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SCENE ONE
Enter ANTIC, FROLIC, and FANTASTI C

ANTI C
How now, fellow Frolic! Wat, all anort? Doth this sadness
becorme thy madness? Wat though we have | ost our way in the
woods? Yet never hang the head as though thou hadst no hope
tolive till tonorrow. For Fantastic and | will warrant thy
l[ife tonight for twenty in the hundred.

FROLI C
Antic and Fantastic, as | amfrolic franion, never in all ny
life was | so dead slain. Wat, to | ose our way in the wood,
w thout either fire or candle, so unconfortable? O coelum O
terral O nmaria! O Neptunel

FANTASTI C
Wiy nakes thou it so strange, seeing Cupid hath | ed our young
master to the fair lady, and she is the only saint he hath
sworn to serve?

FROLI C
What resteth then, but we commt himto his wench, and each
of us take his stand up in a tree and sing out our il
fortune to the tune of 'O nman in desperation'?

ANTI C
Desperately spoken, fellow Frolic, in the dark; but seeing it
falls out thus, let us rehearse the old proverb:
Three nerry nen, and three nmerry men,
And three nerry nmen be we;
| in the wood, and thou on the ground,
And Jack sleeps in the tree.

A dog barKks.
FANTASTI C
Hush! A dog in the wood, or a wooden dog! O confortable
hearing! | had even as lief the chanberlain of the Wite

Horse had called nme up to bed.

FROLI C
Either hath this trotting cur gone out of his circuit, or
el se are we near sone vill age,
(Enter CLUNCH, a smith, with a lantern and candl| e}
whi ch should not be far off, for |I perceive the glimering of
a glowworm a candle, or a cat's eye, ny life for a

( MORE)
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FRCLI C ( CONT' D)
hal f penny. — In the name of ny own father, be thou ox or ass
t hat appearest, tell us what thou art!

CLUNCH
What am [ ? Wiy, | am dunch the smth. Wat are you? \What
make you in ny territories at this tinme of the night?

ANTI C
What do we nake, dost thou ask? Wiy, we nake faces for fear
such as if thy nortal eye coul d behold, would nmake t hee water
the | ong seans of thy side slops, smth.

FROLI C
And, in faith, sir, unless your hospitality do relieve us, we
are like to wander with a sorrowful 'heigh- ho' anong the
ow ets and hobgoblins of the forest. Good Vul can, for Cupid's
sake that hath cozened us all, befriend us as thou nmayest,
and command us howsoever, wheresoever, whensoever, in
what soever, for ever and ever.

CLUNCH
Well, masters, it seens to ne you have lost your way in the
wood. In consideration whereof, if you will go with dunch to
his cottage, you shall have house-roomand a good fire to sit
by, although we have no bedding to put you in.

ALL
O bl essed smth, O bountiful C unch!

CLUNCH
For your further entertainment, it shall be as it may be, so
and so.

SCENE TWO
A dog barks.

CLUNCH
Hark! This is Ball, ny dog, that bids you welcone in his own
| anguage. Cone, take heed for stunmbling on the threshold. —
Qpen door, Madge; take in guests.

Enter MADGE, the Add Wfe.

MADGE
Wl come, dunch, and good fellows all, that come with ny good
man. For ny good man's sake, conme on, sit down. Here is a
pi ece of cheese and a puddi ng of nmy own naking.
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ANTI C
Thanks, gammer. A good exanple for the w ves of our town.

FROLI C
Ganmmer, thou and thy good man sit lovingly together. W cone
to chat and not to eat.

CLUNCH
VWll, masters, if you will eat nothing, take away. Conme, what
do we to pass away the tinme? Lay a crab in the fire to roast
for |anb' s-wool. What, shall we have a gane at trunp or ruff
to drive away the tine? How say you?

FANTASTI C
This smth leads a life as nerry as a king with Madge his
wife. Sirrah Frolic, | amsure thou art not w thout sone

round or other; no doubt but O unch can bear his part.

FROLI C
El se think you nme ill brought up! So set to it when you wll.
They si ng.
ALL

Wienas the rye reach to the chin,

And chopcherry, chopcherry ripe within
Strawberries swnmmng in the cream

And school boys playing in the stream

Then 'O, then "O, then 'O ny true | ove said,
Till that tine cone again

She could not live a nmaid.

ANTI C
This sport does well. But nethinks, gammer, a nerry winter's
tale would drive away the tine trimy. Cone, | amsure you
are not without a score.
FANTASTI C

|' faith, gammer, a tale of an hour |ong were as good as an
hour's sl eep.

FROLI C
Look you, gammer, of the giant and the king' s daughter, and I
know not what. | have seen the day, when I was a little one,

you m ght have drawmn ne a mle after you with such a
di scour se.
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MADGE
Vel |, since you be so inportunate, ny good man shall fill the
pot and get himto bed. They that ply their work nust keep
good hours. One of you go lie with him he is a cl eanski nned
man, | tell you, without either spavin or windgall. So I am
content to drive away the time with an old wife's winter's
tal e.

FANTASTI C
No better hay in Devonshire. A ny word, gammer, |['I| be one
of your audi ence.
FROLI C

And | another, that's flat.

ANTI C
Then nmust | to bed with the good man. Bona nox, gammer. Good
night, Frolic.

CLUNCH
Cone on, ny lad. Thou shalt take thy unnatural rest with ne.

Exeunt ANTI C and CLUNCH
FROLI C

Yet this vantage shall we have of themin the norning, to be
ready at the sight thereof extenpore.

MADGE
Now this bargain, ny masters, nust | make with you, that you
will say "humi and 'ha' to ny tale; so shall | know you are
awnake.

BOTH

Content, gamrer, that will we do.

MADGE
Once upon a tinme, there was a king, or a lord, or a duke that
had a fair daughter, the fairest that ever was, as white as
snow, and as red as blood; and once upon a tine, his daughter
was stol en away, and he sent all his nmen to seek out his
daughter, and he sent so long that he sent all his nen out of
hi s | and.

FROLI C
Who dressed his dinner then?



THE QLD WVE' S TALE 5

MADGE
Nay, either hear ny tale or kiss ny tail!
FANTASTI C
Wel|l said! On with your tale, gammer.
MADGE
O Lord, | quite forgot! There was a conjurer, and this

conjurer could do anything, and he turned hinself into a
great dragon and carried the king's daughter away in his
nmouth to a castle that he made of stone, and there he kept

her I know not how long, till at last all the king' s nmen went
out so long that her two brothers went to seek her. O |
forget: she — he, | would say — turned a proper young man

to a bear in the night and a man in the day, and keeps by a
cross that parts three several ways, and he made his |ady run
mad. God's nme bones! Who cones here?

