Let them say ’tis grossly done; so it be fairly done, no mat­ter.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Bardolph, with a cup of sack.
							
						

						
								Bardolph
								Sir John, there’s one Mas­ter Brook be­low would fain speak with you and be ac­quain­ted with you: and hath sent your wor­ship a morn­ing’s draught of sack.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Brook is his name?
						

						
								Bardolph
								Ay, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Call him in.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Bardolph.
							
						

						
								
								Such Brooks are wel­come to me, that o’er­flow such li­quor. Ah, ha! Mis­tress Ford and Mis­tress Page, have I en­com­passed you? Go to; via!
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Bardolph, with Ford dis­guised car­ry­ing a bag of money.
							
						

						
								Ford
								Bless you, sir!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								And you, sir; would you speak with me?
						

						
								Ford
								I make bold to press with so little pre­par­a­tion upon you.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								You’re wel­come. What’s your will?—Give us leave, draw­er.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Bardolph.
							
						

						
								Ford
								Sir, I am a gen­tle­man that have spent much: my name is Brook.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Good Mas­ter Brook, I de­sire more ac­quaint­ance of you.
						

						
								Ford
								Good Sir John, I sue for yours: not to charge you; for I must let you un­der­stand I think my­self in bet­ter plight for a lender than you are: the which hath some­thing em­bold’ned me to this un­seasoned in­tru­sion; for they say, if money go be­fore, all ways do lie open.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Money is a good sol­dier, sir, and will on.
						

						
								Ford
								Troth, and I have a bag of money here troubles me; if you will help to bear it, Sir John, take all, or half, for eas­ing me of the car­riage.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Sir, I know not how I may de­serve to be your port­er.
						

						
								Ford
								I will tell you, sir, if you will give me the hear­ing.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Speak, good Mas­ter Brook; I shall be glad to be your ser­vant.
						

						
								Ford
								Sir, I hear you are a schol­ar—I will be brief with you, and you have been a man long known to me, though I had nev­er so good means, as de­sire, to make my­self ac­quain­ted with you. I shall dis­cov­er a thing to you, wherein I must very much lay open mine own im­per­fec­tion; but, good Sir John, as you have one eye upon my fol­lies, as you hear them un­fol­ded, turn an­oth­er in­to the re­gister of your own, that I may pass with a re­proof the easi­er, sith you your­self know how easy is it to be such an of­fend­er.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Very well, sir; pro­ceed.
						

						
								Ford
								There is a gen­tle­wo­man in this town, her hus­band’s name is Ford.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Well, sir.
						

						
								Ford
								I have long loved her, and, I protest to you, be­stowed much on her; fol­lowed her with a dot­ing ob­serv­ance; en­grossed op­por­tun­it­ies to meet her; fee’d every slight oc­ca­sion that could but nig­gardly give me sight of her; not only bought many presents to give her, but have giv­en largely to many to know what she would have giv­en; briefly, I have pur­sued her as love hath pur­sued me; which hath been on the wing of all oc­ca­sions. But what­so­ever I have mer­ited, either in my mind or in my means, meed, I am sure, I have re­ceived none, un­less ex­per­i­ence be a jew­el that I have pur­chased at an in­fin­ite rate, and that hath taught me to say this,
						

						
								
								
								
									“Love like a shad­ow flies when sub­stance love pur­sues;
									

									Pur­su­ing that that flies, and fly­ing what pur­sues”
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Have you re­ceived no prom­ise of sat­is­fac­tion at her hands?
						

						
								Ford
								Nev­er.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Have you im­por­tuned her to such a pur­pose?
						

						
								Ford
								Nev­er.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Of what qual­ity was your love, then?
						

						
								Ford
								Like a fair house built on an­oth­er man’s ground; so that I have lost my edi­fice by mis­tak­ing the place where I erec­ted it.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								To what pur­pose have you un­fol­ded this to me?
						

						
								Ford
								When I have told you that, I have told you all. Some say that though she ap­pear hon­est to me, yet in oth­er places she en­lar­geth her mirth so far that there is shrewd con­struc­tion made of her. Now, Sir John, here is the heart of my pur­pose: you are a gen­tle­man of ex­cel­lent breed­ing, ad­mir­able dis­course, of great ad­mit­tance, au­then­t­ic in your place and per­son, gen­er­ally al­lowed for your many war­like, court-like, and learnéd pre­par­a­tions.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								O, sir!
						

						
								Ford
								Be­lieve it, for you know it. He places the bag on the table. There is money; spend it, spend it; spend more; spend all I have; only give me so much of your time in ex­change of it as to lay an ami­able siege to the hon­esty of this Ford’s wife: use your art of woo­ing, win her to con­sent to you; if any man may, you may as soon as any.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Would it ap­ply well to the vehe­mency of your af­fec­tion, that I should win what you would en­joy? Me­thinks you pre­scribe to your­self very pre­pos­ter­ously.
						

						
								Ford
								O, un­der­stand my drift. She dwells so se­curely on the ex­cel­lency of her hon­our that the folly of my soul dares not present it­self; she is too bright to be looked against. Now, could I come to her with any de­tec­tion in my hand, my de­sires had in­stance and ar­gu­ment to com­mend them­selves; I could drive her then from the ward of her pur­ity, her repu­ta­tion, her mar­riage-vow, and a thou­sand oth­er her de­fences, which now are too too strongly em­battled against me. What say you to’t, Sir John?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Weigh­ing the bag in his hand. Mas­ter Brook, I will first make bold with your money; next, give me your hand; and last, as I am a gen­tle­man, you shall, if you will, en­joy Ford’s wife.
						

						
								Ford
								O good sir!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I say you shall.
						

						
								Ford
								Want no money, Sir John; you shall want none.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Want no Mis­tress Ford, Mas­ter Brook; you shall want none. I shall be with her, I may tell you, by her own ap­point­ment; even as you came in to me her as­sist­ant or go-between par­ted from me: I say I shall be with her between ten and el­ev­en; for at that time the jeal­ous ras­cally knave, her hus­band, will be forth. Come you to me at night; you shall know how I speed.
						

						
								Ford
								Bow­ing. I am blest in your ac­quaint­ance. Do you know Ford, sir?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Hang him, poor cuck­oldly knave! I know him not; yet I wrong him to call him poor; they say the jeal­ous wit­tolly knave hath masses of money; for the which his wife seems to me well-fa­voured. I will use her as the key of the cuck­oldly rogue’s cof­fer; and there’s my har­vest-home.
						

						
								Ford
								I would you knew Ford, sir, that you might avoid him if you saw him.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Hang him, mech­an­ic­al salt-but­ter rogue! I will stare him out of his wits; I will awe him with my cudgel; it shall hang like a met­eor o’er the cuck­old’s horns. Mas­ter Brook, thou shalt know I will pre­dom­in­ate over the peas­ant, and thou shalt lie with his wife. Come to me soon at night. Ford’s a knave, and I will ag­grav­ate his style; thou, Mas­ter Brook, shalt know him for knave and cuck­old. Come to me soon at night. He takes up the bag.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Fal­staff.
							
						

						
								Ford
								What a damned Epi­cur­ean ras­cal is this! My heart is ready to crack with im­pa­tience. Who says this is im­provid­ent jeal­ousy? My wife hath sent to him; the hour is fixed; the match is made. Would any man have thought this? See the hell of hav­ing a false wo­man! My bed shall be ab­used, my cof­fers ran­sacked, my repu­ta­tion gnawn at; and I shall not only re­ceive this vil­lan­ous wrong, but stand un­der the ad­op­tion of ab­om­in­able terms, and by him that does me this wrong. Terms! names! Amai­mon sounds well; Lu­ci­fer, well; Bar­bason, well; yet they are dev­ils’ ad­di­tions, the names of fiends. But Cuck­old! Wit­tol!—Cuck­old! the dev­il him­self hath not such a name. Page is an ass, a se­cure ass; he will trust his wife; he will not be jeal­ous; I will rather trust a Flem­ing with my but­ter, Par­son Hugh the Welsh­man with my cheese, an Ir­ish­man with my aqua-vitae bottle, or a thief to walk my am­bling geld­ing, than my wife with her­self; then she plots, then she ru­min­ates, then she de­vises; and what they think in their hearts they may ef­fect, they will break their hearts but they will ef­fect. God be praised for my jeal­ousy! El­ev­en o’clock the hour. I will pre­vent this, de­tect my wife, be re­venged on Fal­staff, and laugh at Page. I will about it; bet­ter three hours too soon than a minute too late. Fie, fie, fie! cuck­old! cuck­old! cuck­old!
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				A field near Wind­sor.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Doc­tor Caius and Rugby.
							
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Stops. Jack Rugby!
						

						
								Rugby
								Sir?
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Vat is de clock, Jack?
						

						
								Rugby
								’Tis past the hour, sir, that Sir Hugh prom­ised to meet.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								By gar, he has save his soul, dat he is no come; he has pray his Pible vell dat he is no come: by gar, Jack Rugby, he is dead already, if he be come.
						

						
								Rugby
								He is wise, sir; he knew your wor­ship would kill him if he came.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								By gar, de her­ring is no dead so as I vill kill him. Take your rapi­er, Jack; I vill tell you how I vill kill him.
						

						
								Rugby
								Alas, sir, I can­not fence!
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Vil­lany, take your rapi­er. They be­gin to fence.
						

						
								Rugby
								For­bear; here’s com­pany.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Host, Justice Shal­low, Slender, and Page.
							
						

						
								Host
								Bless thee, bully doc­tor!
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Save you, Mas­ter Doc­tor Caius!
						

						
								Page
								Now, good Mas­ter Doc­tor!
						

						
								Slender
								Give you good mor­row, sir.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come for?
						

						
								Host
								To see thee fight, to see thee foin, to see thee tra­verse; to see thee here, to see thee there; to see thee pass thy punto, thy stock, thy re­verse, thy dis­tance, thy mont­ant. Is he dead, my Ethiopi­an? Is he dead, my Fran­cisco? Ha, bully! What says my Aes­cu­lapius? my Ga­len? my heart of eld­er? Ha! is he dead, bully stale? Is he dead?
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								By gar, he is de cow­ard Jack priest of de world; he is not show his face.
						

						
								Host
								Thou art a Castalion King Ur­in­al! Hec­tor of Greece, my boy!
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								I pray you, bear wit­ness that me have stay six or sev­en, two, tree hours for him, and he is no come.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								He is the wiser man, Mas­ter doc­tor: he is a curer of souls, and you a curer of bod­ies; if you should fight, you go against the hair of your pro­fes­sions. Is it not true, Mas­ter Page?
						

						
								Page
								Mas­ter Shal­low, you have your­self been a great fight­er, though now a man of peace.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Bo­dykins, Mas­ter Page, though I now be old, and of the peace, if I see a sword out, my fin­ger itches to make one. Though we are justices, and doc­tors, and church­men, Mas­ter Page, we have some salt of our youth in us; we are the sons of wo­men, Mas­ter Page.
						

						
								Page
								’Tis true, Mas­ter Shal­low.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								It will be found so, Mas­ter Page. Mas­ter Doc­tor Caius, I come to fetch you home. I am sworn of the peace; you have showed your­self a wise phys­i­cian, and Sir Hugh hath shown him­self a wise and pa­tient church­man. You must go with me, Mas­ter Doc­tor.
						

						
								Host
								Par­don, guest-justice.—A word, Mon­sieur Mock­wa­ter.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Mock-vater! Vat is dat?
						

						
								Host
								Mock­wa­ter, in our Eng­lish tongue, is valour, bully.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								By gar, then I have as much mock­vater as de Eng­lish­man.—Scurvy jack-dog priest! By gar, me vill cut his ears.
						

						
								Host
								He will clap­per­claw thee tightly, bully.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Clap­per-de-claw! Vat is dat?
						

						
								Host
								That is, he will make thee amends.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								By gar, me do look he shall clap­per-de-claw me; for, by gar, me vill have it.
						

						
								Host
								And I will pro­voke him to’t, or let him wag.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Me tank you for dat.
						

						
								Host
								And, moreover, bully—aside but first: Mas­ter guest, and Mas­ter Page, and eke Cava­liero Slender, go you through the town to Frog­more.
						

						
								Page
								Sir Hugh is there, is he?
						

						
								Host
								He is there: see what hu­mour he is in; and I will bring the doc­tor about by the fields. Will it do well?
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								We will do it.
						

						
								Page, Shal­low, and Slender
								Adieu, good Mas­ter Doc­tor.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Page, Justice Shal­low, and Slender.
							
