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48 11,3 ,81 4 Out 0' tune, sir: ye lie. Art any more than a 
steward? Dost thou think, because thou art 
virtuous, there shall be no more cakes and ale? 

49 11,3,819 Thou'rt j' the right. Go, sir, rub your chain with 
crumbs. A stoup of wine, Maria! 

50 11,3,829 Do't, knight: ]'11 write thee a challenge: or ]'11 
deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 

51 11,3,838 Possess us, possess us; tell us something of him. 

52 11,3,841 What, for being a puritan? thy exquisite reason, 
dear knight? 

53 11,3,853 What wilt thou do? 

54 11,3,861 Excellent! I smell a device. 

55 11,3,863 He shall think, by the letters that thou wilt drop, 
that they come from my niece, and that she's in 
love with him. 

56 11,3,876 Good night, Penthesilea. 

57 11,3,878 She's a beagle, true-bred, and one that adores me: 
what 0' that? 

58 11,3,881 Let's to bed, knight. Thou hadst need send for 
more money. 

59 11,3,884 Send for money, knight: if thou hast her not i' 
the end, call me cut. 

60 11,3,887 Come, come, I'll go burn some sack; 'tis too late 
to go to bed now: come, knight; come, knight. 

61 11,5,1029 Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

62 11,5,1032 Wouldst thou not be glad to have the niggardly 
rascally sheep-biter come by some notable shame? 

63 11,5,1036 To anger him we'll have the bear again; and we will 
fool him black and blue: shall we not, Sir Andrew? 

64 11,5,1039 Here comes the little villain. 
[Enter MARIA] 
How now, my metal of India! 

65 11,5,1058 Here's an overweening rogue! 

66 11,5,1062 Peace, I say. 

67 11,5,1064 Ah, rogue! 

68 11,5,1066 Peace, peace! 

69 11,5,1074 0, for a stone-bow, to hit him in the eye! 

70 11,5,1078 Fire and brimstone! 

71 11,5,1084 Bolts and shackles' 

72 11,5,1090 Shall this fellow live? 

73 11,5,1094 And does not Toby take you a blow 0' the lips then? 

74 11,5,1097 What, what? 

75 11,5,1099 Out, scab! 

76 11,5,1109 0, peace! and the spirit of humour intimate reading 
aloud to him' 

77 11,5,1127 Marry, hang thee, brock! 

78 11,5,1134 Excellent wench, say I. 

79 11,5,1138 And with what wing the staniel cheques at it' 

80 11,5,1146 0, ay, make up that: he is now at a cold scent. 
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