SCENE THREE

Enter the TWD BROTHERS

FROLI C
Soft, ganmmer, here sone cone to tell your tale for you

FANTASTI C
Let them al one; |let us hear what they will say.

FI RST BROTHER
Upon these chalky cliffs of Albion W are arrived now with
tedious toil, And conpassing the wide world round about To
seek our sister, to seek fair Delia forth, Yet cannot we so
much as hear of her

SECOND BROTHER
O fortune cruel, cruel and unkind, Unkind in that we cannot
find our sister, Qur sister hapless in her cruel chance —
Soft! Who have we here?

Enter the OLD MAN at the cross, stooping to gather

FI RST BROTHER
Now f at her, God be your speed. Wat do you gat her there?

OLD MAN
H ps and haws, and sticks and straws, and things that I
gat her on the ground, mny son.
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FI RST BROTHER
H ps and haws, and sticks and straws! Wiy, is that all your
food, father?

OLD MAN
Yea, son.

SECOND BROTHER
Father, here is an alns-penny for ne, and if | speed in that
| go for, I will give thee as good a gown of grey as ever
t hou di dst wear.

FI RST BROTHER
And father, here is another alns-penny for ne, and if | speed
inny journey, | will give thee a palner's staff of ivory and
a scallop shell of beaten gold.

OLD MAN
Was she fair?

SECOND BROTHER
Ay, the fairest for white and the purest for red, as the
bl ood of the deer or the driven snow.

O.D MAN
Then hark well and mark well ny old spell:
Be not afraid of every stranger
Start not aside at every danger;
Thi ngs that seem are not the sane.
Bl ow a bl ast at every fl ane;
For when one flane of fire goes out,
Then conmes your w shes wel | about.
I f any ask who told you this good,
Say the Wiite Bear of England' s wood.

FI RST BROTHER
Brot her, heard you not what the old nman sai d?
"Be not afraid of every stranger,
Start not aside for every danger;
Things that seemare not the sane.
Bl ow a bl ast at every fl ane;
For when one flane of fire goes out,
Then cones your w shes wel | about.
| f any ask who told you this good,
Say the Wiite Bear of England' s wood.’
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SECOND BROTHER
Vell, if this do us any good,
Wel| fare the Wiite Bear of England' s wood!

Exeunt the TWD BROTHERS.

O.D MAN

Now sit thee here and tell a heavy tale.
Sad in thy nood and sober in thy cheer,
Here sit thee now and to thyself relate
The hard m shap of thy nost wetched state.
In Thessaly | lived in sweet content,
Until that Fortune w ought ny overthrow,
For there | wedded was unto a dane
That lived in honour, virtue, |ove and fane.
But Sacrapant, that cursed sorcerer,
Bei ng besotted with ny beauteous | ove,
M/ dearest |ove, ny true betrothed wfe,
Did seek the neans to rid nme of ny life.
But worse than this, he with his chanting spells
Ddturn me straight into a ugly bear;
And when the sun doth settle in the west,
Then | begin to don ny ugly hide.
And all the day | sit as now you see,
And speak in riddles, all inspired with rage,
Seemi ng an old and m serabl e nman,
And yet | amin April of ny age.

(Enter VENELIA his |ady, nmad; and goes in again)
See where Venelia, ny betrothed | ove,
Runs maddi ng all enraged about the woods,
Al'l by his cursed and enchanting spells.

(Enter LAMPRI SCUS with a pot of honey)
But here cones Lanpriscus, ny discontented nei ghbour. — How
now, nei ghbour? You | ook toward the ground as well as |I. You
nmuse on sonet hi ng.

LAVPRI SCUS
Nei ghbour, on nothing but on the matter | so often noved to
you. |If you do anything for charity, help me; if for
nei ghbour hood or brotherhood, help ne. Never was one so
cunbered as is poor Lanpriscus. And to begin, | pray, receive
this pot of honey to nmend your fare.

OLD NMAN
Thanks, nei ghbour, set it down.
(Asi de)
Honey is always wel cone to the bear. — And now, nei ghbour,

| et me hear the cause of your com ng.
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LAVPRI SCUS
| am as you know, nei ghbour, a man unnmarried, and |ived so
unquietly with ny two wives that | keep every year holy the
day wherein | buried themboth. The first was on Saint
Andrew s Day, the other on Saint Luke's.

O.D MAN
And now, nei ghbour, you of this country say, your customis
out. But on with your tale, neighbour.

LAVPRI SCUS
By ny first wife, whose tongue wearied ne alive, and sounded
inny ears like the clapper of a great bell, whose talk was a

continual tornment to all that dwelt by her or lived nigh her,
you have heard nme say | had a handsone daughter.

OLD VAN
True, nei ghbour.

LAMPRI SCUS
She it is that afflicts me with her continual clanmours and
hangs on ne |ike a bur. Poor she is, and proud she is; as
poor as a sheep newshorn, and as proud of her hopes as a
peacock of her tail well-grown.

GLD MAN
Wl | said, Lanpriscus! You speak it |ike an Englishman.

LAVPRI SCUS
As curst as a wasp, and as froward as a child newtaken from
the nother's teat. She is to ny age as snoke to the eyes, or
as vinegar to the teeth.

OLD MAN
Holily praised, neighbour. As nuch for the next.
LAVPRI SCUS
By ny other wife | had a daughter, so hard-favoured, so fou
and ill-faced, that | think a grove full of golden trees, and

the | eaves of rubies and di anonds, would not be a dowy
answerabl e to her deformty.

O.D MAN
Vel |, nei ghbour, now you have spoke, hear ne speak. Send t hem
to the well for the water of |life; there shall they find
their fortunes unl ooked for. Neighbour, farewell.
(Wt hdr aws)
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LAMPRI SCUS
Farewel | and a thousand! And now goeth poor Lanpriscus to put
in execution this excellent counsel.
(Exit)

FROLI C
Wiy, this goes round without a fiddling stick. But do you
hear, gammer, was this the man that was a bear in the night
and a man in the day?

MADGE
Ay, this is he; and this man that cane to hi mwas a beggar
and dwelt upon a green. But soft, who cones here? O these
are the harvest-nen. Ten to one, they sing a song of now ng.