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								By gar, me vill kill de priest; for he speak for a jack-an-ape to Anne Page.
						

						
								Host
								Let him die. Sheathe thy im­pa­tience; throw cold wa­ter on thy chol­er; go about the fields with me through Frog­more; I will bring thee where Mis­tress Anne Page is, at a farm­house a-feast­ing; and thou shalt woo her. Cried I aim! Said I well?
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								By gar, me tank you for dat: by gar, I love you; and I shall pro­cure-a you de good guest, de earl, de knight, de lords, de gen­tle­men, my pa­tients.
						

						
								Host
								For the which I will be thy ad­versary to­ward Anne Page: said I well?
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								By gar, ’tis good; vell said.
						

						
								Host
								Let us wag, then.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Come at my heels, Jack Rugby.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				III
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A mead­ow near Frog­more with a field-path and two stiles, one hard-by, the oth­er at a dis­tance.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Sir Hugh Evans in doublet and hose; a drawn sword in one hand and an open book in the oth­er. Simple on the look-out up a tree.
							
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Calls. I pray you now, good Mas­ter Slender’s serving-man, and friend Simple by your name, which way have you looked for Mas­ter Caius, that calls him­self doc­tor of phys­ic?
						

						
								Simple
								Marry, sir, the pit­tie-ward, the park-ward, every way; old Wind­sor way, and every way but the town way.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								I most fe­he­mently de­sire you you will also look that way.
						

						
								Simple
								I will, Sir.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Pless my soul, how full of chol­lors I am, and tr­em­pling of mind! I shall be glad if he have de­ceived me. How mel­an­chol­ies I am! I will knog his ur­in­als about his knave’s cost­ard when I have goot op­por­tun­it­ies for the ’ork: pless my soul! Sings.
						

						
								
								
								
									To shal­low rivers, to whose falls
									

									Me­lodi­ous birds sings mad­rig­als;
									

									There will we make our peds of roses,
									

									And a thou­sand fra­grant posies.
									

									To shal­low—
								

							
						

						
								
								Mercy on me! I have a great dis­pos­i­tions to cry. Sings.
						

						
								
								
								
									Me­lodi­ous birds sing mad­rig­als—
									

									When­as I sat in Pabylon—
									

									And a thou­sand va­g­ram posies.
									

									To shal­low—
								

							
						

						
								Simple
								Des­cend­ing the tree Yon­der he is, com­ing this way, Sir Hugh.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								He’s wel­come.
						

						
								
								
								Sings.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									To shal­low rivers, to whose falls—
								

							
						

						
								
								Heav­en prosper the right!—What weapons is he?
						

						
								Simple
								No weapons, sir. Points. There comes my mas­ter, Mas­ter Shal­low, and an­oth­er gen­tle­man, from Frog­more, over the stile, this way.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Pray you give me my gown; or else keep it in your arms. Reads in a book. Simple takes up gown from ground.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Page and Justice Shal­low over the near stile, with Slender fol­low­ing. At the same time Host, Doc­tor Caius, and Rugby are seen climb­ing the stile afar off.
							
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								How now, Mas­ter Par­son! Good mor­row, good Sir Hugh. Keep a gamester from the dice, and a good stu­dent from his book, and it is won­der­ful.
						

						
								Slender
								Aside. Ah, sweet Anne Page!
						

						
								Page
								’Save you, good Sir Hugh!
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Pless you from his mercy sake, all of you!
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								What, the sword and the word! Do you study them both, Mas­ter Par­son?
						

						
								Page
								And youth­ful still, in your doublet and hose, this raw rheum­at­ic day!
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								There is reas­ons and causes for it.
						

						
								Page
								We are come to you to do a good of­fice, Mas­ter Par­son.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Fery well; what is it?
						

						
								Page
								Looks over Sir Hugh Evans’ shoulder. Yon­der is a most rev­er­end gen­tle­man, who, be­like hav­ing re­ceived wrong by some per­son, is at most odds with his own grav­ity and pa­tience that ever you saw.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								I have lived fourscore years and up­ward; I nev­er heard a man of his place, grav­ity, and learn­ing, so wide of his own re­spect.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								What is he?
						

						
								
								
								Host, Doc­tor Caius, and Rugby ap­proach.
							
						

						
								Page
								I think you know him: He turns. Mas­ter Doc­tor Caius, the renowned French phys­i­cian.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Got’s will and His pas­sion of my heart! I had as lief you would tell me of a mess of por­ridge.
						

						
								Page
								Why?
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								He has no more know­ledge in Hi­b­bocrates and Ga­len—raises his voice and he is a knave be­sides; a cow­ardly knave as you would de­sires to be ac­quain­ted with­al. Doc­tor Caius runs for­ward with rapi­er and dag­ger drawn.
						

						
								Page
								I war­rant you, he’s the man should fight with him.
						

						
								Slender
								Aside. O, sweet Anne Page!
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								It ap­pears so, by his weapons. Keep them asun­der; here comes Doc­tor Caius. He crosses his path.
						

						
								Page
								Steps in front of Sir Hugh Evans Nay, good Mas­ter Par­son, keep in your weapon.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								So do you, good Mas­ter Doc­tor.
						

						
								Host
								Dis­arm them, and let them ques­tion; let them keep their limbs whole and hack our Eng­lish. They are dis­armed.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								I pray you, let-a me speak a word with your ear: verefore will you not meet-a me?
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Aside to Doc­tor Caius. Pray you use your pa­tience; in good time.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								By gar, you are de cow­ard, de Jack dog, John ape.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Aside to Doc­tor Caius. Pray you, let us not be laugh­ing-stogs to oth­er men’s hu­mours; I de­sire you in friend­ship, and I will one way or oth­er make you amends. Aloud. I will knog your ur­in­als about your knave’s cog­scomb for miss­ing your meet­ings and ap­point­ments.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Di­able!—Jack Rugby—mine Host de Jar­retiere—have I not stay for him to kill him? Have I not, at de place I did ap­point?
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								As I am a Chris­ti­ans soul, now, look you, this is the place ap­poin­ted. I’ll be judg­ment by mine host of the Garter.
						

						
								Host
								Peace, I say, Gal­lia and Gaul­lia; French and Welsh, soul-curer and body-curer!
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Ay, dat is very good; ex­cel­lent!
						

						
								Host
								Peace, I say! Hear mine host of the Garter. Am I polit­ic? am I subtle? am I a Ma­chiavel? Shall I lose my doc­tor? No; he gives me the po­tions and the mo­tions. Shall I lose my par­son, my priest, my Sir Hugh? No; he gives me the pro­verbs and the no-verbs. Give me thy hand, ter­restri­al; so;—give me thy hand, ce­les­ti­al; so. Joins their hands. Boys of art, I have de­ceived you both; I have dir­ec­ted you to wrong places; your hearts are mighty, your skins are whole, and let burnt sack be the is­sue. To Page and Justice Shal­low. Come, lay their swords to pawn. Fol­low me, lads of peace; fol­low, fol­low, fol­low.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Trust me, a mad host!—Fol­low, gen­tle­men, fol­low. He mounts the stile.
						

						
								Slender
								Aside. O, sweet Anne Page!
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Justice Shal­low, Slender, Page, and Host.
							
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Ha, do I per­ceive dat? Have you make-a de sot of us, ha, ha?
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								This is well; he has made us his vlout­ing-stog. I de­sire you that we may be friends; and let us knog our prains to­geth­er to be re­venge on this same scall, scurvy, cog­ging com­pan­ion, the host of the Garter.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								By gar, with all my heart. He prom­ise to bring me where is Anne Page; by gar, he de­ceive me too.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Well, I will smite his noddles. Pray you fol­low.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				A street in Wind­sor.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Mis­tress Page and Robin; he pauses.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Nay, keep your way, little gal­lant: you were wont to be a fol­low­er, but now you are a lead­er. Wheth­er had you rather lead mine eyes, or eye your mas­ter’s heels?
						

						
								Robin
								I had rather, for­sooth, go be­fore you like a man than fol­low him like a dwarf.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								O! you are a flat­ter­ing boy: now I see you’ll be a courtier.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ford.
							
						

						
								Ford
								Well met, Mis­tress Page. Whith­er go you?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Truly, sir, to see your wife. Is she at home?
						

						
								Ford
								Ay; and as idle as she may hang to­geth­er, for want of com­pany. I think, if your hus­bands were dead, you two would marry.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Be sure of that—two oth­er hus­bands.
						

						
								Ford
								Where had you this pretty weath­er­cock?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								I can­not tell what the dick­ens his name is my hus­band had him of. What do you call your knight’s name, sir­rah?
						

						
								Robin
								Sir John Fal­staff.
						

						
								Ford
								Sir John Fal­staff!
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								He, he; I can nev­er hit on’s name. There is such a league between my good man and he! Is your wife at home in­deed?
						

						
								Ford
								In­deed she is.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Curt­sies. By your leave, sir: I am sick till I see her.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Mis­tress Page and Robin.
							
						

						
								Ford
								Has Page any brains? Hath he any eyes? Hath he any think­ing? Sure, they sleep; he hath no use of them. Why, this boy will carry a let­ter twenty mile as easy as a can­non will shoot point-blank twelve score. He pieces out his wife’s in­clin­a­tion; he gives her folly mo­tion and ad­vant­age; and now she’s go­ing to my wife, and Fal­staff’s boy with her. A man may hear this shower sing in the wind: and Fal­staff’s boy with her! Good plots! They are laid; and our re­vol­ted wives share dam­na­tion to­geth­er. Well; I will take him, then tor­ture my wife, pluck the bor­rowed veil of mod­esty from the so seem­ing Mis­tress Page, di­vulge Page him­self for a se­cure and wil­ful Actae­on; and to these vi­ol­ent pro­ceed­ings all my neigh­bours shall cry aim. Clock strikes. The clock gives me my cue, and my as­sur­ance bids me search; there I shall find Fal­staff. I shall be rather praised for this than mocked; for it is as pos­it­ive as the earth is firm that Fal­staff is there. I will go.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Page, Justice Shal­low, Slender, Host, Sir Hugh Evans, Doc­tor Caius, and Rugby.
							
						

						
								Shal­low, Page, etc.
								Well met, Mas­ter Ford.
						

						
								Ford
								Trust me, a good knot; I have good cheer at home, and I pray you all go with me.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								I must ex­cuse my­self, Mas­ter Ford.
						

						
								Slender
								And so must I, sir; we have ap­poin­ted to dine with Mis­tress Anne, and I would not break with her for more money than I’ll speak of.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								We have lingered about a match between Anne Page and my cous­in Slender, and this day we shall have our an­swer.
						

						
								Slender
								I hope I have your good will, fath­er Page.
						

						
								Page
								You have, Mas­ter Slender; I stand wholly for you. But my wife, Mas­ter doc­tor, is for you al­to­geth­er.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Ay, be-gar; and de maid is love-a me: my nur­sh-a Quickly tell me so mush.
						

						
								Host
								What say you to young Mas­ter Fenton? He capers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he writes verses, he speaks hol­i­day, he smells April and May; he will carry’t, he will carry’t; ’tis in his but­tons; he will carry’t.
						

						
								Page
								Not by my con­sent, I prom­ise you. The gen­tle­man is of no hav­ing: he kept com­pany with the wild Prince and Pointz; he is of too high a re­gion, he knows too much. No, he shall not knit a knot in his for­tunes with the fin­ger of my sub­stance; if he take her, let him take her simply; the wealth I have waits on my con­sent, and my con­sent goes not that way.
						

						
								Ford
								I be­seech you, heart­ily, some of you go home with me to din­ner: be­sides your cheer, you shall have sport; I will show you a mon­ster. Mas­ter Doc­tor, you shall go; so shall you, Mas­ter Page; and you, Sir Hugh.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Well, fare you well; we shall have the freer woo­ing at Mas­ter Page’s.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Justice Shal­low and Slender.
							
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Go home, John Rugby; I come anon.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Rugby.
							
						

						
								Host
								Farewell, my hearts; I will to my hon­est knight Fal­staff, and drink ca­nary with him.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Host.
							
						

						
								Ford
								Aside. I think I shall drink in pipe-wine first with him. I’ll make him dance.
						

						
								
								Aloud. Will you go, gentles?
						

