The Merry Wives of Windsor by Willam Shakespeare

Act 1, sc. 3 (line 65 - Prose)

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. | will be cheater to them both, and they shall be exchequers to me; they shall be
my East and West Indies, and | will trade to them both. Go bear thou this letter to Mistress Page; and thou this

to Mistress Ford: we will thrive, lads, we will thrive.
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