Enter the HARVEST- MEN a-singing, with this song
doubl e repeat ed.

HARVEST- MEN
Al ye that lovely |overs be, pray you for ne.
Lo, here we cone a-sow ng, a-sow ng,
And sow sweet fruits of |ove:
In your sweethearts well may it prove.

Exeunt HARVEST- MEN

SCENE FOUR
Ent er HUANEBANGO with hi s two-hand sword, and BOOBY
the d own.
FANTASTI C
Gammer, what is he?
MADGE

O thisis one that is going to the conjurer. Let him al one;
hear what he says.

HUANEBANGO
Now by Mars and Mercury, Jupiter and Janus, Sol and Saturnus,
Venus and Vesta, Pallas and Proserpina, and by the honour of
nmy house Pol i mackeroepl acidus, it is a wonder to see what
this love will nmake silly fellows adventure, even in the wane
of their wits and infancy of their discretion. Alas, ny
friend, what fortune calls thee forth to seek thy fortune
anong brazen gates, enchanted towers, fire and bri nstone,
t hunder and |ightning? Beauty, | tell thee, is peerless, and

( MCRE)
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HUANEBANGO ( CONT' D)
she preci ous whomthou affectest. Do off these desires, good
countryman; good friend, run away fromthyself, and so soon
as thou canst, forget her whom none nust inherit but he that
can nonsters tane, |abours achieve, riddles absolve, |oose
enchantnents, nmurder magic, and kill conjuring — and that is
the great and m ghty Huanebango!

BOOBY
Hark you, sir, hark you. First, know | have here the flirting
feather, and have given the parish the start for the |ong
stock. Now, sir, if it be no nore but running through a
little lightning and thunder, and 'Riddle ne, riddle ne,
what's this?, 1'll have the wench fromthe conjurer if he
were ten conjurers.

HUANEBANGO
| have abandoned the court and honourabl e conpany, to do ny
devoir against this sore sorcerer and mghty nmagician. |f
this lady be so fair as she is said to be, she is mne, she
is mne! Meus, nmea, neum in contenptum ommium granmmati corum

BOOBY
O falsum Latinum The fair maid is m num cum apurtinanti bus
gi bletes and all.

HUANEBANGO
| f she be mne, as | assure nyself the heavens will do
sonmewhat to reward ny worthiness, she shall be allied to none
of the neanest gods, but be invested in the nost fanbus stock
of Huanebango Pol i nacker oepl aci dus, ny grand-father; ny
father, Pergopolineo; ny nother, D onora de Sardinia,
fanmously descended —

BOOBY
Do you hear, sir? Had not you a cousin that was called
Qust eceri di s?

HUANEBANGO
I ndeed | had a cousin that sonetime followed the court
infortunately, and his nanme, Bustegusteceridis.

BOOBY
O Lord, I know himwell! He is the Knight of the Neat's Feet.

HUANEBANGO
O he loved no capon better. He hath oftentinmes deceived his
boy of his dinner. That was his fault, good
Bust egust eceri di s.
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BOOBY
Cone, shall we go al ong?
(Sees OLD MAN)
Soft, here is an old man at the cross. Let us ask himthe way
thither. — Ho you, gaffer! | pray you tell where the w se
man, the conjurer, dwells.

HUANEBANGO
Wiere that earthly goddess keepeth her abode, the commander
of ny thoughts, and fair mstress of ny heart.

O.D MAN
Fai r enough, and far enough fromthy fingering, son.

HUANEBANGO
| will follow ny fortune after mne own fancy, and do
according to m ne own discretion.

O.D MAN
Yet give sonething to an old nan before you go.
HUANEBANGO
Fat her, nethinks a piece of this cake m ght serve your turn.
O.D MAN
Yea, son.
HUANEBANGO
Huanebango gi veth no cakes for alns; ask of themthat give
gifts for poor beggars. — Fair lady, if thou wert once
shrined in this bosom | would buckler thee! Haratantaral
(Exit)
BOOBY
Father, do you see this man? You little think he'll run a
mle or two for such a cake, or pass for a pudding. | tell

you, father, he has kept such a begging of ne for a piece of
this cake! Wioo! He conmes upon ne with a 'superfanti al
substance and the foison of the earth', that |I know not what
he neans. If he canme to ne thus, and said Thy friend Booby'

or so, why | could spare hima piece, with all ny heart. But
when he tells ne how God hath enriched ne above other fellows
with a cake, why, he nmakes ne blind and deaf at once! Yet,
father, here is a piece of cake for you, as hard as the world
goes.
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LD MAN
Thanks, son, but list to ne:
He shal|l be deaf when thou shalt not see.
Farewel |, ny son; things may so hit,
Thou mayst have wealth to nend thy wt.

BOOBY
Farewel |, father, farewell, for I must nmake haste after ny
two- hand sword that is gone before.

Exeunt .

SCENE FI VE
Ent er SACRAPANT in his study.

SACRAPANT

The day is clear, the welkin bright and gray,
The lark is nerry and records her notes;
Each thing rejoiceth underneath the sky,
But only I whom heaven hath in hate,
Wetched and m serabl e Sacrapant .
In Thessaly was | born and brought up;
My not her Meroe hight, a fanobus wtch
And by her cunning | of her did learn
To change and alter shapes of nortal nen.
There did | turn nyself into a dragon,
And stol e away the daughter to the king,
Fair Delia, the mstress of ny heart,
And brought her hither to revive the man
That seeneth young and pl easant to behol d,
And yet is aged, crooked, weak and nunb.
Thus by enchanting spells | do deceive
Those that behol d and | ook upon ny face;
But well may | bid youthful years adieu.

(Enter DELIA with a pot in her hand)
See where she cones fromwhence ny sorrows grow. —
How now, fair Delia, where have you been?

DELI A
At the foot of the rock for running water, and gathering
roots for your dinner, sir.

SACRAPANT
Ah, Delia, fairer art thou than the running water, yet harder
far than steel or adamant.



THE OLD WVE' S TALE 13

DELI A
WIIl it please you to sit down, sir?

SACRAPANT
Ay, Delia, sit and ask ne what thou wilt. Thou shalt have it
brought into thy I ap.

DELI A
Then | pray you, sir, let ne have the best neat fromthe king
of England's table, and the best wne in all France, brought
in by the veriest knave in all Spain.

SACRAPANT

Delia, | amglad to see you so pleasant. Wll, sit thee down.
Spread, table, spread; neat, drink and bread.
Ever may | have what | ever crave,
When | am spread, for neat for ny black cock
And neat for ny red.