						
								All
								Have with you to see this mon­ster.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				A room in Ford’s house, hung with ar­ras; stairs lead­ing to a gal­lery; a large open hearth; three doors, one with win­dows right and left open­ing in­to the street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Mis­tress Ford and Mis­tress Page.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Calls. What, John! what, Robert!
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Quickly, quickly:—Is the buck-bas­ket—
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								I war­rant. What, Robin, I say!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ser­vants with a bas­ket.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Im­pa­tient. Come, come, come.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Here, set it down. They do so.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Give your men the charge; we must be brief.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Marry, as I told you be­fore, John and Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew-house; and when I sud­denly call you, come forth, and, without any pause or stag­ger­ing, take this bas­ket on your shoulders: that done, trudge with it in all haste, and carry it among the whit­sters in Datchet-Mead, and there empty it in the muddy ditch close by the Thames side.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								You will do it?
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								I have told them over and over; they lack no dir­ec­tion. Be gone, and come when you are called.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Ser­vants.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Here comes little Robin.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Robin.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								How now, my eyas-mus­ket! what news with you?
						

						
								Robin
								My Mas­ter Sir John is come in at your back­door, Mis­tress Ford, and re­quests your com­pany.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								You little Jack-a-Lent, have you been true to us?
						

						
								Robin
								Ay, I’ll be sworn. My mas­ter knows not of your be­ing here, and hath threatened to put me in­to ever­last­ing liberty, if I tell you of it; for he swears he’ll turn me away.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Thou’rt a good boy; this secrecy of thine shall be a tail­or to thee, and shall make thee a new doublet and hose. I’ll go hide me.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Do so. Go tell thy mas­ter I am alone.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Robin.
							
						

						
								
								Mis­tress Page, re­mem­ber you your cue.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								I war­rant thee; if I do not act it, hiss me.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Mis­tress Page, leav­ing door ajar.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Go to, then; we’ll use this un­whole­some hu­mid­ity, this gross wa­tery pum­pi­on; we’ll teach him to know turtles from jays.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Fal­staff.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								“Have I caught thee, my heav­enly jew­el?” Why, now let me die, for I have lived long enough: this is the peri­od of my am­bi­tion: O this blessed hour!
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								O, sweet Sir John! They em­brace.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Mis­tress Ford, I can­not cog, I can­not prate, Mis­tress Ford. Now shall I sin in my wish; I would thy hus­band were dead. I’ll speak it be­fore the best lord, I would make thee my lady.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								I your lady, Sir John! Alas, I should be a pi­ti­ful lady.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Let the court of France show me such an­oth­er. I see how thine eye would emu­late the dia­mond; thou hast the right arched beauty of the brow that be­comes the ship-tire, the tire-vali­ant, or any tire of Vene­tian ad­mit­tance.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								A plain ker­chief, Sir John; my brows be­come noth­ing else; nor that well neither.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								By the Lord, thou art a trait­or to say so: thou wouldst make an ab­so­lute courtier; and the firm fix­ture of thy foot would give an ex­cel­lent mo­tion to thy gait in a semi-circled farthin­gale. I see what thou wert, if For­tune thy foe were not, Nature thy friend. Come, thou canst not hide it.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Be­lieve me, there’s no such thing in me.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What made me love thee? Let that per­suade thee there’s some­thing ex­traordin­ary in thee. Come, I can­not cog and say thou art this and that, like a many of these lisp­ing hawthorn-buds that come like wo­men in men’s ap­par­el, and smell like Buck­lers­bury in simple-time; I can­not; but I love thee, none but thee; and thou de­ser­vest it.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Do not be­tray me, sir; I fear you love Mis­tress Page.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Thou mightst as well say I love to walk by the Counter-gate, which is as hate­ful to me as the reek of a limekiln.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Well, heav­en knows how I love you; with mean­ing and you shall one day find it.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Keep in that mind; I’ll de­serve it.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Nay, I must tell you, so you do; with mean­ing or else I could not be in that mind.
						

						
								Robin
								With­in. Mis­tress Ford! Mis­tress Ford! here’s Mis­tress Page at the door, sweat­ing and blow­ing and look­ing wildly, and would needs speak with you presently.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								She shall not see me; I will en­sconce me be­hind the ar­ras.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Pray you, do so; she’s a very tat­tling wo­man.
						

						
								
								
								Fal­staff hides him­self.
							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Mis­tress Page and Robin.
							
						

						
								
								What’s the mat­ter? How now!
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Seem­ing breath­less. O Mis­tress Ford, what have you done? You’re shamed, you are over­thrown, you are un­done forever!
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								What’s the mat­ter, good Mis­tress Page?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								O well-a-day, Mis­tress Ford! hav­ing an hon­est man to your hus­band, to give him such cause of sus­pi­cion!
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								What cause of sus­pi­cion?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								What cause of sus­pi­cion? Out upon you! how am I mis­took in you!
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Why, alas, what’s the mat­ter?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Your hus­band’s com­ing hith­er, wo­man, with all the of­ficers in Wind­sor, to search for a gen­tle­man that he says is here now in the house, by your con­sent, to take an ill ad­vant­age of his ab­sence: you are un­done.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Aside. Speak louder. ’Tis not so, I hope.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Pray heav­en it be not so that you have such a man here! but ’tis most cer­tain your hus­band’s com­ing, with half Wind­sor at his heels, to search for such a one. I come be­fore to tell you. If you know your­self clear, why, I am glad of it; but if you have a friend here, con­vey, con­vey him out. Be not amazed; call all your senses to you; de­fend your repu­ta­tion, or bid farewell to your good life forever.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								What shall I do?—There is a gen­tle­man, my dear friend; and I fear not mine own shame as much as his per­il: I had rather than a thou­sand pound he were out of the house.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								For shame! nev­er stand “you had rather” and “you had rather”: your hus­band’s here at hand; be­think you of some con­vey­ance; in the house you can­not hide him. O, how have you de­ceived me! Look, here is a bas­ket; if he be of any reas­on­able stature, he may creep in here; and throw foul lin­en upon him, as if it were go­ing to buck­ing: or—it is whit­ing-time—send him by your two men to Datchet-Mead.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								He’s too big to go in there. What shall I do?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Com­ing for­ward. Let me see’t, let me see’t. O, let me see’t! I’ll in, I’ll in; fol­low your friend’s coun­sel; I’ll in.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								What, Sir John Fal­staff! In his ear. Are these your let­ters, knight?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I love thee and none but thee; help me away: let me creep in here. I’ll nev­er—
						

						
								
								
								Voices heard in the street without. He gets in­to the bas­ket; they cov­er him with foul lin­en.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Help to cov­er your mas­ter, boy. Call your men, Mis­tress Ford. You dis­sem­bling knight!
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Call­ing. What, John! Robert! John!
						

						
								
								
								Robin hast­ily thrusts the re­mainder of the lin­en in­to the bas­ket and runs off.
							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Ser­vants.
							
						

						
								
								Go, take up these clothes here, quickly; where’s the cowl-staff? Look how you drumble! They pass a pole through the handle of the bas­ket. Carry them to the laundress in Datchet-Mead; they hoist the bas­ket, stag­ger­ing quickly, come.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ford, Page, Doc­tor Caius, and Sir Hugh Evans.
							
						

						
								Ford
								Pray you come near. If I sus­pect without cause, why then make sport at me, then let me be your jest; I de­serve it. How now, whith­er bear you this?
						

						
								Ser­vant
								To the laundress, for­sooth.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Why, what have you to do whith­er they bear it? You were best meddle with buck-wash­ing.
						

						
								Ford
								Buck! I would I could wash my­self of the buck! Buck, buck, buck! ay, buck; I war­rant you, buck; and of the sea­son too, it shall ap­pear.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Ser­vants with the bas­ket.
							
						

						
								
								Gen­tle­men, I have dreamed to­night; I’ll tell you my dream. Here, here, here be my keys: as­cend my cham­bers; search, seek, find out. I’ll war­rant we’ll un­ken­nel the fox. Goes to out­er door. Let me stop this way first. Lock­ing the door. So, now un­cape.
						

						
								Page
								Good Mas­ter Ford, be con­ten­ted: you wrong your­self too much.
						

						
								Ford
								True, Mas­ter Page. Up, gen­tle­men, you shall see sport anon … Mounts the stairs. Fol­low me, gen­tle­men.
						

						
								
								
								They hes­it­ate. Exit Ford.
							
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								This is fery fant­ast­ic­al hu­mours and jeal­ousies.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								By gar, ’tis no the fash­ion of France; it is not jeal­ous in France.
						

						
								Page
								Nay, fol­low him, gen­tle­men; see the is­sue of his search.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Sir Hugh Evans, Page, and Doc­tor Caius.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Is there not a double ex­cel­lency in this?
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								I know not which pleases me bet­ter, that my hus­band is de­ceived, or Sir John.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								What a tak­ing was he in when your hus­band asked who was in the bas­ket!
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								I am half afraid he will have need of wash­ing; so throw­ing him in­to the wa­ter will do him a be­ne­fit.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Hang him, dis­hon­est ras­cal! I would all of the same strain were in the same dis­tress.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								I think my hus­band hath some spe­cial sus­pi­cion of Fal­staff’s be­ing here, for I nev­er saw him so gross in his jeal­ousy till now.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								I will lay a plot to try that, and we will yet have more tricks with Fal­staff: his dis­sol­ute dis­ease will scarce obey this medi­cine.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Shall we send that fool­ish car­ri­on, Mis­tress Quickly, to him, and ex­cuse his throw­ing in­to the wa­ter, and give him an­oth­er hope, to be­tray him to an­oth­er pun­ish­ment?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								We will do it; let him be sent for to­mor­row eight o’clock, to have amends.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Ford, Page, Doc­tor Caius, and Sir Hugh Evans.
							
						

						
								Ford
								I can­not find him: may be the knave bragged of that he could not com­pass.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Aside to Mis­tress Ford. Heard you that?
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Aside to Mis­tress Page. Ay, ay, peace.—
						

						
								
								You use me well, Mas­ter Ford, do you?
						

						
								Ford
								Ay, I do so.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Heav­en make you bet­ter than your thoughts!
						

						
								Ford
								Amen!
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								You do your­self mighty wrong, Mas­ter Ford.
						

						
								Ford
								Ay, ay; I must bear it.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								If there be any pody in the house, and in the cham­bers, and in the cof­fers, and in the presses, heav­en for­give my sins at the day of judg­ment!
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Be gar, nor I too; there is no bod­ies.
						

						
								Page
								Fie, fie, Mas­ter Ford, are you not ashamed? What spir­it, what dev­il sug­gests this ima­gin­a­tion? I would not ha’ your dis­tem­per in this kind for the wealth of Wind­sor Castle.
						

						
								Ford
								’Tis my fault, Mas­ter Page: I suf­fer for it.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								You suf­fer for a pad con­science. Your wife is as hon­est a ’omans as I will de­sires among five thou­sand, and five hun­dred too.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								By gar, I see ’tis an hon­est wo­man.
						

						
								Ford
								Well, I prom­ised you a din­ner. Come, come, walk in the Park: I pray you par­don me; I will here­after make known to you why I have done this. Come, wife, come, Mis­tress Page; I pray you par­don me; takes their hands pray heart­ily, par­don me.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Mis­tress Ford and Mis­tress Page.
							
						

						
								Page
								To the oth­ers. Let’s go in, gen­tle­men; but, trust me, we’ll mock him. I do in­vite you to­mor­row morn­ing to my house to break­fast; after, we’ll a-bird­ing to­geth­er; I have a fine hawk for the bush. Shall it be so?
						

						
								Ford
								Any­thing.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								If there is one, I shall make two in the com­pany.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								If there be one or two, I shall make-a the turd.
						

						
								Ford
								Pray you go, Mas­ter Page.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Ford and Page.
							
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								I pray you now, re­mem­brance to­mor­row on the lousy knave, mine host.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Dat is good; by gar, with all my heart.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								A lousy knave! to have his gibes and his mock­er­ies!
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				A room in Page’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fenton and Anne Page.
							
						

						
								Fenton
								
								
									I see I can­not get thy fath­er’s love;
									

									There­fore no more turn me to him, sweet Nan.
								

							
						

						
								Anne Page
								Alas! how then?
						

						
								Fenton
								
								
									Why, thou must be thy­self.
									

									He doth ob­ject, I am too great of birth;
									

									And that my state be­ing gall’d with my ex­pense,
									

									I seek to heal it only by his wealth.
									

									Be­sides these, oth­er bars he lays be­fore me,
									

									My ri­ots past, my wild so­ci­et­ies;
									

									And tells me ’tis a thing im­possible
									

									I should love thee but as a prop­erty.
								

							
						

						
								Anne Page
								May be he tells you true.
						

						
								Fenton
								
								
									No, heav­en so speed me in my time to come!
									

