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Tris. aNp Cus. But why join ve with him?

T. TrusTY. For mirth?

C. CusTance. Or else in
sadness?

M. MEerRrY. The more fond of you! Both?

Hardly! The matter guess!
T. Trusry. Lo, how say ye, dame?
M. MERRY. Why,

do ye think, Dame Custance,

That in this wooing I have meant aught

but pastance?
C. CusTancE. Much things ye spake, I
wot, to maintain his dotage. 10
M. MErRrY. But well might ye Judge 1
spake 1t all in mockage.
For why? Is Roister Doister a fit hus-
band for you?
T. Trusry, Idaresay ye never thought it.
M. Mnnny. No, to God I vow.
And did not I know afore of the insur-
aneo
Botwoon Gawin Goodluck and Christinn
ustanco?
And did not I for tho nonee, by my con-
vayanco,?
Read his letter in a wrong sense for
dalliance,
That, if you could have take it up at the
first bound,
We should thereat such a sport and
pastime have found,
That all the whole town should have been
the merrier? 20
C. Cusrance. Ill ache your heads both!
I was never wearier,
Nor never more vexed since the first day
I was born.
T. Trusty. But very well I wist he here
did all in scorn.
C. Cusrance. But I feared thereof to take
dishonesty.s
M. MErry. This should both have made
sport and showed your honesty,
And Goodluck, I dare swear, your wit
therein would low.
T. TrusTY. Yea, being no worse than we
know it to be now.
M. MERrrY. And nothing yet too late ; for
when I come to him,
Hither will he repair with a sheep’s look

full grim,
By plain force and violence to drive you
to yield. 40

! Betrothal, promise. 2 Trickory. ¥ Dishonor,

E N _Mmuw. | ain loath to tell you.

$ . L Henwrvan, Tush,

ajink, tnn: yea or nay?

“" "; M’ My, lorsooth, sir, I have spoken

fur vou all that I can.

Hut If yo win her, ye must e’en play the
W ;

Wen to light it out, ye must a man’s

ol ke,

R Nowwren, Yes, they shall know, and

~ thow knowest T have a stomach.?

m; Munny,] “A stomach,” quod you?

Yon, ne good as €’er man had.

C. Custance. If ye two bid me, we will]

with him pitch a field, ¢

I and my maids together.
M. MERRY.

be bold.

C. Cusrance. Ye shall see women’s war

I. TrusTy.  That fight will I behold. |

M. Merry. If occasion serve, taking his

part full brim, |

I will strike at you, but the rap shal

light on him, .

When we first appear. -’

C. CusTaNCE. Then will I rug

Let us see!

away R Nomersn, 1 trow they shall find and
As though I were afeard. L fonl that 1 am a lad. 10
T. TrusTY. Do you t M. Muiiy, By this cross, I have seen you

part well play
And I will sue for peace.
M. MERRy.

enl your meat as well
An nny that ¢’er T have seen of or heard

And T will sef ol

- him Ot Y "A wtomneh,” quod you? He that will
lhfzn will he look as fierce as a Cotswolg thind deny
lion,s | | know was never at dinner in your

T. TrusTy. But when goest thou for himf
M. Merry.  That do I very now. 4(

o

C. CusTtance. Ye shall find us here, |

M. MERRY. Well, God havi
mercy on you. Ex[eaf]
T. TrusTY. There is no cause of fear : thé
least boy in the street 1
C. Cusrance. Nay, the least girl I havd
will make him take his feet. ]

But hark! methink they make prepars _

tonmpRny.
. Howwresir. Nay, the stomach of a man
it I8 that T mean.

M. Muiity. Nay, the stomach of a horse
or n dog, I ween.

. Hoiwree. Nay, a man’s stomach with a
wonpon, mean I,

M. Muiny. Ten men can scarce match
yvour with a spoon in a pie.

. Howrer, Nay, the stomach of a man

tion. o ; Lo try 1n strife.
T. TRUS’I‘Y.‘ No force, it will be a good M. Muuny., 1 never saw your stomach
recreation, | | 8 cloyod yet in my life. 20
C. Custance. I wﬂ_l stand within, and] . Romerri, Tush, T mean in strife or
step forth speedily, 1] lighting to try.

And so make as though I ran away{
dreadfully.ﬁ [Exeant.] ;

M. Moy, We shall see how ye will
wirike now, being angry.
It Rouwren, Have at thy pate then, and

nve Lhy head 1f thou may.
| T'hey strike at each other.]

M. Munnry. Nay, then have at your pate

ngnin by this day.
It Romwrwi, Nay, thou mayst not strike

nt e agein in no wise.

M. My, T ennnot in fight make to you
Mich warrantize; 2

it ns for your foes, here let them the
hnrgnin by,

It Romwvrsn, Nay, as for they, shall every
mothor's child die.

b (lourago. " Ahy, puy tho ponnlty for.
* Cluneanten,

Actus IV. SceNa vii.

felalph] Roister, M atthew] Merrygreek, Clhris.
tuan] - Custance,”  Dlobinet] Doughty, |
Harpaz, Tristram Trusty.!

R. RoisteRr. Now, sirs, keep your ray,s
and see your hearts be stout. i
But where be theso caitiffs? Moethink
they dare not rout,.’ ]
How sayest thou, Morrygrook? What |
doth Kit Custiniioo sny? |
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And 1n this my fume a little thing might
make me

To beat down house and all, and else
the devil take me. 30

M. MErry. If I were as ye be, by Gog’s
dear mother,
I would not leave one stone upon an-
other,
Though she would redeem it with twenty
thousand pounds.
R. RoisTer. It shall be even so, by hig

lily Wounds.
M. MEegrgy. Be not at one with her, upon
any amends.
R. RoisTeEr. No, though she make to me
never so many friends,
Nor if all the world for her would under-
take, 4
No, not God himself neither shall not her
peace make. |
On, therefore, march forward—soft, stay
a while yet!
M. MERRY. On!
R. ROISTER. Tarry!
M. MERRY. Forth!
R. RoisTER. Back!
M. MERRY. On! |
R. ROISTER. Soft! Now forward
set! 40

| Enter Custance.}

C. Custance. What business have we
here? Out! alas, alas! | Ezeat.]
R. Roister. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!
Didst thou see that, Merrygreek, how
afraid she was?
Dadst thou see how she fled apace out of
my sight?
Ah, good sweet Custance, I pity her, by
this light.
M. Merry. That tender heart of vours
will mar altogether;
Thus will ye be turned with wagging of
a feather.
R. RoisTer. On, sirs, keep your ray!

M. MERRy. On,
forth, while this gear is hot!
R. RorsteRr. Soft, the arms of Calais! 1

have one thing forgot.
M. MeErrY. What lack we now?

R. ROISTER. Retire,
or elsc we be all slain. 50

¢ Amsumo rosponnibility,