(Enter a FRRAR with a chine of beef and a pot of

W ne)
Here, Delia; will ye fall to?

DELI A
Is this the best neat in Engl and?
SACRAPANT
Yea.
DELI A
What is it?
SACRAPANT

A chine of English beef, neat for a king and a king's
fol |l oners.

DELI A
Is this the best wine in France?
SACRAPANT
Yea.
DELI A
Wat wine is it?
SACRAPANT

A cup of neat wine of Oleans, that never cane near the
brewers in Engl and.
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DELI A
Is this the veriest knave in all Spain?
SACRAPANT
Yea.
DELI A
What is he? Afriar?
SACRAPANT

Yea, a friar indefinite and a knave infinite.

DELI A
Then | pray ye, sir friar, tell me before you go: which is
t he nost greedi est Englishman?

FRI AR
The m serabl e and nost covet ous usurer.

SACRAPANT
Hold thee there, friar!
(Exit FRI AR
But soft, who have we here? Delia, away, begone!
(Enter the TWDO BROTHERS)
Delia, away, for beset are we!
But heaven or hell shall rescue her for ne!

Exeunt SACRAPANT and DELI A.

FI RST BROTHER
Brother, was not that Delia did appear?
O was it but her shadow that was here?

SECOND BROTHER
Sister, where art thou? Delia, come again!
He calls, that of thy absence doth conpl ain.
Call out, Calypha, that she nmay hear,
And cry aloud, for Delia is near.

SACRAPANT' S VA CE AS ECHO
Near .

FI RST BROTHER
Near! Ch. where? Hast thou any tidings?

SACRAPANT' S VA CE AS ECHO
Ti di ngs.
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SECOND BROTHER
Wiich way is Delia then? O that, or this?

SACRAPANT' S VO CE AS ECHO
Thi s.

SECOND BROTHER
And may we safely cone where Delia is?

SACRAPANT' S VA CE AS ECHO
Yes.

SECOND BROTHER
Brot her, renenber you the Wiite Bear of England' s wood:
"Start not aside for every danger,
Be not afeared of every stranger;
Thi ngs that seem are not the sane.

FI RST BROTHER
Brot her, why do we not then courageously enter?

SECOND BROTHER
Then, brother, draw thy sword and fol | ow ne.

Enter SACRAPANT; it lightens and thunders. The
SECOND BROTHER fal ls down.

FI RST BROTHER
What, brother, dost thou fall?

SACRAPANT

Ay, and thou too, Cal ypha.

(Fall FIRST BROTHER. Enter TWD FURI ES)
Adest e Daenones! Away wi th then
Go carry themstraight to Sacrapanto's cell,
There in despair and torture for to dwell.

(Exeunt FURIES with the TWD BROTHERS)
These are Thenore's sons of Thessaly,
That come to seek Delia their sister forth.
But with a potion | to her have given,
My arts hath made her to forget herself.

(He renmoves a turf, and shows a light in a gl ass)
See here the thing which doth prolong ny life.
Wth this enchantnent | do anyt hing.
And till this fade, ny skill shall still endure;
And never none shall break this little glass,
But she that's neither wfe, w dow nor nmaid.
Then cheer thyself; this is thy destiny,

( MCRE)
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SACRAPANT ( CONT' D)
Never to die but by a dead man's hand.

(Exit)
SCENE SI X
Enter EUMEN DES, the WAndering Knight, and the QLD
MAN
EUMENI DES
Tell nme, Tinme, tell ne, just Tine,
When shall | Delia see?
Wien shall | see the |odestar of ny life?

Wien shall ny wandering course end with her sight,
O | but view ny hope, ny heart's delight? —
(Sees OLD MAN)
Fat her, God speed! If you tell fortunes, |I pray, good father,
tell nme mne.

O.D MAN
Son, | do see in thy face
Thy bl essed fortune work apace.
| do perceive that thou hast wit;
Beg of thy fate to govern it,
For wi sdom gover ned by advi ce
Makes many fortunate and w se.
Bestow thy al ns, give nore than all,

Till dead nmen's bones conme at thy call.
Farewel |, nmy son; dream of no rest,
Till thou repent that thou didst best.
(Exit)
EUMENI DES

This man hath left me in a | abyrinth:
He bi ddeth ne give nore than all,

"Till dead nmen's bones conme at thy call’.
He bi ddeth nme dream of no rest,
Till | repent that | do best.

(Li es down and sl eeps)

SCENE SEVEN

Enter WGGEEN, COREBUS, CHURCHWARDEN and SEXTON

W GGEN
You may be ashaned, you whoreson scald sexton and
churchwarden, if you had any shane in those shanel ess faces
of yours, to let a poor nan lie so | ong above ground

( MCRE)
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W GGEN ( CONT' D)
unburied! A rot on you all, that have no nore conpassion of a
good fell ow when he is gone!

CHURCHWARDEN
What, woul d you have us to bury him and to answer it
ourselves to the parish?

SEXTON
Pari sh me no parishes! Pay ne ny fees and let the rest run on
in the quarter's accounts, and put it down for one of your
good deeds, a' God's nane, for | amnot one that curiously
stands upon nerits.

COREBUS
You whor eson sodden- headed sheep's face! Shall a good fellow
do |l ess service and nore honesty to the parish, and will you
not when he is dead |l et himhave Christmas burial ?

W GGEN
Peace, Corebus! As sure as Jack was Jack, the frolic'st
frani on anongst you, and |, Wggen, his sweet sworn brother
Jack shall have his funerals, or sonme of themshall |ie on

God's dear earth for it, that's once!

CHURCHWARDEN
Wggen, | hope thou wilt do no nore than thou darest answer.

W GGEN
(beats CHURCHWARDEN)
Sir, sir, dare or dare not, nore or |ess, answer or not
answer, do this, or have this!

SEXTON
Hel p, hel p, hel p! Wggen sets upon the parish with a
pi kest af f !

EUVENI DES awakes and cones to them

EUMENI DES
(to WGEEN)
Hol d thy hands, good fellow.

COREBUS
Can you blame him sit, if he take Jack's part against this
shake-rotten parish that will not bury Jack?

EUMENI DES
Wiy, what was that Jack?
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COREBUS
Who, Jack, sir? Who, our Jack, sir? As good a fellow as ever
trod upon neat's | eather.