									Al­beit I will con­fess thy fath­er’s wealth
									

									Was the first motive that I wooed thee, Anne:
									

									Yet, woo­ing thee, I found thee of more value
									

									Than stamps in gold, or sums in sealéd bags;
									

									And ’tis the very riches of thy­self
									

									That now I aim at.
								

							
						

						
								Anne Page
								
								
									Gentle Mas­ter Fenton,
									

									Yet seek my fath­er’s love; still seek it, sir.
									

									If op­por­tun­ity and humblest suit
									

									Can­not at­tain it, why then—hark you hith­er.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								They con­verse apart.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Justice Shal­low, Slender, and Mis­tress Quickly.
							
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Break their talk, Mis­tress Quickly: my kins­man shall speak for him­self. She draws near the lov­ers.
						

						
								Slender
								Pale. I’ll make a shaft or a bolt on’t. ’Slid, ’tis but ven­tur­ing.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Be not dis­mayed.
						

						
								Slender
								No, she shall not dis­may me. I care not for that, but that I am afeard.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								To Anne Page. Hark ye; Mas­ter Slender would speak a word with you.
						

						
								Anne Page
								
								
									I come to him. Aside.
									

									This is my fath­er’s choice.
									

									O, what a world of vile ill-fa­vour’d faults
									

									Looks hand­some in three hun­dred pounds a year!
								

							
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Steps between them. And how does good Mas­ter Fenton? Pray you, a word with you. Anne moves away.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								She’s com­ing; to her, coz. O boy, thou hadst a fath­er!
						

						
								Slender
								I had a fath­er, Mis­tress Anne; my uncle can tell you good jests of him. Pray you, uncle, tell Mis­tress Anne the jest how my fath­er stole two geese out of a pen, good uncle.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Mis­tress Anne, my cous­in loves you.
						

						
								Slender
								Ay, that I do; as well as I love any wo­man in Gloucester­shire.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								He will main­tain you like a gen­tle­wo­man.
						

						
								Slender
								Ay, that I will come cut and long-tail, un­der the de­gree of a squire.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								He will make you a hun­dred and fifty pounds join­ture.
						

						
								Anne Page
								Good Mas­ter Shal­low, let him woo for him­self.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you for that good com­fort. She calls you, coz; I’ll leave you. He stands aside.
						

						
								Anne Page
								Now, Mas­ter Slender.
						

						
								Slender
								Pluck­ing his beard. Now, good Mis­tress Anne.—
						

						
								Anne Page
								What is your will?
						

						
								Slender
								My will! ’od’s heart­lings, that’s a pretty jest in­deed! I ne’er made my will yet, I thank heav­en; I am not such a sickly creature, I give heav­en praise.
						

						
								Anne Page
								I mean, Mas­ter Slender, what would you with me?
						

						
								Slender
								Cast­ing down his eyes. Truly, for mine own part I would little or noth­ing with you. Your fath­er and my uncle hath made mo­tions; if it be my luck, so; if not, happy man be his dole! They can tell you how things go bet­ter than I can. You may ask your fath­er; here he comes.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Page and Mis­tress Page.
							
						

						
								Page
								
								
									Now, Mas­ter Slender: love him, daugh­ter Anne.
									

									Why, how now! what does Mas­ter Fenton here?
									

									You wrong me, sir, thus still to haunt my house:
									

									I told you, sir, my daugh­ter is dis­pos’d of.
								

							
						

						
								Fenton
								Nay, Mas­ter Page, be not im­pa­tient.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Good Mas­ter Fenton, come not to my child.
						

						
								Page
								She is no match for you.
						

						
								Fenton
								Sir, will you hear me?
						

						
								Page
								
								
									No, good Mas­ter Fenton.
									

									Come, Mas­ter Shal­low; come, son Slender, in.
									

									Know­ing my mind, you wrong me, Mas­ter Fenton.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Page, Justice Shal­low, and Slender.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Speak to Mis­tress Page.
						

						
								Fenton
								
								
									Good Mis­tress Page, for that I love your daugh­ter
									

									In such a right­eous fash­ion as I do,
									

									Per­force, against all checks, re­bukes, and man­ners,
									

									I must ad­vance the col­ours of my love
									

									And not re­tire: let me have your good will.
								

							
						

						
								Anne Page
								Good moth­er, do not marry me to yond fool.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								I mean it not; I seek you a bet­ter hus­band.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								That’s my mas­ter, Mas­ter doc­tor.
						

						
								Anne Page
								
								
									Alas! I had rather be set quick i’ the earth.
									

									And bowl’d to death with turnips.
								

							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								
								
									Come, trouble not your­self. Good Mas­ter Fenton,
									

									I will not be your friend, nor en­emy;
									

									My daugh­ter will I ques­tion how she loves you,
									

									And as I find her, so am I af­fected.
									

									Till then, farewell, sir: she must needs go in;
									

									Her fath­er will be angry.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Mis­tress Page. Anne Page fol­lows, turn­ing at the door.
							
						

						
								Fenton
								Farewell, gentle mis­tress. Farewell, Nan.
						

						
								
								
								The door closes.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								This is my do­ing now: “Nay,” said I, “will you cast away your child on a fool, and a phys­i­cian? Look on Mas­ter Fenton.” This is my do­ing.
						

						
								Fenton
								
								
									I thank thee; and I pray thee, once to­night
									

									Give my sweet Nan this ring. There’s for thy pains.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Fenton thrusts money in her hands and exits.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Now Heav­en send thee good for­tune! A kind heart he hath; a wo­man would run through fire and wa­ter for such a kind heart. But yet I would my mas­ter had Mis­tress Anne; or I would Mas­ter Slender had her; or, in sooth, I would Mas­ter Fenton had her; I will do what I can for them all three, for so I have prom­ised, and I’ll be as good as my word; but spe­ciously for Mas­ter Fenton. Well, I must of an­oth­er er­rand to Sir John Fal­staff from my two mis­tresses: what a beast am I to slack it!
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				A room in the Garter Inn

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fal­staff from his cham­ber.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Bardolph, I say—
						

						
								
								
								Enter Bardolph.
							
						

						
								Bardolph
								Here, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Go fetch me a quart of sack; put a toast in’t.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Bardolph.
							
						

						
								
								Sits. Have I lived to be car­ried in a bas­ket, and to be thrown in the Thames like a bar­row of butcher’s of­fal? Well, if I be served such an­oth­er trick, I’ll have my brains ta’en out and buttered, and give them to a dog for a new year’s gift. The rogues slighted me in­to the river with as little re­morse as they would have drowned a blind bitch’s pup­pies, fif­teen i’ the lit­ter; and you may know by my size that I have a kind of alac­rity in sink­ing; if the bot­tom were as deep as hell I should down. I had been drowned but that the shore was shelvy and shal­low; a death that I ab­hor, for the wa­ter swells a man; and what a thing should I have been when had been swelled! I should have been a moun­tain of mummy.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Bardolph, with two cups of sack.
							
						

						
								Bardolph
								Here’s Mis­tress Quickly, sir, to speak with you. He sets cups down.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Takes one. Come, let me pour in some sack to the Thames wa­ter; for my belly’s as cold as if I had swal­lowed snow­balls for pills to cool the reins. He drains the cup. Call her in.
						

						
								Bardolph
								Open­ing the door. Come in, wo­man.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mis­tress Quickly.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Curt­sies. By your leave. I cry you mercy. Give your wor­ship good mor­row.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Emp­ties the second cup. Take away these chalices. Go, brew me a pottle of sack finely.
						

						
								Bardolph
								Takes up the cups. With eggs, sir?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Simple of it­self; I’ll no pul­let-sperm in my brewage.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Bardolph.
							
						

						
								
								How now!
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Marry, sir, I come to your wor­ship from Mis­tress Ford.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Mis­tress Ford! I have had ford enough; I was thrown in­to the ford; I have my belly full of ford.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Alas the day! good heart, that was not her fault: she does so take on with her men; they mis­took their erec­tion.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								So did I mine, to build upon a fool­ish wo­man’s prom­ise.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Well, she la­ments, sir, for it, that it would yearn your heart to see it. Her hus­band goes this morn­ing a-bird­ing; she de­sires you once more to come to her between eight and nine; I must carry her word quickly. She’ll make you amends, I war­rant you.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Well, I will vis­it her. Tell her so; and bid her think what a man is; let her con­sider his frailty, and then judge of my mer­it.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								I will tell her.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Do so. Between nine and ten, say­est thou?
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Eight and nine, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Well, be gone; I will not miss her.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Peace be with you, sir.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Mis­tress Quickly.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I mar­vel I hear not of Mas­ter Brook; he sent me word to stay with­in. I like his money well. O! here he comes.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ford dis­guised as Brook.
							
						

						
								Ford
								Bless you, sir!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Now, Mas­ter Brook, you come to know what hath passed between me and Ford’s wife?
						

						
								Ford
								That, in­deed, Sir John, is my busi­ness.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Mas­ter Brook, I will not lie to you: I was at her house the hour she ap­poin­ted me.
						

						
								Ford
								And how sped you, sir?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Very ill-fa­vouredly, Mas­ter Brook.
						

						
								Ford
								How so, sir? did she change her de­term­in­a­tion?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								No. Mas­ter Brook; but the peak­ing cor­nuto her hus­band, Mas­ter Brook, dwell­ing in a con­tinu­al ’lar­um of jeal­ousy, comes me in the in­stant of our en­counter, after we had em­braced, kissed, pro­tested, and, as it were, spoke the pro­logue of our com­edy; and at his heels a rabble of his com­pan­ions, thith­er pro­voked and in­stig­ated by his dis­tem­per, and, for­sooth, to search his house for his wife’s love.
						

						
								Ford
								What! while you were there?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								While I was there.
						

						
								Ford
								And did he search for you, and could not find you?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								You shall hear. As good luck would have it, comes in one Mis­tress Page; gives in­tel­li­gence of Ford’s ap­proach; and, in her in­ven­tion and Ford’s wife’s dis­trac­tion, they con­veyed me in­to a buck-bas­ket.
						

						
								Ford
								A buck-bas­ket!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								By the Lord, a buck-bas­ket! rammed me in with foul shirts and smocks, socks, foul stock­ings, greasy nap­kins, that, Mas­ter Brook, there was the rankest com­pound of vil­lain­ous smell that ever of­fen­ded nos­tril.
						

						
								Ford
								And how long lay you there?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Nay, you shall hear, Mas­ter Brook, what I have suffered to bring this wo­man to evil for your good. Be­ing thus crammed in the bas­ket, a couple of Ford’s knaves, his hinds, were called forth by their mis­tress to carry me in the name of foul clothes to Datchet-lane; they took me on their shoulders; met the jeal­ous knave their mas­ter in the door; who asked them once or twice what they had in their bas­ket. I quaked for fear lest the lun­at­ic knave would have searched it; but Fate, or­dain­ing he should be a cuck­old, held his hand. Well, on went he for a search, and away went I for foul clothes. But mark the se­quel, Mas­ter Brook: I suffered the pangs of three sev­er­al deaths: first, an in­tol­er­able fright to be de­tec­ted with a jeal­ous rot­ten bell­weth­er; next, to be com­passed like a good bilbo in the cir­cum­fer­ence of a peck, hilt to point, heel to head; and then, to be stopped in, like a strong dis­til­la­tion, with stink­ing clothes that fret­ted in their own grease: think of that; a man of my kid­ney, think of that, that am as sub­ject to heat as but­ter; a man of con­tinu­al dis­sol­u­tion and thaw: it was a mir­acle to ’scape suf­foc­a­tion. And in the height of this bath, when I was more than half stewed in grease, like a Dutch dish, to be thrown in­to the Thames, and cooled, glow­ing hot, in that surge, like a horse­shoe; think of that, hiss­ing hot, think of that, Mas­ter Brook!
						

						
								Ford
								In good sad­ness, sir, I am sorry that for my sake you have suffered all this. My suit, then, is des­per­ate; you’ll un­der­take her no more.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Mas­ter Brook, I will be thrown in­to Et­na, as I have been in­to Thames, ere I will leave her thus. Her hus­band is this morn­ing gone a-bird­ing; I have re­ceived from her an­oth­er em­bassy of meet­ing; ’twixt eight and nine is the hour, Mas­ter Brook.
						

						
								Ford
								’Tis past eight already, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Is it? I will then ad­dress me to my ap­point­ment. Come to me at your con­veni­ent leis­ure, and you shall know how I speed, and the con­clu­sion shall be crowned with your en­joy­ing her: adieu. You shall have her, Mas­ter Brook; Mas­ter Brook, you shall cuck­old Ford.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Fal­staff.
							
