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[BcEna Trmria.

Before Merrythaught's horese,]
Enler Mistross Merrythoughi,

Wire. Look, George, here comos Mis-
tress Merrythought again! And T would
have Rafe come and bight with the Eiant;
Ibull}'mll-run.]hnglnm':..

Crr. Good Mistress M-al.‘n’ﬂwugh,t, ba-
gone, I pray you, for my make; I pray you,
forbear u litthe; you shall have nudience
presently. [ have s Hithe busires,

Wire. Mi Hen-_vt.huught, if it
plesse you to refrain ¥our passion s [in
little, till Rafe have deepatched the giant
out of the way, we shall think orrpplves
much bound to you, I thank You, good
Mistross Merrythought,

Exit. Mistress] Merrythoufghe).

Enter a Hoy.

Crr. Boy, come hither, Bend
Rafe and this whorsson gant quickly,

Bor, In pood faith, sr, we cannot:
you'll utterly spoil our play, and make it
to be hissed; and it cost money; you will
nutmﬁerutumﬂn-iﬂmwrpht.— [0
I pray, pentlemen, rule himg,

Cre, him eome now and deapateh
this, and I'll trouble you no mare,
H::_m Will you give me Your hand of

1

Wire. Give him thy hand, George, do:
and I kiss kim, ['I'I.rrnntthq.ﬂu:rcrul.h
means plainky,

Bov. I'll send him to ¥ou presently,

Wire, [Kissing Bim.] T thank you, [2a
litthe youth,—{Er; Boy.) Faith, the ohild
hath & sweet breath, George; but I think
it be troubled with the worms, Corduns
Benedictus * and mare's milk were the only
thing in the world for “t.—0, Rade's here,
George'—Cod send thee good luck, Rafs!

Bowra Qoamra.
Before a barber's ahgp.]
Enter Rafe, Host, Squire, and Dnoarf,
Hoer. Puissant knight, yonder his map-
H

o in,

Lo, where the spear and copper basin
ang|

! Sineeraly.

-mmmw-.m

THE ENIGHT oF THE BURNING FESTLE

I, i

Behald  that string, on which hangs]
many & tooth,
Drawn from the Eentle jaw of wagn
d'ring knights!
Ivlhlem-tlhrhmd;'hnm'l]q.pa
pear, ; éinlffw_
Rare. 0, nint mot, hear) ussn, my
Indy dear,
T‘h.embhtﬂ"aml.idi.nh'lilk for
whose aake B,

Itahthaulm.ﬂ.htﬂiuthm;htuf

thes

firrythylhightﬂlmugtnﬂidvm
oies dhesds:

And, in the honor of thy beauteous

With the shrill strokes, or till the ginnt
apeak. I-Eguirchmhupmﬂuhnhj

Enter Barber.

Wire. 0, George, the ginnt, the ginnt!—
Now, Rafe, for thy life!

Bamsgn. What fond  unknowi ight
'uTJ:'uthnl-dﬂm v e
So rudely knoek st Barbarosa's cell,
Where 5o man comes bt leaves his
Hessor behind
Rare, l.“nihm”uiliﬂ',whnu.mmt
by fate
To punish all the sad enifmities g
Eenit
.{rudﬂmlhli:hh. Traitor to God snd
femn,
Prepare thysalf! This i the disu] hoyr
Appointed for thes to give strict me-
oount
O all thy beastly, treacherous villainjes,
Bansgn, Foolhardy knight, full scon thoy
shalt ahy
This fond reproach; thy body will T
He tokes down ki pole.
And, bo, upon thai string thy testh

Rare. Baint George | !
Basnin, Gangantus rmiﬁ“:

! Blow barn, ! Puy for.
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Wirs. To him, Rafe, to him! Hold up
the giant; set out thy leg before, Rafe!

Crr. Falsify * a blow, Rafe, falsify a
blow! The giant lies open on the left side,

Wirs. Bear 't off, bear "t off still! There,
boy!—0, Rafe's almost down, Rafe’s al-
most down!

Rare. Susan, inspire me! Now have up
again.

Wirs. Up, up, up, up, up! So, Rafe!
Down with him, down with him, Rafe!
Civ. Fetch him o'er the hip, boy! 41
|Rafe knccks the Barber down.
Wivn. There, boy! XKill, kill, kill, kill,
kill, Rafe!
Cir. No, Rafe; get all out of him first.

Rare. Presumptuous man, see to what

despernte end

Thy treachery hath brought thee! The
just gods,

Who never prosper those that do de-
epise them,

For all the villainies which thou hsst
done

To knights and ladies, now have paid
thee home

By my stiff arm, a knight adventur-

ous. 5
Bu:;luy, vile wretch, before I send thy

To sad Avernus, whither it must go,
What eaptives hold'st thou in thy sable
cave?
Barses. Go in, and free them all; thou
hast the day.
Rare. Go, squire and dwarf, search in
this dreadful cave,
And free the wretched prisoners from
their bonds,
Ereunt 3 Squire and Dwarf,
Banser. 1 crave for mercy, as thou srt

o knight,
And soorn'st to spill the blood of those
that beg.
Rarg. Thou showed’st no merey, nor
shalt thou have any;
Prepare thysalf, for thou shalt surely
die. o0

1 Counterfeit.
* Original reads Erit,

Enter Squire, leading One winking, with a
basin under iz chin.

Squine. Behold, brave knight, here is

one prisoner,
Whom this wild man hath uséd as you
see,

Wirn, This is the first wise word I
heard the squire speak.

Rare. Speak what thou art, and how thou
hast been used,
That I may give [him]* condign punish-
ment.
1 Kxn I am o knight that took my jour-

ney post
Northwsrd from London; and in eour-
teous wise
This giant trained me to his loathsome
den 69
Under pretense of killing of the itch;
And all my body with a powder strewed,
That smarts and stings, and cut away

my beard,

And my curled locks wherein were rib-
ands tied,
And with a water washad my tender

oyes
(Whilst up and down about me still he

skipped),
Whose virtue in that, till my eyes be

wiped

With a dry dloth, for this my foul dis-
Krnoe

T shall not dare to look & dog i th’ face.

Wire, Alas, poor knight!—Relieve him,
Rafe; relieve poor knights, whilst you live.

Rave. My trusty squire, convey him to
the town, 81
Where he may find mlief. —Adieu, fair

knight. Exzit (1] Knight,
Enter Dwasf, leading One with a patch o'er

his nose.
Dwanr. Puissant knight, of the Burn-
ing Pestle hight,
Sce here another wretch, whom this
foul beast

" From 1635 edn. Original reads That that I
may gioe.