W GGEN
Look you, sit: he gave fourscore and ni neteen nourni ng gowns
to the parish when he died, and because he woul d not mnake
themup a full hundred they would not bury him Ws this not
good deal i ng?

CHURCHWARDEN
O Lord, sir, how he ties! He was not worth a hal f penny, and
drunk out every penny; and now his fellows, his drunken
conpani ons, would have us to bury himat the charge of the
pari sh. And we nmake many such matches, we may pull down the
steeple, sell the bells, and thatch the chancel. He shall lie
above ground till he dance a galliard about the churchyard,
for Steven Loach

W GGEN
Sic argunentaris, dom ne Loach: 'And we nmake many such
mat ches, we may pull down the steeple, sell the bells, and
thatch the chancel.' In good tine, sir, and hang yoursel ves
in the bell-ropes when you have done! Dom ne, opponens
praepono tibi hanc questi onem whether will you have the
ground broken or your pates broken first? For one of them
shall be done presently, and to begin mne, I'll seal it upon
your coxconb!

EUMENI DES
Hol d thy hands! | pray thee, good fellow, be not too hasty.

COREBUS
(t o CHURCHWARDEN)
You capon's face! W shall have you turned out of the parish
one of these days with never a tatter to your arse. Then you
are in worse taking than Jack.

EUMENI DES
Faith, and he is bad enough.
(to CHURCHWARDEN and SEXTQN)
This fellow does but the part of a friend, to seek to bury
his friend. How much will bury hin?

W GGEN
Fai th, about sone fifteen or sixteen shillings will bestow
hi m honest | y.
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SEXTON
Ay, even thereabouts, sir.

EUMENI DES
Here, hold it then.
(Asi de)
And | have left ne but one poor three half-pence. Now do |
remenber the words the old nman spake at the cross: 'Bestow

all thou hast' — and this is all -'"till dead nen's bones
cones at thy call'. — Here, hold it, and so farewel|l.
(Exit)
W GGEN
Cod and all good be with you, sir. — Nay, you cornorants,

"Il bestow one peal of Jack at m ne own proper costs and
char ges.

COREBUS
You may thank God the |ong staff and the bil bo-bl ade crossed
not your coxconmb. Well, we'll to the church stile and have a
pot and so, trill-lill.

BOTH
Cone, let's go.
Exeunt .
FANTASTI C

But, hark you, gammer, methinks this Jack bore a great sway
in the parish

MADGE
O this Jack was a marvellous fellow He was but a poor man,
but very well beloved. You shall see anon what this Jack will
cone to.

Enter the HARVEST-MEN singing, with WOMEN in their

hands.
FROLI C
Soft, who have we here? Qur anorous harvesters.
FANTASTI C
Ay, ay; let us sit still and let them al one.

Here they begin to sing, the song doubl ed.
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HARVEST- MEN AND WOMVEN
Lo, here we cone a-reaping, a-reaping,
To reap our harvest fruit;
And thus we pass the year so |ong,
And never be we mute.

Exeunt the HARVEST- MEN and WOVEN.

SCENE EI GHT
Ent er HUANEBANGO
FROLI C
who have we here?
MADGE

O this is a choleric gentleman! Al you that |ove your
lives, keep out of the snell of his two- hand sword. Now goes
he to the conjurer.

Met hi
box.

Fee,
Her e

FANTASTI C
nks the conjurer should put the fool into a juggling

HUANEBANGO
fa, fum
is the Englishman —

Conquer himthat can —

Cane

for his lady bright,

To prove hinself a knight,
And win her love in fight.

Ent er BOOBY t he d own.

BOOBY

Hoo- haw, Master Bango, are you here? Hear you, you had best
sit down here and beg an alns wth ne.

HUANEBANGO

Hence, base cullion! Here is he that conmandet h i ngress and
egress with his weapon, and will enter at his voluntary,
whosoever saith no.

A voice and flame of fire. HUANEBANGO fall eth down

SACRAPANT" S VA CE
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MADGE
So with that they kissed, and spoiled the edge of as good a
two- hand sword as ever God put life in. Now goes Booby in,
spite of the conjurer.

Ent er SACRAPANT and TWD FURI ES.

SACRAPANT
Away with himinto the open fields
To be a ravening prey to crows and kites.
(Exeunt FURI ES wi t h HUANEBANGO
And for this villain, let himwander up and down,
I n nought but darkness and eternal night.
(Strikes BOOBY blind)

BOOBY
Here hast thou slain Huan, a sl ashing knight,
And robbed poor Booby of his sight!

SACRAPANT

Hence, villain, hence!

(Exit BOOBY)
Now | have unto Delia
G ven a potion of forgetful ness,
That when she cones she shall not know her brothers.
Lo, where they |l abour like to country sl aves,
Wth spade and mattock on this enchanted ground.
Now wi || I call her by another nane,
For never shall she know hersel f again
Until that Sacrapant hath breathed his | ast.
See where she cones.

(Enter DELIA)
Conme hither, Delia; take this goad. Here hard
At hand two sl aves do work and dig for gol d.
Gore themwith this and thou shalt have enough.

He gi ves her a goad.

DELI A
Good sir, | know not what you nean.

SACRAPANT
(asi de)
She hath forgotten to be Delia,
But not forgot the same she should forget.
But I will change her nane. —
Fair Berecynthia (so this country calls you),
Go ply these strangers, wench; they dig for gold.
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Exi t SACRAPANT.

DELI A
O heavens! How am | beholding to this fair young man!
But | nust ply these strangers to their work.
See where they cone.

Enter the TWD BROTHERS in their shirts, with
spades, diggi ng.

FI RST BROTHER
O brother, see where Delia isl!

SECOND BROTHER
O Delia, happy are we to see thee here!

DELI A
What tell you ne of Delia, prating swains?
| know no Delia, nor know | what you nean.
Ply you your work or else you are like to snmart!

FI RST BROTHER
Wiy, Delia, know st thou not thy brothers here?
W cone from Thessaly to seek thee forth;
And thou deceivest thyself, for thou art Delia.

DELI A
Yet nore of Delia? Then take this and smart!
(Pricks themw th the goad)
What, feign you shifts for to defer your |abour?
Wrk, villains, work! It is for gold you dig.

SECOND BROTHER
Peace, brother, peace; this vile enchanter
Hat h ravi shed Delia of her senses clean,
And she forgets that she is Delia.

FI RST BROTHER
(to DELIA)
Leave, cruel thou, to hurt the mserable. —
Dig, brother, dig, for she is hard as steel.