						

						
								Ford
								Hum! ha! Is this a vis­ion? Is this a dream? Do I sleep? Mas­ter Ford, awake; awake, Mas­ter Ford. There’s a hole made in your best coat, Mas­ter Ford. This ’tis to be mar­ried; this ’tis to have lin­en and buck-bas­kets! Well, I will pro­claim my­self what I am; I will now take the lech­er; he is at my house. He can­not scape me; ’tis im­possible he should; he can­not creep in­to a half­penny purse, nor in­to a pep­per box; but, lest the dev­il that guides him should aid him, I will search im­possible places. Though what I am I can­not avoid, yet to be what I would not, shall not make me tame; if I have horns to make one mad, let the pro­verb go with me; I’ll be horn-mad.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				IV
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A street be­fore the house of Mis­tress Page.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Mis­tress Page, Mis­tress Quickly, and Wil­li­am.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Is he at Mas­ter Ford’s already, think’st thou?
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Sure he is by this; or will be presently; but truly he is very cour­ageous mad about his throw­ing in­to the wa­ter. Mis­tress Ford de­sires you to come sud­denly.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								I’ll be with her by and by; I’ll but bring my young man here to school. Look where his mas­ter comes; ’tis a play­ing day, I see.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir Hugh Evans.
							
						

						
								
								How now, Sir Hugh, no school today?
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								No; Mas­ter Slender is let the boys leave to play.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Bless­ing of his heart!
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Sir Hugh, my hus­band says my son profits noth­ing in the world at his book; I pray you ask him some ques­tions in his ac­ci­dence.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Come hith­er, Wil­li­am; hold up your head; come.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Come on, sir­rah; hold up your head; an­swer your mas­ter; be not afraid.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Wil­li­am, how many num­bers is in nouns?
						

						
								Wil­li­am
								Two
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Truly, I thought there had been one num­ber more, be­cause they say “Od’s nouns.”
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Peace your tat­tlings! What is “fair,” Wil­li­am?
						

						
								Wil­li­am
								Pulcher.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Pole­cats! There are fairer things than pole­cats, sure.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								You are a very sim­pli­city ’oman; I pray you, peace. What is “lapis,” Wil­li­am?
						

						
								Wil­li­am
								A stone.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								And what is “a stone,” Wil­li­am?
						

						
								Wil­li­am
								A pebble.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								No, it is “lapis”; I pray you re­mem­ber in your prain.
						

						
								Wil­li­am
								Lapis.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								That is a good Wil­li­am. What is he, Wil­li­am, that does lend art­icles?
						

						
								Wil­li­am
								Art­icles are bor­rowed of the pro­noun, and be thus de­clined: Sin­gu­lar­iter, nom­in­at­ivo; hic, haec, hoc.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Nom­in­at­ivo, hig, hag, hog; pray you, mark: gen­it­ivo, hujus. Well, what is your ac­cus­at­ive case?
						

						
								Wil­li­am
								Ac­cus­at­ivo, hinc.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								I pray you, have your re­mem­brance, child. Ac­cus­at­ivo, hung, hang, hog.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								“Hang-hog” is Lat­in for ba­con, I war­rant you.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Leave your prabbles, ’oman. What is the foc­at­ive case, Wil­li­am?
						

						
								Wil­li­am
								Scratches his head. O voc­at­ivo, O.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Re­mem­ber, Wil­li­am: foc­at­ive is caret.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								And that’s a good root.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								’Oman, for­bear.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Peace.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								What is your gen­it­ive case plur­al, Wil­li­am?
						

						
								Wil­li­am
								Gen­it­ive case?
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Ay.
						

						
								Wil­li­am
								Gen­it­ive: hor­um, har­um, hor­um.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Ven­geance of Jenny’s case; fie on her! Nev­er name her, child, if she be a whore.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								For shame, ’oman.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								You do ill to teach the child such words. He teaches him to hick and to hack, which they’ll do fast enough of them­selves; and to call “hor­um;” fie upon you!
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								’Oman, art thou lun­at­ics? Hast thou no un­der­stand­ings for thy cases, and the num­bers of the genders? Thou art as fool­ish Chris­ti­an creatures as I would de­sires.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								To Mis­tress Quickly. Prithee, hold thy peace.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Show me now, Wil­li­am, some de­clen­sions of your pro­nouns.
						

						
								Wil­li­am
								For­sooth, I have for­got.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								It is qui, quae, quod; if you for­get your “quis,” your “quaes,” and your “quods,” you must be preeches. Go your ways and play; go.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								He is a bet­ter schol­ar than I thought he was.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								He is a good sprag memory. Farewell, Mis­tress Page.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Adieu, good Sir Hugh.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Sir Hugh Evans.
							
						

						
								
								Get you home, boy. Come, we stay too long.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				A room in Ford’s house; the buck-bas­ket in a corner.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fal­staff and Mis­tress Ford.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Mis­tress Ford, your sor­row hath eaten up my suf­fer­ance. I see you are ob­sequious in your love, and I pro­fess re­quit­al to a hair’s breadth; not only, Mis­tress Ford, in the simple of­fice of love, but in all the ac­coutre­ment, com­ple­ment, and ce­re­mony of it. But are you sure of your hus­band now?
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								He’s a-bird­ing, sweet Sir John.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								With­in. What ho! gos­sip Ford, what ho!
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Open­ing a door. Step in­to the cham­ber, Sir John.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Fal­staff, leav­ing the door ajar.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mis­tress Page.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								How now, sweet­heart! who’s at home be­sides your­self?
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Why, none but mine own people.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								In­deed!
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								No, cer­tainly.—Aside to her. Speak louder.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Truly, I am so glad you have nobody here.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Why?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Why, wo­man, your hus­band is in his old lunes again. He so takes on yon­der with my hus­band; so rails against all mar­ried man­kind; so curses all Eve’s daugh­ters, of what com­plex­ion so­ever; and so buf­fets him­self on the fore­head, cry­ing “Peer out, peer out!” that any mad­ness I ever yet be­held seemed but tame­ness, ci­vil­ity, and pa­tience, to this his dis­tem­per he is in now. I am glad the fat knight is not here.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Why, does he talk of him?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Of none but him; and swears he was car­ried out, the last time he searched for him, in a bas­ket; protests to my hus­band he is now here; and hath drawn him and the rest of their com­pany from their sport, to make an­oth­er ex­per­i­ment of his sus­pi­cion. But I am glad the knight is not here; now he shall see his own fool­ery.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								How near is he, Mis­tress Page?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Hard by, at street end; he will be here anon.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								I am un­done! the knight is here.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Why, then, you are ut­terly shamed, and he’s but a dead man. What a wo­man are you! Away with him, away with him! bet­ter shame than murder.
						

						
								
								
								Fal­staff peers forth from the cham­ber.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Which way should he go? How should I be­stow him? Shall I put him in­to the bas­ket again?
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Fal­staff.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								No, I’ll come no more i’ the bas­ket. May I not go out ere he come?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Alas! three of Mas­ter Ford’s broth­ers watch the door with pis­tols, that none shall is­sue out; oth­er­wise you might slip away ere he came. But what make you here?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What shall I do? I’ll creep up in­to the chim­ney.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								There they al­ways use to dis­charge their bird­ing-pieces.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Creep in­to the kiln-hole.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Where is it?
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								He will seek there, on my word. Neither press, cof­fer, chest, trunk, well, vault, but he hath an ab­stract for the re­mem­brance of such places, and goes to them by his note: there is no hid­ing you in the house.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								At bay. I’ll go out then.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								If you go out in your own semb­lance, you die, Sir John. Un­less you go out dis­guised—
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								How might we dis­guise him?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Alas the day! I know not! There is no wo­man’s gown big enough for him; oth­er­wise he might put on a hat, a muffler, and a ker­chief, and so es­cape.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Good hearts, de­vise some­thing: any ex­tremity rather than a mis­chief.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								My maid’s aunt, the fat wo­man of Brain­ford, has a gown above.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								On my word, it will serve him; she’s as big as he is; and there’s her thrummed hat, and her muffler too. Run up, Sir John.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Go, go, sweet Sir John. Mis­tress Page and I will look some lin­en for your head.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Quick, quick! we’ll come dress you straight; put on the gown the while.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Fal­staff.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								I would my hus­band would meet him in this shape; he can­not abide the old wo­man of Brain­ford; he swears she’s a witch, for­bade her my house, and hath threatened to beat her.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Heav­en guide him to thy hus­band’s cudgel; and the dev­il guide his cudgel af­ter­wards!
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								But is my hus­band com­ing?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Ay, in good sad­ness is he; and talks of the bas­ket too, how­so­ever he hath had in­tel­li­gence.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								We’ll try that; for I’ll ap­point my men to carry the bas­ket again, to meet him at the door with it as they did last time.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Nay, but he’ll be here presently; let’s go dress him like the witch of Brain­ford.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								I’ll first dir­ect my men what they shall do with the bas­ket. Go up; I’ll bring lin­en for him straight.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Hang him, dis­hon­est var­let! we can­not mis­use him enough.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Mis­tress Ford.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									We’ll leave a proof, by that which we will do,
									

									Wives may be merry and yet hon­est too.
									

									We do not act that of­ten jest and laugh;
									

									’Tis old but true: “Still swine eats all the draff.”
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Mis­tress Ford, with two Ser­vants.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Go, sirs, take the bas­ket again on your shoulders; your mas­ter is hard at door; if he bid you set it down, obey him. Quickly, dis­patch.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Mis­tress Ford with lin­en from cup­board.
							
						

						
								First Ser­vant
								Come, come, take it up.
						

						
								Second Ser­vant
								Pray heav­en, it be not full of knight again.
						

						
								First Ser­vant
								I hope not; I had lief as bear so much lead. They lift the bas­ket.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ford, Page, Justice Shal­low, Doc­tor Caius, and Sir Hugh Evans.
							
						

						
								Ford
								Ay, but if it prove true, Mas­ter Page, have you any way then to un­fool me again? The bas­ket catches his eye. Set down the bas­ket, vil­lain! Some­body call my wife. Youth in a bas­ket! O you pan­derly ras­cals! there’s a knot, a ging, a pack, a con­spir­acy against me. Now shall the dev­il be shamed. Chokes. What, wife, I say! Come, come forth! be­hold what hon­est clothes you send forth to bleach­ing!
						

						
								Page
								Why, this passes, Mas­ter Ford! you are not to go loose any longer; you must be pin­ioned.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Why, this is lun­at­ics! this is mad as a mad dog.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								In­deed, Mas­ter Ford, this is not well, in­deed.
						

						
								Ford
								So say I too, sir.—
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Mis­tress Ford.
							
						

						
								
								Come hith­er, Mis­tress Ford, point­ing the hon­est wo­man, the mod­est wife, the vir­tu­ous creature, that hath the jeal­ous fool to her hus­band! She con­fronts him. I sus­pect without cause, Mis­tress, do I?
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Calm. Heav­en be my wit­ness, you do, if you sus­pect me in any dis­hon­esty.
						

						
								Ford
								Well said, brazen-face! hold it out. Come forth, sir­rah. Pulling clothes out of the bas­ket in a fury.
						

						
								Page
								This passes!
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Are you not ashamed? Let the clothes alone.
						

						
								Ford
								I shall find you anon.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								’Tis un­reas­on­able. Will you take up your wife’s clothes? To the oth­ers. Come away.
						

						
								Ford
								To the ser­vants. Empty the bas­ket, I say!
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Why, man, why?
						

						
								Ford
								Mas­ter Page, as I am a man, there was one con­veyed out of my house yes­ter­day in this bas­ket: why may not he be there again? In my house I am sure he is; my in­tel­li­gence is true; my jeal­ousy is reas­on­able. Pluck me out all the lin­en. Page as­sists him.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								If you find a man there, he shall die a flea’s death.
						

						
								Page
								Here’s no man. He over­turns the empty bas­ket.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								By my fi­del­ity, this is not well, Mas­ter Ford; this wrongs you.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Mas­ter Ford, you must pray, and not fol­low the ima­gin­a­tions of your own heart; this is jeal­ousies.
						

						
								Ford
								Well, he’s not here I seek for.
						

						
								Page
								No, nor nowhere else but in your brain.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Ser­vants, car­ry­ing away the bas­ket.
							
						

						
								Ford
								Help to search my house this one time. If I find not what I seek, show no col­our for my ex­tremity; let me forever be your table-sport; let them say of me “As jeal­ous as Ford, that searched a hol­low wal­nut for his wife’s leman.” Sat­is­fy me once more; once more search with me.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								What, hoa, Mis­tress Page! Come you and the old wo­man down; my hus­band will come in­to the cham­ber.
						

