
FALSTAFF Monologues 

FALSTAFF 
Briefly, I do mean to make love to Ford's wife: I spy entertainment in her; 
she gives the leer of invitation: the report goes she has all the rule of her 
husband's purse.  I have writ me here a letter to her: and here another to 
Page's wife, who even now gave me good eyes too, examined my parts with 
most judicious oeillades; sometimes the beam of her view gilded my foot, 
sometimes my portly belly.  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 ! she 
bears the purse too; she is a region in Guiana, all gold and bounty. I will be 
cheater to them both, and they shall be exchequers to me; they shall be my 
East and West Indies, and I will trade to them both. Go bear thou this 
letter: we will thrive, lads, we will thrive. 
 
FALSTAFF 
Have I lived to be carried in a basket, like a barrow of butcher's offal, and to 
be thrown in the Thames? Well, if I be served such another trick, I'll have 
my brains ta'en out and buttered, and give them to a dog for a new-year's 
gift. you may know by my size that I have a kind of alacrity in sinking; if the 
bottom were as deep as hell, I should down. I had been drowned, but that 
the shore was shelvy and shallow,--a death that I abhor; for the water swells 
a man; and what a thing should I have been when I had been swelled! I 
should have been a mountain of mummy. 
 
FALSTAFF 
Being thus crammed in the basket, a couple of Ford's knaves, were called 
forth by their mistress: they took me on their shoulders; met the jealous 
knave their master in the door, who asked them once or twice what they 
had in their basket: I quaked for fear, lest the lunatic knave would have 
searched it; but fate, ordaining he should be a cuckold, held his hand. Well: 
on went he for a search, and away went I for foul clothes. to be stopped in, 
like a strong distillation, with stinking clothes that fretted in their own 
grease: think of that,--a man of my kidney, that am as subject to heat as 
butter : it was a miracle to scape suffocation. And in the height of this bath, 
when I was more than half stewed in grease, like a Dutch dish, to be thrown 
into the Thames, and cooled, glowing hot, in that surge, like a horse-shoe; 
think of that,--hissing hot,--think of that, Master Brook. 