They dig and descry the light under a little hill

SECOND BROTHER
Stay, brother, what hast thou descried?
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DELI A
Away and touch it not! It is sonething that ny lord hath
hi dden there.
(She covers it again)

Ent er SACRAPANT.

SACRAPANT
Wl | said! Thou plyest these pioneers well. — Go, get you
in, you | abouring sl aves!
Cone, Berecynthia, let us in |ikew se,
And hear the nightingale record her notes.

Exeunt .

SCENE NI NE

Enter ZANTI PPA, the Curst Daughter, to the well,
with a pot in her hand.

ZANTI PPA
Now for a husband, house and home! God send a good one or
none, | pray God! My father hath sent ne to the well for the
water of life, and tells ne if | give fair words | shall have
a husband.
(Enter CELANTA, the Foul Wench, to the well for
water, with a pot in her hand)

But here cones Celanta, ny sweet sister. I'Il stand by and
hear what she says.
(Wt hdraws)
CELANTA
My father hath sent me to the well for water, and he tells ne
if I speak fair, | shall have a husband and none of the
worst. Vell, though I amblack I amsure all the world will

not forsake ne; and as the old proverb is, 'Though | am
bl ack, | amnot the devil'.

ZANTI PPA
(appr oachi ng)
Marry gup, with a murrain! | know wherefore thou speakest
that, but go thy ways hone as wise as thou camst, or I'lI
set thee hone with a wani on

Here she strikes her pitcher against her sister's,
and breaks them both and goes her way.
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CELANTA
| think this be the curstest quean in the world! You see what
she is — a little fair but as proud as the devil, and the
veriest vixen that lives upon God's earth. Wll, I'Il let her

al one, and go home and get another pitcher, and for all this,
get ne to the well for water.
(Exit)

Enter TWD FURI ES out of Sacrapant's cell and | ay
HUANEBANGO by the well of life, then exeunt.

Enter ZANTIPPA with a pitcher to the well.

ZANTI PPA
Once again for a husband, and in faith, Celanta, | have got
the start of you! Belike husbands grow by the well-side. Now
ny father says | mnust rule ny tongue. Wy, alas, what am/|
then? A woman without a tongue is as a soldier without his
weapon. But |'Il have ny water and be gone.

Here she offers to dip her pitcher in, and a VO CE
speaks in the well.

VA CE
Gently dip, but not too deep
For fear you nmake the gol den beard to weep.
(A HEAD cones up with ears of corn)
Fair mai den, white and red,
Conb ne snooth, and stroke ny head,
And thou shalt have some cockl e- bread.

ZANTI PPA
Wiat is this?
"Fair maiden, white and red,
Conb ne snooth and stroke ny head,
And thou shalt have sone cockl e-bread.'
"Cockle' callest thou it, boy? Faith, I'Il give you
cockl ebr ead!

She breaks her pitcher upon the HEAD, it descends.
Then it thunders and |ightens, and HUANEBANXO ri ses
up. HUANEBANGO i s deaf and cannot hear.

HUANEBANGO
Phyl yda phyl erydos, Panphylyda floryda fl ortos,
" Dub- dub- a- dub, bounce!' quoth the guns, with a sul phurous
huf f - snuf !
Waked with a wench, pretty peat, pretty love, and ny sweet
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HUANEBANGO ( CONT' D)
pretty pigsnie.
Just by thy side shall sit surnamed great Huanebango;
Safe in ny arns will | keep thee, threat Mars or thunder

a ynpus!

ZANTI PPA
(asi de)
Foh! What greasy groom have we here? He | ooks as though he
crept out of the backside of the well, and speaks |like a drum
peri shed at the west end!

HUANEBANGO
Othat I mght — but I may not, woe to ny destiny
therefore! —
Kiss that | clasp, but | cannot! Tell ne, ny destiny,
wher ef or e?
ZANTI PPA
(asi de)
Whoop! Now | have ny dreaml Did you never hear so great a
wonder as this? — Three bl ue beans in a bl ue bl adder:
rattle, bladder, rattle!
HUANEBANGO
(asi de)
"1l now set ny countenance and to her in prose. It may be
this 'rim ram ruff' is too rude an encounter. — Let ne,

fair lady, if you be at leisure, revel wth your sweetness,
and rail upon that cowardly conjurer that hath cast ne, or
congeal ed ne rather, into an unkind sleep and polluted ny
car cass.

ZANTI PPA
(asi de)
Laugh, |augh, Zantippa! Thou hast thy fortune — a fool and a
husband under one!

HUANEBANGO
Truly, sweetheart, as | seem about sone twenty years, the
very April of m ne age.

ZANTI PPA
(asi de)
Wiy, what a prating ass is this!
HUANEBANGO
Her coral lips, her crinson chin,

Her silver teeth so white wthin,
Her gol den | ocks, her rolling eye,

( MCRE)
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HUANEBANGO ( CONT' D)
Her pretty parts — let themgo by —
Hei gh- ho, hat h wounded ne,
That | nust die this day to see.

ZANTI PPA
By Gog's bones, thou art a flouting knave! 'Her coral I|ips,
her crinmson chin'- ka, wlshaw

HUANEBANGO
True, ny own, and ny own because m ne, and m ne because
m ne — ha, ha! Above a thousand pounds in possibility, and
things fitting thy desire in possession.
ZANTI PPA
(asi de)
Me sot thinks | ask of his lands. Lob be your confort and
cuckol d be your destiny! — Hear you, sir: and if you will

have us, you had best say so betine.

HUANEBANGO
True, sweetheart, and wll royalize thy progeny with ny
pedi gr ee.

Exeunt .
SCENE TEN
Ent er EUVEN DES.
EUMVENI DES
W et ched Euneni des, still unfortunate,

Envi ed by Fortune, and forlorn by Fate;

Here pine and die, wetched Eunenides.
Deinthe spring, the April of ny age?

Here sit thee down; repent what thou hast done.
| would to God that it were ne'er begun

Enter JACK
JACK
You are well overtaken, sir.
EUVENI DES
Who's that?
JACK

You are heartily well nmet, sir.
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EUMVEN DES
Forbear, | say! Wio is that which pincheth ne?

JACK
Trusting in God, good Master Eunenides, that you are in so
good health as all your friends were at the maki ng hereof God
gi ve you good norrow, sir. Lack you not a neat, handsone and
cleanly young | ad, about the age of fifteen or sixteen years,
that can run by your horse, and for a need, make your
mast ership's shoes as bl ack as ink? How say you, sir?