						
								Ford
								Old wo­man? what old wo­man’s that?
						

						
								Mis­tress 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 house? She comes of er­rands, does she? We are simple men; we do not know what’s brought to pass un­der the pro­fes­sion of for­tune-telling. She works by charms, by spells, by the fig­ure, and such daubery as this is, bey­ond our ele­ment. We know noth­ing. He takes down his cudgel from the wall. Come down, you witch, you hag you; come down, I say!
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Nay, good sweet hus­band! Good gen­tle­men, let him not strike the old wo­man.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Fal­staff in wo­man’s clothes, led by Mis­tress Page. He hes­it­ates.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Come, Moth­er Prat; come, give me your hand.
						

						
								Ford
								I’ll prat her.—Fal­staff runs; Ford cudgels. Out of my door, you witch, you rag, you bag­gage, you pole­cat, you ronyon! Out, out! I’ll con­jure you, I’ll for­tune-tell you.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Fal­staff.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Are you not ashamed? I think you have killed the poor wo­man.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Nay, he will do it. ’Tis a goodly cred­it for you.
						

						
								Ford
								Hang her, witch!
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								By yea and no, I think the ’oman is a witch in­deed; I like not when a ’oman has a great peard; I spy a great peard un­der her muffler.
						

						
								Ford
								Will you fol­low, gen­tle­men? I be­seech you fol­low; see but the is­sue of my jeal­ousy; if I cry out thus upon no trail, nev­er trust me when I open again.
						

						
								Page
								Let’s obey his hu­mour a little fur­ther. Come, gen­tle­men.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Ford, Page, Justice Shal­low, Doc­tor Caius, and Sir Hugh Evans.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Trust me, he beat him most pi­ti­fully.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Nay, by the mass, that he did not; he beat him most un­pi­ti­fully me­thought.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								I’ll have the cudgel hal­lowed and hung o’er the al­tar; it hath done mer­it­ori­ous ser­vice.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								What think you? May we, with the war­rant of wo­man­hood and the wit­ness of a good con­science, pur­sue him with any fur­ther re­venge?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								The spir­it of wan­ton­ness is sure scared out of him; if the dev­il have him not in fee-simple, with fine and re­cov­ery, he will nev­er, I think, in the way of waste, at­tempt us again.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Shall we tell our hus­bands how we have served him?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Yes, by all means; if it be but to scrape the fig­ures out of your hus­band’s brains. If they can find in their hearts the poor un­vir­tu­ous fat knight shall be any fur­ther af­flic­ted, we two will still be the min­is­ters.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								I’ll war­rant they’ll have him pub­licly shamed; and me­thinks there would be no peri­od to the jest, should he not be pub­licly shamed.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Come, to the forge with it then; shape it. I would not have things cool.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				A room in the Garter Inn.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Host and Bardolph.
							
						

						
								Bardolph
								Sir, the Ger­mans de­sire to have three of your horses; the Duke him­self will be to­mor­row at court, and they are go­ing to meet him.
						

						
								Host
								What duke should that be comes so secretly? I hear not of him in the court. Let me speak with the gen­tle­men; they speak Eng­lish?
						

						
								Bardolph
								Ay, sir; I’ll call them to you.
						

						
								Host
								They shall have my horses, but I’ll make them pay; I’ll sauce them; they have had my house a week at com­mand; I have turned away my oth­er guests. They must come off; I’ll sauce them. Come.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				A room in Ford’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Page, Ford, Mis­tress Page, Mis­tress Ford, and Sir Hugh Evans.
							
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								’Tis one of the best dis­cre­tions of a ’oman as ever I did look upon.
						

						
								Page
								And did he send you both these let­ters at an in­stant?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								With­in a quarter of an hour.
						

						
								Ford
								Kneel­ing. Par­don me, wife. Hence­forth, do what thou wilt;
						

						
								Page
								
								
									I rather will sus­pect the sun with cold
									

									Than thee with wan­ton­ness: now doth thy hon­our stand,
									

									In him that was of late an heretic,
									

									As firm as faith.
								

							
						

						
								Page
								
								
									’Tis well, ’tis well; no more.
									

									Be not as ex­treme in sub­mis­sion
									

									As in of­fence;
									

									But let our plot go for­ward: let our wives
									

									Yet once again, to make us pub­lic sport,
									

									Ap­point a meet­ing with this old fat fel­low,
									

									Where we may take him and dis­grace him for it.
								

							
						

						
								Ford
								There is no bet­ter way than that they spoke of.
						

						
								Page
								How? To send him word they’ll meet him in the park at mid­night? Fie, fie! he’ll nev­er come!
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								You say he has been thrown in the rivers; and has been griev­ously peaten as an old ’oman; me­thinks there should be ter­rors in him, that he should not come; me­thinks his flesh is pun­ished; he shall have no de­sires.
						

						
								Page
								So think I too.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								
								
									De­vise but how you’ll use him when he comes,
									

									And let us two de­vise to bring him thith­er.
								

							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								
								
									There is an old tale goes that Herne the hunter,
									

									Some­time a keep­er here in Wind­sor Forest,
									

									Doth all the win­ter­time, at still mid­night,
									

									Walk round about an oak, with great ragg’d horns;
									

									And there he blasts the tree, and takes the cattle,
									

									And makes milch-kine yield blood, and shakes a chain
									

									In a most hideous and dread­ful man­ner:
									

									You have heard of such a spir­it, and well you know
									

									The su­per­sti­tious idle-headed eld
									

									Re­ceived, and did de­liv­er to our age,
									

									This tale of Herne the hunter for a truth.
								

							
						

						
								Page
								
								
									Why, yet there want not many that do fear
									

									In deep of night to walk by this Herne’s oak.
									

									But what of this?
								

							
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								
								
									Marry, this is our device;
									

									That Fal­staff at that oak shall meet with us,
									

									Dis­guis’d, like Herne, with huge horns on his head.
								

							
						

						
								Page
								
								
									Well, let it not be doubted but he’ll come,
									

									And in this shape. When you have brought him thith­er,
									

									What shall be done with him? What is your plot?
								

							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								
								
									That like­wise have we thought upon, and thus:
									

									Nan Page my daugh­ter, and my little son,
									

									And three or four more of their growth, we’ll dress
									

									Like urchins, ouphs, and fair­ies, green and white,
									

									With rounds of wax­en tapers on their heads,
									

									And rattles in their hands. Upon a sud­den,
									

									As Fal­staff, she, and I, are newly met,
									

									Let them from forth a sawpit rush at once
									

									With some dif­fuséd song; upon their sight
									

									We two in great amazéd­ness will fly:
									

									Then let them all en­circle him about,
									

									And fairy-like, to pinch the un­clean knight;
									

									And ask him why, that hour of fairy rev­el,
									

									In their so sac­red paths he dares to tread
									

									In shape pro­fane.
								

							
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								
								
									And till he tell the truth,
									

									Let the sup­poséd fair­ies pinch him sound,
									

									And burn him with their tapers.
								

							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								
								
									The truth be­ing known,
									

									We’ll all present ourselves; dis-horn the spir­it,
									

									And mock him home to Wind­sor.
								

							
						

						
								Ford
								
								
									The chil­dren must
									

									Be prac­tis’d well to this or they’ll ne’er do’t.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								I will teach the chil­dren their be­ha­viours; and I will be like a jack-an-apes also, to burn the knight with my taber.
						

						
								Ford
								That will be ex­cel­lent. I’ll go buy them viz­ards.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								
								
									My Nan shall be the Queen of all the Fair­ies,
									

									Finely at­tired in a robe of white.
								

							
						

						
								Page
								
								
									That silk will I go buy. Aside. And in that time
									

									Shall Mas­ter Slender steal my Nan away,
									

									And marry her at Eton. Go, send to Fal­staff straight.
								

							
						

						
								Ford
								
								
									To Page. Nay, I’ll to him again, in name of Brook;
									

									He’ll tell me all his pur­pose. Sure, he’ll come.
								

							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								
								
									Fear not you that. Go, get us prop­er­ties
									

									And trick­ing for our fair­ies.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Let us about it. It is ad­mir­able pleas­ures, and fery hon­est knav­er­ies.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Page, Ford, and Sir Hugh Evans.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								
								
									Go, Mis­tress Ford.
									

									Send Quickly to Sir John to know his mind.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit Mis­tress Ford.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									I’ll to the Doc­tor; he hath my good will,
									

									And none but he, to marry with Nan Page.
									

									That Slender, though well landed, is an idi­ot;
									

									And he my hus­band best of all af­fects:
									

									The Doc­tor is well money’d, and his friends
									

									Po­tent at court: he, none but he, shall have her,
									

									Though twenty thou­sand wor­thi­er come to crave her.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				A room in the Garter Inn.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Host and Simple.
							
						

						
								Host
								What wouldst thou have, boor? What, thick-skin? Speak, breathe, dis­cuss; brief, short, quick, snap.
						

						
								Simple
								Marry, sir, I come to speak with Sir John Fal­staff from Mas­ter Slender.
						

						
								Host
								Points. There’s his cham­ber, his house, his castle, his stand­ing-bed and truckle-bed; ’tis painted about with the story of the Prod­ig­al, fresh and new. Go knock and call; he’ll speak like an An­thro­po­phagini­an un­to thee; knock, I say.
						

						
								Simple
								There’s an old wo­man, a fat wo­man, gone up in­to his cham­ber; I’ll be so bold as stay, sir, till she come down; I come to speak with her, in­deed.
						

						
								Host
								Ha! a fat wo­man? The knight may be robbed. I’ll call. Bully knight! Bully Sir John! Speak from thy lungs mil­it­ary. Art thou there? It is thine host, thine Eph­esian, calls.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Above. How now, mine host?
						

						
								Host
								Here’s a Bo­hemi­an-Tar­tar tar­ries the com­ing down of thy fat wo­man. Let her des­cend, bully, let her des­cend; my cham­bers are hon­ourible. Fie! pri­vacy? fie!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Fal­staff.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								There was, mine host, an old fat wo­man even now with, me; but she’s gone.
						

						
								Simple
								Pray you, sir, was’t not the wise wo­man of Brain­ford?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Ay, marry was it, mus­sel-shell: what would you with her?
						

						
								Simple
								My mas­ter, sir, my Mas­ter Slender, sent to her, see­ing her go thor­ough the streets, to know, sir, wheth­er one Nym, sir, that be­guiled him of a chain, had the chain or no.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I spake with the old wo­man about it.
						

						
								Simple
								And what says she, I pray, sir?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Marry, she says that the very same man that be­guiled Mas­ter Slender of his chain cozened him of it.
						

						
								Simple
								I would I could have spoken with the wo­man her­self; I had oth­er things to have spoken with her too, from him.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What are they? Let us know.
						

						
								Host
								Ay, come; quick.
						

						
								Simple
								I may not con­ceal them, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Threat­en­ing him. Con­ceal them, or thou di­est.
						

						
								Simple
								Why, sir, they were noth­ing but about Mis­tress Anne Page: to know if it were my mas­ter’s for­tune to have her or no.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								’Tis, ’tis his for­tune.
						

						
								Simple
								What sir?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								To have her, or no. Go; say the wo­man told me so.
						

						
								Simple
								May I be bold to say so, sir?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Ay, Sir Tike; like who more bold?
						

						
								Simple
								I thank your wor­ship; I shall make my mas­ter glad with these tid­ings.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Simple.
							
						

						
								Host
								Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly, Sir John. Was there a wise wo­man with thee?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Ay, that there was, mine host; one that hath taught me more wit than ever I learned be­fore in my life; and I paid noth­ing for it neither, but was paid for my learn­ing.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Bardolph, mired and breath­less.
							
						

						
								Bardolph
								Out, alas, sir! cozenage, mere cozenage!
						

						
								Host
								Where be my horses? Speak well of them, var­letto.
						

						
								Bardolph
								Run away, with the cozen­ers; for so soon as I came bey­ond Eton, they threw me off, from be­hind one of them, in a slough of mire; and set spurs and away, like three Ger­man dev­ils, three Doc­tor Faus­tuses.
						

						
								Host
								They are gone but to meet the Duke, vil­lain; do not say they be fled; Ger­mans are hon­est men.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir Hugh Evans.
							
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Where is mine host?
						