EUMENI DES
Al as, pretty lad, | know not how to keep nysel f, and nuch
| ess a servant, ny pretty boy, ny state is so bad.

JACK
Content yourself, you shall not be so ill a master but 1'1l]
be as bad a servant. Tut, sir, | know you though you know not
me. Are not you the man, sir — deny it if you can, sir —
that cane froma strange place in the |and of Catita, where
Jackanapes flies with his tail in his nouth, to seek out a
| ady as white as snow and as red as bl ood? Ha, ha!' Have |
t ouched you now?

EUMENI DES
| think this boy be a spirit! — How know st thou all this?
JACK
Tut, are not you the man, sir — deny it if you can, sir —

that gave all the noney you had to the burying of a poor man,
and but one three half-pence left in your purse? Content you,

sir, I'll serve you, that is flat.
EUMENI DES
Wll, ny lad, since thou art so inportunate, | amcontent to

entertain thee, not as a servant, but a copartner in ny
journey. But whither shall we go? For | have not any noney
nmore than one bare three hal f-pence.

JACK
Well, nmaster, content yourself, for if ny divination be not
out, that shall be spent at the next inn or al ehouse we cone
to, for, master, | know you are passing hungry; therefore
"1l go before and provide dinner until that you conme. No
doubt but you'll cone fair and softly after.
EUMENI DES

Aye, go before; 1'Il follow thee.
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JACK
But do you hear, master? Do you know ny nane?
EUMENI DES
No, | prom se thee, not yet.
JACK
Wiy, | am Jack
(Exit)
EUMVEN DES
Jack. Wiy, be it so then.
SCENE ELEVEN

Enter the HOSTESS and JACK, setting neat on the
table, and Fiddlers come to play. EUVEN DES wal ket h
up and down, and will eat no neat.

HOSTESS
How say you, sir? Do you please to sit down?
EUMENI DES
Hostess, | thank you, | have no great stonach.
HOSTESS

(to JACK)
Pray, sir, what is the reason your master is so strange? Doth
not this neat please hin®

JACK
Yes, hostess, but it is ny master's fashion to pay before he
eats; therefore, a reckoning, good hostess.

HOSTESS
Marry, shall you, sir, presently.
(Exit)
EUVEN DES
Wiy, Jack what dost thou nean? Thou knowest | have not any
noney. Therefore, sweet Jack, tell ne, what shall | do?
JACK
Vel |, master, ook in your purse.
EUMENI DES

Wiy, faith, it is a folly, for I have no noney.
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JACK
Wiy, | ook you, master, do so nuch for ne.

EUMENI DES
Al as, Jack, ny purse is full of noney!

JACK
"Alas', master? Does that word belong to this accident? Wy,
met hi nks | shoul d have seen you cast away your cloak and in a
bravado dance a galliard round about the chanber. Wy,
master, your nan can teach you nore wit than this. — Cone,
host ess, cheer up ny master.

Ent er HOSTESS.

HOSTESS
You are heartily welconme. And if it please you to eat of a
fat capon, a fairer bird, a finer bird, a sweeter bird, a
crisper bird, a neater bird your worship never eat of.

EUVENI DES
Thanks ny fine, eloquent hostess.

JACK
But, hear you, nmaster, one word by the way. Are you content |
shall be halves in all you get in your journey?

EUMENI DES
| am Jack; here is ny hand.
JACK
Enough, master. | ask no nore.
EUMENI DES

Cone, hostess, receive your noney, and | thank you for ny
good entertai nment.

HOSTESS
You are heartily wel conme, sir.

EUMVEN DES
Cone, Jack, whither go we now?

JACK
Marry, master, to the conjurer's presently.

EUVENI DES
Content, Jack. Hostess, farewell.
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Exeunt .

SCENE TVWELVE

Ent er BOOBY and CELANTA to the well for water.

BOOBY
Cone, ny duck, come. — | have now got a wife. — Thou art
fair, art thou not?
CELANTA
My Booby, the fairest alive, nake no doubt of that.
BOOBY
Conme, wench, are we alnost at the well?
CELANTA
Ay, Booby, we are alnost at the well now 1'lIl go fetch sone

water; sit down while |I dip ny pitcher in.
She dips her pitcher in the well.

VA CE
Gently dip, but not too deep
For fear you nmake the gol den beard to weep.
(A HEAD cones up with ears of corn)
Fair mai den, white and red,
Conb ne snooth, and stroke ny head,
And thou shalt have some cockl e- bread.
(She conbs the corn into her | ap. The HEAD descends)
Gently dip, but not too deep
For fear thou make the gol den beard to weep.
( CELANTA di ps her pitcher again. A HEAD cones up
full of gold)
Fair mai den, white and red,
Conb ne snoot h, and stroke ny head,
And every hair a sheaf shall be,
And every sheaf a gol den tree.

She conbs the gold into her |ap. The HEAD descends.
CELANTA

O see, Booby, | have conbed a great deal of gold into ny lap
and a great deal of corn.
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BOOBY
Wl | said, wench! Now we shall have toast enough. God send us
coiners to coin our gold. But cone, shall we go hone,
sweet heart ?

CELANTA
Nay, cone, Booby, | wll |ead you

BOOBY
So, Booby, things have well hit;
Thou hast gotten wealth to nmend thy wt.

Exeunt .

SCENE THI RTEEN

Enter JACK and EUVEN DES.

JACK
Conme away, master, cone.
EUMVEN DES
Go along, Jack, I'lIl follow thee. Jack, they say it is good

to go cross-1egged and say his prayers backward. How sayest
t hou?

JACK
Tut, never fear, naster; let nme alone. Here sit you still;
speak not a word. And because you shall not be enticed with

hi s enchanti ng speeches, with this sane wool |'I|l stop your
ears.
(Puts wool into Eunenides' ears)
And so, master, sit still, for I nust to the conjurer.
Exit JACK

Ent er SACRAPANT t o EUVMEN DES.

SACRAPANT
How now Wat man art thou that sits so sad?
Wiy dost thou gaze upon these stately trees
Wthout the | eave and will of Sacrapant?
What, not a word but nunf®
Then, Sacrapant, thou art betrayed!
(Enter JACK, invisible, and taketh off Sacrapant's
weath fromhis head, and his sword out of his

hand)
( MORE)
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SACRAPANT ( CONT' D)
What hand i nvades t he head of Sacrapant?
What hateful fury doth envy ny happy state?
Then, Sacrapant, these are thy |atest days.
Al as, ny veins are nunbed, ny sinews shrink,
M/ blood is pierced, ny breath fleeting away,
And now ny timneless date is cone to end.
He in whose life his actions hath been so foul,
Now in his death to hell descends his soul.

He dieth and his body is renoved.

JACK
O sir, are you gone? Now | hope we shall have sone ot her
coil. Now, master, how like you this? 'Me conjurer, he is
dead, and vows never to trouble us nore. Now get you to your
fair |lady, and see what you can do with her. — Al as, he

heareth ne not all this while. But | will help that.
He pulls the wool out of Euneni des' ears.

EUVENI DES
How now, Jack! What news?

JACK
Here, nmaster, take this sword and dig with it at the foot of
this hill.

He digs and spies a light.

EUVENI DES
How now, Jack! What is this?

JACK
Master, without this the conjurer could do nothing, and so
long as this light lasts, so long doth his art endure, and
this being out, then doth his art decay.

EUMENI DES
Wiy then, Jack, | will soon put out this |ight.
JACK
Ay, nmaster, how?
EUMENI DES
Wiy, with a stone I'll break the glass, and then blow it out.
JACK

No, master, you may as soon break the smth's anvil as this
little vial, nor the biggest blast that ever Boreas bl ew

( MCRE)
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JACK (CONT' D)

cannot blow out this little light; but she that is neither
maid, wife nor wdow Master, wind this horn, and see what
wi || happen.

(He winds the horn. Here enters VENELI A and breaks

the gl ass, and blows out the light, and goeth in

agai n)
So master, how like you this? This is she that ran nadding in
t he woods, his betrothed | ove that keeps the cross; and now
this light being out, all are restored to their former
liberty. And now, master, to the lady that you have so | ong
| ooked for.

He draweth a curtain, and there DELIA sitteth
asl eep.

EUMENI DES
CGod speed, fair maid, sitting alone: there is once.
CGod speed, fair maid, sitting alone: there is twce
God speed, fair maid, sitting alone: there is thrice.

DELI A
Not so, good sir, for you are by.
JACK
Enough, nmaster; she hath spoke. Now |l will |eave her with
you.
(Exit)
EUMENI DES

Thou fairest flower of these western parts,

Whose beauty so reflecteth in ny sight

As doth a crystal mrror in the sun,

For thy sweet sake | have crossed the frozen Rhine;
Leaving fair Po, | sailed up Danuby

As far as Saba, whose enhancing streans

Cuts '"twixt the Tartars and the Russians.

These have | crossed for thee, fair Delia:

Then grant ne that which | have sued for |ong.

DELI A
Thou gentl e kni ght, whose fortune is so good
To find nme out, and set ny brothers free,
My faith, ny heart, nmy hand | give to thee.

EUVENI DES
Thanks, gentle madam But here conmes Jack. Thank him for he
is the best friend that we have.
(Enter JACK with a head in his hand)
How now, Jack! Wat hast thou there?
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JACK
Marry, master, the head of the conjurer.
EUMENI DES
Wiy, Jack, that is inpossible — he was a young man
JACK

Ah, master, so he deceived themthat beheld him But he was a
m serabl e, old and crooked man, though to each man's eye he
seenmed young and fresh. For, nmaster, this conjurer took the
shape of the old man that kept the cross, and that old man
was in the |ikeness of the conjurer. But now, master, w nd
your horn.

(He wi nds his horn)

Enter VENELI A, the TWD BROTHERS, and the OLD MAN.

EUMVENI DES
Wl cone, Erestus! Wl cone, fair Venelial
Wl cone, Thel ea and Cal ypha both! N
ow have | her that | so |ong have sought;
So saith fair Delia, if we have your consent.

FI RST BROTHER
Val i ant Euneni des, thou well deservest
To have our favours; so let us rejoice
That by thy neans we are at liberty.
Here may we joy each in other's sight,
And this fair |ady have her wandering kni ght.

JACK
So, master, now ye think you have done. But | nust have a
saying to you. You know you and | were partners, | to have
half in all you got.
EUMENI DES
Wiy, so thou shalt, Jack.
JACK

Wiy then, master, draw your sword, part your |ady, let ne
have hal f of her presently.

EUMENI DES
Wiy, | hope, Jack, thou dost but jest! | promsed thee half |
got, but not half ny | ady.
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JACK
But what el se, master? Have you not gotten her? Therefore
divide her straight, for I will have half There is no renedy.

EUMENI DES
Vell, erel will falsify ny word unto My friend, take her
all. Here, Jack, I'Il give her thee.
JACK

Nay, neither nore nor |ess, master, but even just half

EUMENI DES
Before | will falsify ny faith unto ny friend, | wll divide
her. Jack, thou shalt have hal f

FI RST BROTHER
Be not so cruel unto our sister, gentle knight!

SECOND BROTHER
O spare fair Delia! She deserves no deat h!

EUMENI DES
Content yourselves; ny word is passed to him Therefore
prepare thyself, Delia, for thou must die.

DELI A
Then farewel |, world! Adi eu, Euneni des!

He offers to strike and JACK stays him

JACK
Stay, master! It is sufficient | have tried your constancy.
Do you now renenber since you paid for the burying of a poor
fell ow?

EUMENI DES
Ay, very well, Jack

JACK
Then, master, thank that good deed for this good turn. And
so, God be with you all!

JACK | eaps down in the ground.

EUMENI DES
Jack! What, art thou gone? Then farewel |, Jack.
Cone, brothers and ny beauteous Deli a,

( MORE)
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EUMENI DES ( CONT' D)
Erestus and thy dear Veneli a;
W will to Thessaly with joyful hearts.

ALL
Agreed! W follow thee and Deli a.
Exeunt .
FANTASTI C
What, gammer, asl eep?
MADGE

By the mass, son, 'tis alnost day, and ny wi ndows shut at the
cock's crow

FROLI C
Do you hear, gammer? Methinks this Jack bore a great sway
anongst them

MADGE
O man, this was the ghost of the poor man that they kept
such a coil to bury, and that nakes himto hel p the wandering
kni ght so rmuch. But cone, let us in. We will have a cup of
ale and a toast this norning, and so depart.

FANTASTI C
'Men you have nade an end of your tale, gammer?

MADGE
Yes, faith. Wien this was done | took a piece of bread and

cheese, and cane ny way, and so shall you have too before you
go, to your breakfast.

Exeunt .

FINI'S