						
								Host
								What is the mat­ter, sir?
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Have a care of your en­ter­tain­ments: there is a friend of mine come to town tells me there is three cozen-ger­mans that has cozened all the hosts of Read­ins, of Maid­en­head, of Colebrook, of horses and money. I tell you for good will, look you; you are wise, and full of gibes and vlout­ing-stogs, and ’tis not con­veni­ent you should be cozened. Fare you well.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Sir Hugh Evans.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Doc­tor Caius.
							
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Vere is mine host de Jarteer?
						

						
								Host
								Here, Mas­ter Doc­tor, in per­plex­ity and doubt­ful di­lemma.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								I can­not tell vat is dat; but it is tell-a me dat you make grand pre­par­a­tion for a Duke de Jamany. By my trot, dere is no duke that the court is know to come; I tell you for good will: Adieu.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Doc­tor Caius.
							
						

						
								Host
								Hue and cry, vil­lain, go! As­sist me, knight; I am un­done. Fly, run, hue and cry, vil­lain; I am un­done!
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Host and Bardolph.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I would all the world might be cozened, for I have been cozened and beaten too. If it should come to the ear of the court how I have been trans­formed, and how my trans­form­a­tion hath been washed and cudgelled, they would melt me out of my fat, drop by drop, and li­quor fish­er­men’s boots with me; I war­rant they would whip me with their fine wits till I were as crest­fal­len as a dried pear. I nev­er prospered since I forswore my­self at primero. Well, if my wind were but long enough to say my pray­ers, I would re­pent.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mis­tress Quickly.
							
						

						
								
								Now! whence come you?
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								From the two parties, for­sooth.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								The dev­il take one party and his dam the oth­er! And so they shall be both be­stowed. I have suffered more for their sakes, more than the vil­lain­ous in­con­stancy of man’s dis­pos­i­tion is able to bear.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								And have not they suffered? Yes, I war­rant; spe­ciously one of them; Mis­tress Ford, good heart, is beaten black and blue, that you can­not see a white spot about her.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What tell­est thou me of black and blue? I was beaten my­self in­to all the col­ours of the rain­bow; and was like to be ap­pre­hen­ded for the witch of Brain­ford. But that my ad­mir­able dex­ter­ity of wit, my coun­ter­feit­ing the ac­tion of an old wo­man, de­livered me, the knave con­stable had set me i’ the stocks, i’ the com­mon stocks, for a witch.
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								Sir, let me speak with you in your cham­ber; you shall hear how things go, and, I war­rant, to your con­tent. Here is a let­ter will say some­what. Good hearts, what ado here is to bring you to­geth­er! Sure, one of you does not serve heav­en well, that you are so crossed.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Come up in­to my cham­ber.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					VI
				

				An­oth­er room in the Garter Inn.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fenton and Host.
							
						

						
								Host
								Mas­ter Fenton, talk not to me; my mind is heavy; I will give over all.
						

						
								Fenton
								
								
									Yet hear me speak. As­sist me in my pur­pose,
									

									And, as I am a gen­tle­man, I’ll give thee
									

									A hun­dred pound in gold more than your loss.
								

							
						

						
								Host
								I will hear you, Mas­ter Fenton; and I will, at the least, keep your coun­sel.
						

						
								Fenton
								
								
									From time to time I have ac­quain­ted you
									

									With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page,
									

									Who, mu­tu­ally, hath answered my af­fec­tion,
									

									So far forth as her­self might be her chooser,
									

									Even to my wish. I have a let­ter from her
									

									Of such con­tents as you will won­der at;
									

									The mirth where­of so lar­ded with my mat­ter
									

									That neither, singly, can be mani­fes­ted
									

									Without the show of both; wherein fat Fal­staff
									

									Hath a great scare: the im­age of the jest
									

									He per­uses the let­ter.
									

									I’ll show you here at large. Hark, good mine host:
									

									To­night at Herne’s oak, just ’twixt twelve and one,
									

									Must my sweet Nan present the Fairy Queen;
									

									The pur­pose why is here: in which dis­guise,
									

									While oth­er jests are some­thing rank on foot,
									

									Her fath­er hath com­manded her to slip
									

									Away with Slender, and with him at Eton
									

									Im­me­di­ately to marry; she hath con­sen­ted:
									

									Now, sir,
									

									Her moth­er, even strong against that match
									

									And firm for Doc­tor Caius, hath ap­poin­ted
									

									That he shall like­wise shuffle her away,
									

									While oth­er sports are task­ing of their minds;
									

									And at the dean­ery, where a priest at­tends,
									

									Straight marry her: to this her moth­er’s plot
									

									She seem­ingly obed­i­ent like­wise hath
									

									Made prom­ise to the doc­tor. Now thus it rests:
									

									Her fath­er means she shall be all in white;
									

									And in that habit, when Slender sees his time
									

									To take her by the hand and bid her go,
									

									She shall go with him: her moth­er hath in­ten­ded
									

									The bet­ter to de­note her to the doc­tor—
									

									For they must all be mask’d and viz­arded—
									

									That quaint in green she shall be loose en­rob’d,
									

									With rib­ands pen­dent, flar­ing ’bout her head;
									

									And when the doc­tor spies his vant­age ripe,
									

									To pinch her by the hand: and, on that token,
									

									The maid hath giv­en con­sent to go with him.
								

							
						

						
								Host
								Which means she to de­ceive, fath­er or moth­er?
						

						
								Fenton
								
								
									Both, my good host, to go along with me:
									

									And here it rests, that you’ll pro­cure the vicar
									

									To stay for me at church, ’twixt twelve and one,
									

									And in the law­ful name of mar­ry­ing,
									

									To give our hearts united ce­re­mony.
								

							
						

						
								Host
								
								
									Well, hus­band your device; I’ll to the vicar.
									

									Bring you the maid, you shall not lack a priest.
								

							
						

						
								Fenton
								
								
									So shall I ever­more be bound to thee;
									

									Be­sides, I’ll make a present re­com­pense.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				V
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A room in the Garter Inn.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fal­staff and Mis­tress Quickly.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Prithee, no more prat­tling; go: I’ll hold. This is the third time; I hope good luck lies in odd num­bers. Away! go. They say there is di­vin­ity in odd num­bers, either in nativ­ity, chance, or death. Away!
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								I’ll provide you a chain, and I’ll do what I can to get you a pair of horns.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Away, I say; time wears; hold up your head, and mince.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Mis­tress Quickly.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ford.
							
						

						
								
								How now, Mas­ter Brook! Mas­ter Brook, the mat­ter will be known to­night, or nev­er. Be you in the Park about mid­night, at Herne’s oak, and you shall see won­ders.
						

						
								Ford
								Went you not to her yes­ter­day, sir, as you told me you had ap­poin­ted?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I went to her, Mas­ter Brook, as you see, like a poor old man; but I came from her, Mas­ter Brook, like a poor old wo­man. That same knave Ford, her hus­band, hath the finest mad dev­il of jeal­ousy in him, Mas­ter Brook, that ever gov­erned frenzy. I will tell you: he beat me griev­ously in the shape of a wo­man; for in the shape of man, Mas­ter Brook, I fear not Go­liath with a weaver’s beam, be­cause I know also life is a shuttle. I am in haste; go along with me; I’ll tell you all, Mas­ter Brook. Don­ning his coat. Since I plucked geese, played tru­ant, and whipped top, I knew not what ’twas to be beaten till lately. At the door. Fol­low me: I’ll tell you strange things of this knave Ford, on whom to­night I will be re­venged, and I will de­liv­er his wife in­to your hand. Fol­low. Strange things in hand, Mas­ter Brook! Fol­low.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				The out­skirts of Wind­sor Park; night.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Page, Justice Shal­low, and Slender, with a lan­tern.
							
						

						
								Page
								Come, come; we’ll couch i’ the castle-ditch till we see the light of our fair­ies. Re­mem­ber, son Slender, my daugh­ter.
						

						
								Slender
								Ay, for­sooth; I have spoke with her, and we have a nay-word how to know one an­oth­er. I come to her in white and cry “mum”; she cries “budget,” and by that we know one an­oth­er.
						

						
								Justice Shal­low
								That’s good too; but what needs either your “mum” or her “budget”? The white will de­cipher her well enough. It hath struck ten o’clock.
						

						
								Page
								The night is dark; light and spir­its will be­come it well. Heav­en prosper our sport! No man means evil but the dev­il, and we shall know him by his horns. Let’s away; fol­low me.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				The street in Wind­sor.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Mis­tress Page, Mis­tress Ford, and Doc­tor Caius.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Mas­ter Doc­tor, my daugh­ter is in green; when you see your time, take her by the hand, away with her to the dean­ery, and dis­patch it quickly. Go be­fore in­to the Park; we two must go to­geth­er.
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								I know vat I have to do; adieu.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Fare you well, sir.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Doc­tor Caius.
							
						

						
								
								My hus­band will not re­joice so much at the ab­use of Fal­staff as he will chafe at the doc­tor’s mar­ry­ing my daugh­ter; but ’tis no mat­ter; bet­ter a little chid­ing than a great deal of heart break.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Where is Nan now, and her troop of fair­ies, and the Welsh dev­il, Hugh?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								They are all couched in a pit hard by Herne’s oak, with ob­scured lights; which, at the very in­stant of Fal­staff’s and our meet­ing, they will at once dis­play to the night.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								That can­not choose but amaze him.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								If he be not amazed, he will be mocked; if he be amazed, he will every way be mocked.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								We’ll be­tray him finely.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								
								
									Against such lewd­sters and their lech­ery,
									

									Those that be­tray them do no treach­ery.
								

							
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								The hour draws on: to the oak, to the oak!
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				Wind­sor Park.

				
					
						
								
								
								The Fair­ies ap­proach, dan­cing, with masked lights; Sir Hugh Evans, dis­guised as a satyr in frieze and horns, Pis­tol at­tired as Puck, Mis­tress Quickly in white as Fairy Queen, Anne Page with Wil­li­am and many oth­ers in red, black, grey, green and white.
							
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Trib, trib, fair­ies; come; and re­mem­ber your parts. Be pold, I pray you; fol­low me in­to the pit; and when I give the watch-ords, do as I pid you. Come, come; trib, trib.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				Be­neath a mighty oak in an­oth­er part of the park.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fal­staff dis­guised as Herne the hunter with a buck’s head on.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								The Wind­sor bell hath struck twelve; the minute draws on. Now the hot-blooded gods as­sist me! Re­mem­ber, Jove, thou wast a bull for thy Europa; love set on thy horns. O power­ful love! that in some re­spects, makes a beast a man; in some oth­er a man a beast. You were also, Jupiter, a swan, for the love of Leda. O om­ni­po­tent love! how near the god drew to the com­plex­ion of a goose! A fault done first in the form of a beast; O Jove, a beastly fault! and then an­oth­er fault in the semb­lance of a fowl: think on’t, Jove, a foul fault! When gods have hot backs what shall poor men do? For me, I am here a Wind­sor stag; and the fat­test, I think, i’ the forest. Send me a cool rut-time, Jove, or who can blame me to piss my tal­low? Who comes here? my doe?
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mis­tress Ford and Mis­tress Page.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Sir John! Art thou there, my deer? my male deer?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								My doe with the black scut! Let the sky rain pota­toes; let it thun­der to the tune of “Greensleeves”; hail kiss­ing-com­fits and snow erin­goes; let there come a tem­pest of pro­voca­tion, I will shel­ter me here.
						

						
								
								
								Em­bra­cing her.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Mis­tress Page is come with me, sweet­heart.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Di­vide me like a brib’d buck, each a haunch; I will keep my sides to my­self, my shoulders for the fel­low of this walk, and my horns I be­queath your hus­bands. Am I a wood­man, ha? Speak I like Herne the hunter? Why, now is Cu­pid a child of con­science; he makes resti­tu­tion. As I am a true spir­it, wel­come!
						

						
								
								
								Noise with­in.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Alas! what noise?
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Heav­en for­give our sins!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What should this be?
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Away, away!
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Away, away!
						

						
								
								
								They run off.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I think the dev­il will not have me damned, lest the oil that’s in me should set hell on fire; he would nev­er else cross me thus.
						

						
								
								
								A sud­den burst of light; the Fair­ies ap­pear with crowns of fire and rattles in their hands led by Sir Hugh Evans like a Satyr, hold­ing a taper, Pis­tol as a Puck, Mis­tress Quickly as Fairy Queen, Anne Page as a Fairy, and oth­ers; they dance to­wards Fal­staff singing.
							
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								
								
									Fair­ies, black, grey, green, and white,
									

									You moon­shine rev­el­lers, and shades of night,
									

									You orphan heirs of fixéd des­tiny,
									

									At­tend your of­fice and your qual­ity.
									

									Cri­er Hobgob­lin, make the fairy oyes.
								

							
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									Elves, list your names: si­lence, you airy toys! They are still.
									

									Crick­et, to Wind­sor chim­neys shalt thou leap:
									

									Where fires thou find’st un­rak’d, and hearths un­swept,
									

									There pinch the maids as blue as bil­berry:
									

									Our ra­di­ant Queen hates sluts and slut­tery.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								
								
									They are fair­ies; he that speaks to them shall die:
									

									I’ll wink and couch: no man their works must eye.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Lies down upon his face at the foot of the oak.
							
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								
								
									Where’s Bede? Go you, and where you find a maid
									

									That, ere she sleep, has thrice her pray­ers said,
									

									Rein up the or­gans of her fantasy,
									

									Sleep she as sound as care­less in­fancy;
									

									But those as sleep and think not on their sins,
									

									Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, shoulders, sides, and shins.
								

							
						

						
								Mis­tress Quickly
								
								
									About, about!
									

									Search Wind­sor castle, elves, with­in and out:
									

									Strew good luck, ouphes, on every sac­red room,
									

									That it may stand till the per­petu­al doom,
									

									In state as whole­some as in state ’tis fit,
									

									Worthy the own­er and the own­er it.
									

									The sev­er­al chairs of or­der look you scour
									

									With juice of balm and every pre­cious flower:
									

									Each fair in­stal­ment, coat, and sev­er­al crest,
									

									With loy­al blaz­on, ever­more be blest!
									

									And nightly, mead­ow-fair­ies, look you sing,
									

									Like to the Garter’s com­pass, in a ring:
									

									The ex­pres­sure that it bears, green let it be,
									

									More fer­tile-fresh than all the field to see;
									

									And “Honi soit qui mal y pense” write
									

									In em­er­ald tufts, flowers purple, blue and white;
									

									Like sap­phire, pearl, and rich em­broid­ery,
									

									Buckled be­low fair knight­hood’s bend­ing knee.
									

									Fair­ies use flowers for their char­ac­tery.
									

									Away! dis­perse! But, till ’tis one o’clock,
									

									Our dance of cus­tom round about the oak
									

									Of Herne the hunter let us not for­get.
								

							
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								
								
									Pray you, lock hand in hand; yourselves in or­der set;
									

									The Fair­ies en­circle the oak.
									

									And twenty glow­worms shall our lan­terns be,
									

									To guide our meas­ure round about the tree.
									

									But, stay; I smell a man of middle-earth.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Heav­ens de­fend me from that Welsh fairy, lest he trans­form me to a piece of cheese!
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Vile worm, thou wast o’er­look’d even in thy birth.
						

						
								Anne Page
								
								
									With tri­al-fire touch me his fin­ger-end:
									

									If he be chaste, the flame will back des­cend
									

									And turn him to no pain; but if he start,
									

									It is the flesh of a cor­rup­ted heart.
								

							
						

						
								Pis­tol
								A tri­al! come.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Set­ting his lights to the buck’s horns Come, will this wood take fire?
						

						
								
								
								They burn him with their tapers.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Oh, oh, oh!
						

						
								Anne Page
								
								
									Cor­rupt, cor­rupt, and tain­ted in de­sire!
									

									About him, fair­ies; sing a scorn­ful rhyme;
									

									And, as you trip, still pinch him to your time.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								The Fair­ies dance about him and sing.
							
						

						
								All
								
								
									Fie on sin­ful fantasy!
									

									Fie on lust and lux­ury!
									

									Lust is but a bloody fire,
									

									Kindled with un­chaste de­sire,
									

									Fed in heart, whose flames as­pire,
									

									As thoughts do blow them, high­er and high­er.
									

									Pinch him, fair­ies, mu­tu­ally;
									

									Pinch him for his vil­lany;
									

									Pinch him and burn him and turn him about,
									

									Till candles and star­light and moon­shine be out.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Dur­ing this song the Fair­ies pinch Fal­staff. Doc­tor Caius comes one way, and steals away a fairy in green; Slender an­oth­er way, and takes off a fairy in white; and Fenton comes, and steals away Anne Page. A noise of hunt­ing is heard with­in. All the Fair­ies run away. Fal­staff pulls off his buck’s head, and seeks to es­cape.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Page, Ford, Mis­tress Page, Mis­tress Ford. They lay hold on Fal­staff.
							
						

						
								Page
								Nay, do not fly; I think we have watch’d you now:
						

						
								
								
								Fal­staff seeks to hide his face with­in the buck’s head once again.
							
						

						
								
								Will none but Herne the hunter serve your turn?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								
								
									I pray you, come, hold up the jest no high­er.
									

									Fal­staff casts the buck’s head from him.
									

									Now, good Sir John, how like you Wind­sor wives?
									

									Points to horns.
									

									See you these, hus­band? do not these fair yokes
									

									Be­come the forest bet­ter than the town?
								

							
						

						
								Ford
								Now, sir, who’s a cuck­old now? Mas­ter Brook, Fal­staff’s a knave, a cuck­oldly knave; here are his horns, Mas­ter Brook; and, Mas­ter Brook, he hath en­joyed noth­ing of Ford’s but his buck-bas­ket, his cudgel, and twenty pounds of money, which must be paid to Mas­ter Brook; his horses are ar­res­ted for it, Mas­ter Brook.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								Sir John, we have had ill luck; we could nev­er meet. I will nev­er take you for my love again; but I will al­ways count you my deer.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I do be­gin to per­ceive that I am made an ass.
						

						
								Ford
								Ay, and an ox too; both the proofs are ex­tant.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								And these are not fair­ies? I was three or four times in the thought they were not fair­ies; and yet the guilt­i­ness of my mind, the sud­den sur­prise of my powers, drove the gross­ness of the fop­pery in­to a re­ceived be­lief, in des­pite of the teeth of all rhyme and reas­on, that they were fair­ies. See now how wit may be made a Jack-a-Lent when ’tis upon ill em­ploy­ment!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir Hugh Evans without his satyr mask.
							
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Sir John Fal­staff, serve Got, and leave your de­sires, and fair­ies will not pinse you.
						

						
								Ford
								Well said, fairy Hugh.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								And leave you your jeal­ousies too, I pray you.
						

						
								Ford
								I will nev­er mis­trust my wife again, till thou art able to woo her in good Eng­lish.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Have I laid my brain in the sun, and dried it, that it wants mat­ter to pre­vent so gross o’er-reach­ing as this? Am I rid­den with a Welsh goat too? Shall I have a cox­comb of frieze? ’Tis time I were choked with a piece of toasted cheese.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Seese is not good to give putter: your belly is all putter.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								“Seese” and “putter”! Have I lived to stand at the taunt of one that makes frit­ters of Eng­lish? This is enough to be the de­cay of lust and late-walk­ing through the realm.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Why, Sir John, do you think, though we would have thrust vir­tue out of our hearts by the head and shoulders, and have giv­en ourselves without scruple to hell, that ever the dev­il could have made you our de­light?
						

						
								Ford
								What, a hodge-pud­ding? a bag of flax?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								A puffed man?
						

						
								Page
								Old, cold, withered, and of in­tol­er­able en­trails?
						

						
								Ford
								And one that is as slan­der­ous as Satan?
						

						
								Page
								And as poor as Job?
						

						
								Ford
								And as wicked as his wife?
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								And giv­en to for­nic­a­tions, and to tav­erns, and sack and wine, and meth­eglins, and to drink­ings and swear­ings and star­ings, pribbles and prabbles?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Well, I am your theme; you have the start of me; I am de­jec­ted; I am not able to an­swer the Welsh flan­nel. Ig­nor­ance it­self is a plum­met o’er me; use me as you will.
						

						
								Ford
								Marry, sir, we’ll bring you to Wind­sor, to one Mas­ter Brook, that you have cozened of money, to whom you should have been a pander: over and above that you have suffered, I think to re­pay that money will be a bit­ing af­flic­tion.
						

						
								Mis­tress Ford
								
								
									Nay, hus­band, let that go to make amends;
									

									For­get that sum, so we’ll all be friends.
								

							
						

						
								Ford
								Well, here’s my hand: all is for­giv­en at last.
						

						
								Page
								Yet be cheer­ful, knight; thou shalt eat a pos­set to­night at my house; where I will de­sire thee to laugh at my wife, that now laughs at thee. Tell her, Mas­ter Slender hath mar­ried her daugh­ter.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Aside. Doc­tors doubt that; if Anne Page be my daugh­ter, she is, by this, Doc­tor Caius’ wife.
						

						
								
								
								Slender heard hul­lo­ing in the wood.
							
						

						
								Slender
								Whoa, ho! ho! fath­er Page!
						

						
								Page
								Son, how now! how now, son! have you dis­patched?
						

						
								
								
								Enter Slender.
							
						

						
								Slender
								Dis­patched! I’ll make the best in Gloucester­shire know on’t; would I were hanged, la, else!
						

						
								Page
								Of what, son?
						

						
								Slender
								I came yon­der at Eton to marry Mis­tress Anne Page, and she’s a great lub­berly boy: if it had not been i’ the church, I would have swinged him, or he should have swinged me. If I did not think it had been Anne Page, would I might nev­er stir! and ’tis a post­mas­ter’s boy.
						

						
								Page
								Upon my life, then, you took the wrong.
						

						
								Slender
								What need you tell me that? I think so, when I took a boy for a girl. If I had been mar­ried to him, for all he was in wo­man’s ap­par­el, I would not have had him.
						

						
								Page
								Why, this is your own folly. Did not I tell you how you should know my daugh­ter by her gar­ments?
						

						
								Slender
								I went to her in white and cried “mum” and she cried “budget” as Anne and I had ap­poin­ted; and yet it was not Anne, but a post­mas­ter’s boy.
						

						
								Sir Hugh Evans
								Je­shu! Mas­ter Slender, can­not you see put marry poys?
						

						
								Page
								O I am vexed at heart: what shall I do?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Good George, be not angry: I knew of your pur­pose; turned my daugh­ter in­to green; and, in­deed, she is now with the doc­tor at the dean­ery, and there mar­ried.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Doc­tor Caius.
							
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Wrath­fully. Vere is Mis­tress Page? By gar, I am cozened; I ha’ mar­ried un garçon, a boy; un paysan, by gar, a boy; it is not Anne Page; by gar, I am cozened.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Why, did you take her in green?
						

						
								Doc­tor Caius
								Ay, by gar, and ’tis a boy: by gar, I’ll raise all Wind­sor.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Doc­tor Caius shak­ing his fist.
							
						

						
								Ford
								This is strange. Who hath got the right Anne?
						

						
								Page
								My heart mis­gives me; here comes Mas­ter Fenton.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Fenton and Anne Page, arm in arm.
							
						

						
								
								How now, Mas­ter Fenton!
						

						
								Anne Page
								Kneels. Par­don, good fath­er! good my moth­er, par­don!
						

						
								Page
								Now, Mis­tress, how chance you went not with Mas­ter Slender?
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								Why went you not with Mas­ter Doc­tor, maid?
						

						
								Fenton
								
								
									You do amaze her: hear the truth of it.
									

									You would have mar­ried her most shame­fully,
									

									Where there was no pro­por­tion held in love.
									

									The truth is, she and I, long since con­trac­ted,
									

									Are now so sure that noth­ing can dis­solve us.
									

									The of­fence is holy that she hath com­mit­ted,
									

									And this de­ceit loses the name of craft,
									

									Of dis­obedi­ence, or un­du­teous title,
									

									Since therein she doth evit­ate and shun
									

									A thou­sand ir­re­li­gious curséd hours,
									

									Which for­céd mar­riage would have brought upon her.
								

							
						

						
								Ford
								
								
									Stand not amaz’d: here is no rem­edy:
									

									In love, the heav­ens them­selves do guide the state:
									

									Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I am glad, though you have ta’en a spe­cial stand to strike at me, that your ar­row hath glanced.
						

						
								Page
								
								
									Well, what rem­edy?—Fenton, heav­en give thee joy!
									

									What can­not be es­chew’d must be em­brac’d.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								When night-dogs run, all sorts of deer are chas’d.
						

						
								Mis­tress Page
								
								
									Well, I will muse no fur­ther. Mas­ter Fenton,
									

									Heav­en give you many, many merry days!
									

									Good hus­band, let us every one go home,
									

									And laugh this sport o’er by a coun­try fire;
									

									Sir John and all.
								

							
						

						
								Ford
								
								
									Let it be so. Sir John,
									

									To Mas­ter Brook you yet shall hold your word;
									

									For he, to­night, shall lie with Mis­tress Ford.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
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